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THE  ADVENTUEES  OF  PHILIP. 


CHAPTER   I. 

NEC   BULGES   AMORES    SPERNE,   PUER,    NEQUE   TU   CHOREAa. 

"My  dear,"  Mrs.  Baynes  said  to  her  daughter,  "you  are 
going  out  a  great  deal  in  the  world  now.  You  will  go  to  a 
great  number  of  places  where  poor  Philip  cannot  hope  to  be  ad- 
mitted." 

"  Not  admit  Philip,  mamma  !  then  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  to 
go,"  cries  the  girl. 

"Time  enough  to  leave  off  going  to  parties  when  you  can't 
afford  it  and  marry  him.  When  I  was  a  lieutenant's  wife,  I 
didn't  go  to  any  parties  out  of  the  regiment,  my  dear  !  " 

"  Oh,  then,  I  am  sure  I  shall  never  want  to  go  out !  "  Char- 
lotte declares. 

"  You  fancy  you  will  always  stop  at  home,  I  dare  say.  Men 
are  not  all  so  domestic  as  your  papa.  Very  few  love  to  stop  at 
home  like  him.  Indeed,  I  may  say  that  I  have  made  his  home 
comfortable.  But  one  thing  is  clear,  my  child.  Philip  can't 
always  expect  to  go  where  we  go.  He  is  not  in  the  position  in 
life.  Recollect,  3'our  father  is  a  general  officer,  C.B,,  and  ma}' 
be  K.C.B.  soon,  and  3-our  mother  is  a  general  officer's  lady. 
We  ma}'  go  an^'where.  I  might  have  gone  to  the  drawing-room 
at  home  if  I  chose.  Lady  Biggs  would  have  been  delighted  to 
present  me.  Your  aunt  has  been  to  the  drawing-room,  and  she 
is  only  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter ;  and  most  absurd  it  was  of 
Mac  to  let  her  go.  But  she  rules  him  in  everything,  and  the}' 
have  no  children.  I  have,  goodness  knows  !  I  sacrifice  myself 
for  m}-  children.  You  little  know  what  I  deny  myself  for  m}' 
children.  I  said  to  Lady  Biggs,  '  No,  Lady  Biggs  ;  my  husband 
may  go.  He  should  go.  He  has  his  uniform,  and  it  will  cost 
him  nothing  except  a  fl}'  and  a  bouquet  for  the  man  who  drives  ,' 
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but  /will  not  spend  money  on  m^'self  for  the  hire  of  diamonds 
and  feathers,  and,  though  I  yield  in  loyalty  to  no  person,  I  dare 
say  my  Sovereign  worit  miss  me.'  And  I  don't  think  her  Majes- 
ty did.  She  has  other  things  to  think  of  besides  Mrs.  General 
Baynes,  I  suppose.  She  is  a  mother,  and  can  appreciate  a 
mother's  sacrifices  for  her  children." 

If  I  have  not  hitherto  given  you  detailed  reports  of  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral Ba3'nes's  conversation,  I  don't  think,  my  esteemed  reader, 
you  will  be  very  angry. 

"  Now,  child,"  the  General's  lady  continued,  "  let  me  warn 
j-ou  not  to  talk  much  to  Philip  about  those  places  to  which  you 
go  without  him,  and  to  which  his  position  in  life  does  not  allow 
of  his  coming.  Hide  anything  from  him  ?  Oh,  dear,  no  !  Only 
for  his  own  good,  you  understand.  I  don't  tell  everything  to  your 
papa.  I  should  only  worrit  him  and  vex  him.  "When  anything 
will  please  him  and  make  him  happy,  the7i  I  tell  him.  And 
about  Philip?  Philip,  I  must  say  it,  my  dear  — I  must  as  a 
mother  say  it  —  has  his  faults.  He  is  an  envious  man.  Don't 
look  shocked.  He  thinks  very  well  of  himself;  and  having 
been  a  great  deal  spoiled,  and  made  too  much  of  in  his  unhappy 
father's  time,  he  is  so  proud  and  haughty  that  he  forgets  his  po- 
sition, and  thinks  he  ought  to  live  with  the  highest  society. 
Had  Lord  Ringwood  left  him  a  fortune,  as  Philip  led  us  to  expect 
when  we  gave  our  consent  to  this  most  unlucky  match  —  for 
that  my  dear  child  should  marry  a  beggar  is  most  unlucky  and 
most  deplorable  ;  I  can't  help  saj'ing  so,  Charlotte,  —  if  I  were 
on  my  death-bed  I  couldn't  help  saying  so  ;  and  I  wish  with  all 
my  heart  we  had  never  seen  or  heard  of  him. —  There  !  Don't 
go  off  in  one  of  3'our  tantrums  !  What  was  I  saying,  pray?  I 
say  that  Phihp  is  in  no  position,  or  rather  in  a  very  humble 
one,  which  —  a  mere  newspaper- writer  and  a  subaltern  too  — 
everybody-  acknowledges  it  to  be.  And  if  he  hears  us  talking 
about  our  parties  to  which  we  have  a  right  to  go  —  to  which  3'ou 
have  a  right  to  go  with  j-our  mother,  a  general  officer's  lad}^  — 
wh}',  he'll  be  offended.  He  won't  like  to  hear  about  them  and 
think  he  can't  be  invited ;  and  you  had  better  not  talk  about 
them  at  all,  or  about  the  people  3'ou  meet  and  dance  with.  At 
Mrs.  Hely's  you  may  dance  with  Lord  Headbur3',  the  ambassa- 
dor's son.  And  if  you  tell  Philip  he  will  be  offended.  He  will 
say  that  you  boast  about  it.  When  I  was  only  a  lieutenant's 
wife  at  Barrackpore,  Mrs.  Captain  Capers  used  to  go  to  Cal- 
cutta to  the  Government  House  balls.  I  didn't  go.  But  I  was 
offended,  and  I  used  to  sa3'  that  Flora  Capers  gave  herself 
airs,  and  was  alwa3's  boasting  of  her  intimacj'  with  the  Mar- 
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chioness  of  Hastings.  We  don't  like  our  equals  to  be  better  off 
than  ourselves.  Mark  my  words.  And  if  j-ou  taUi  to  Philip 
about  the  people  whom  3'ou  meet  in  society,  and  whom  he  can't 
from  his  unfortunate  station  expect  to  know,  j-ou  will  offend 
him.  That  was  wh}'  I  nudged  you  to-day  when  you  were  going 
on  about  Mr.  Hely.  Anything  so  absurd  !  I  saw  Philip  get- 
ting angry  at  once,  and  biting  his  moustaches,  as  he  always 
does  when  he  is  angry  —  and  swears  quite  out  loud  —  so  vulgar ! 
There  !  you  are  going  to  be  angry  again,  my  love  ;  I  never  saw 
anything  like  you !  Is  this  m\'  Charly  who  never  was  angry  ? 
I  know  the  world,  dear,  and  you  don't.  Look  at  me,  how  T 
manage  your  papa,  and  I  tell  3'^ou  don't  talk  to  Philip  about 
things  which  offend  him  !  Now,  dearest,  kiss  your  poor  old 
mother  who  loves  you.  Go  up  stairs  and  bathe  your  ej-es,  and 
come  down  happ}'  to  dinner."  And  at  dinner  Mrs.  General 
Baynes  was  uncommonl}*  gracious  to  Philip  :  and  when  gracious 
she  was  especially  odious  to  Philip,  whose  magnanimous  nature 
accommodated  itself  ill  to  the  wheedling  artifices  of  an  ill-bred 
old  woman. 

Following  this  wretched  mother's  advice,  my  poor  Charlotte 
spoke  scarcely  at  all  to  Philip  of  the  parties  to  which  she  went, 
and  the  amusements  which  she  enjoyed  without  him.  I  dare 
saj' Mi's.  Baynes  was  quite  happy  in  thinking  that  she  was  "guid- 
ing" her  child  rightly.  As  if  a  coarse  woman,  because  she  is 
mean,  and  greed}',  and  hypocritical,  and  fift}'  years  old,  has  a 
right  to  lead  a  guileless  nature  into  wrong !  Ah  !  if  some  of  us 
old  folks  were  to  go  to  school  to  our  children,  I  am  sure,  mad- 
am, it  would  do  us  a  great  deal  of  good.  There  is  a  fund  of 
good  sense  and  honorable  feeling  about  my  great-grandson 
Tommy,  which  is  more  valuable  than  all  his  grandpapa's  ex- 
perience and  knowledge  of  the  world.  Knowledge  of  the  world 
forsooth!  Compromise,  selfishness  modified,  and  double  deal- 
ing. Tom  disdains  a  lie :  when  he  wants  a  peach,  he  roars  for 
it.  If  his  mother  wishes  to  go  to  a  party,  she  coaxes,  and 
wheedles,  and  manages,  and  smirks,  and  curtsies  for  months,  in 
order  to  get  her  end  ;  takes  twenty  rebuffs,  and  comes  up  to  the 
scratch  again  smiling  ;  —  and  this  woman  is  for  ever  lecturing 
her  daughters,  and  preaching  to  her  sons  upon  virtue,  honesty, 
and  moral  behavior ! 

Mrs.  Hely's  little  party  at  the  "  Hotel  de  la  Terrasse"  was 
very  pleasant  and  bright ;  and  Miss  Charlotte  enjoyed  it, 
although  her  swain  was  not  present.  But  Philip  was  pleased 
that  his  little  Charlotte  should  be  happ}'.  She  beheld  with 
wonderment  Parisian  duchesses,  American  mQlionnaires,  dan- 
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dies  from  the  embassies,  deputies  and  peers  of  France  with 
large  stars  and  wigs  like  papa.  She  gayl}'  described  her  party 
to  Phihp  ;  described,  that  is  to  say,  everything  but  her  own 
success,  which  was  undoubted.  There  were  many  beauties  at 
Mrs.  Hely's,  but  nobody  fresher  or  prettier.  The  Miss  Black- 
locks  retired  very  early  and  in  the  worst  possible  temper. 
Prince  Slyboots  did  not  in  the  least  heed  their  going  awaj'. 
His  thoughts  were  all  fixed  upon  little  Charlotte.  Charlotte's 
mamma  saw  the  impression  which  the  girl  made,  and  was  filled 
with  a  hungry  jo}-.  Good-natured  Mrs.  Hel}*  complimented 
her  on  her  daughter.  "Thank  God,  she  is  as  good  as  she 
is  pretty,"  said  the  mother,  I  am  sure  speaking  seriously  this 
time  regarding  her  daughter.  Prince  Sl^'boots  danced  with 
scarce  anj'bod}'  else.  He  raised  a  perfect  whirlwind  of  com^ 
pliments  rouncl  about  Charlotte.  She  was  quite  a  simple  per- 
son, and  did  not  understand  one-tenth  part  of  what  he  said  to 
her.  He  strewed  her  path  with  roses  of  poesy  •.  he  scattered 
garlands  of  sentiment  before  her  all  the  way  from  the  ante- 
chamber down  stairs,  and  so  to  the  fly  which  was  in  waiting 
to  take  her  and  parents  home  to  the  boarding-house.  "By 
George,  Charlotte,  I  think  you  have  smitten  that  fellow,"  cries 
the  General,  who  was  infinitel}'  amused  by  young  Hely  —  his 
raptures,  his  aflfectations,  his  long  hair,  and  what  Baynes  called 
his  low  dress.  A  slight  white  tape  and  a  rub}'^  button  confined 
Hely's  neck.  His  hair  waved  over  his  shoulders.  Ba3'nes  had 
never  seen  such  a  specimen.  At  the  mess  of  the  stout  120th, 
the  lads  talked  of  their  dogs,  horses,  and  sport.  A  young 
civilian,  smattering  in  poetr}-,  chattering  in  a  dozen  languages, 
scented,  smiling,  perfectly  at  ease  with  himself  and  the  world, 
was  a  novelt}'  to  the  old  officer. 

And  now  the  Queen's  birthday  arrived  —  and  that  it  may 
arrive  for  many  scores  of  years  yet  to  come,  is,  I  am  sure,  the 
prayer  of  all  of  us  —  and  with  the  birthdaj'  his  Excellenc}-  Lord 
Estridge's  grand  annual  fete  in  honor  of  his  sovereign.  A  card 
for  their  ball  was  left  at  Madame  Smolensk's,  for  General,  Mrs. 
and  Miss  Baynes  ;  and  no  doubt  INIonsieur  Sl^yboots  Walsing- 
ham  Heh'  was  the  artful  agent  b}^  whom  the  invitation  was  for- 
warded. Once  more  the  General's  veteran  uniform  came  out 
from  the  tin-box,  with  its  ding}-  epaulettes  and  Httle  cross  and 
ribbon.  His  wife  urged  on  him  strongl}'  the  necessit}'  of  hav- 
ing a  new  wig,  wigs  being  very  cheap  and  good  at  Paris  —  but 
Baynes  said  a  new  wig  would  make  his  old  coat  look  vcr}- 
shabby,  and  a  new  uniform  would  cost  more  mrmey  than  he 
would  like  to  afford.     So  shabby  he  went  de  caf      vied,  with  a 
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moulting  feather,  a  tlu-eadbare  suit,  a  tarnished  wig,  and  a  worn- 
out  lace,  sihi  const ans.  Boots,  trousers,  sash,  coat,  were  all  old 
and  worse  for  wear,  and  "faith,"  says  he,  "my  face  follows 
suit."  A  brave,  silent  man  was  Baj'nes  ;  with  a  twinkle  of 
humor  in  his  lean,  wrinkled  face. 

And  if  General  Baynes  was  shabbily  attired  at  the  Embassy 
ball,  I  think  I  know  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  shabby  too.  In 
the  da^'s  of  his  prosperit}',  Mr.  Pliiiip  was  parous  cultor  et  infre- 
quens  of  balls,  routs,  and  ladies'  compan}'.  Perhaps  because 
his  father  was  angered  at  Philip's  neglect  of  his  social  advan- 
tages and  indifference  as  to  success  in  the  world,  Philip  was  the 
more  neglectful  and  indifferent.  The  elder's  comedy-smiles, 
and  solemn,  h^'pocritical  politeness  caused  scorn  and  revolt  on 
the  part  of  the  younger  man.  Philip  despised  the  humbug, 
and  the  world  to  which  such  humbug  could  be  welcome.  He 
kept  aloof  from  tea-parties  then :  his  evening-dress  clothes 
served  him  for  a  long  time.  I  cannot  say  how  old  his  dress- 
coat  was  at  the  time  of  which  we  are  writing.  But  he  had  been 
in  the  habit  of  respecting  that  garment  and  considering  it  new 
and  handsome  for  many  years  past.  Meanwhile  the  coat  had 
shrunk,  or  its  wearer  had  grown  stouter ;  and  his  grand  em- 
broidered, embossed,  illuminated,  carved  and  gilt  velvet  dress 
waistcoat,  too,  had  narrowed,  had  become  absurdly  tight  and 
short,  and  I  dare  say  was  the  laughing-stock  of  many  of  Philip's 
acquaintances,  whilst  he  himself,  poor  simple  fellow,  was  fanc}'- 
ing  that  it  was  a  most  splendid  article  of  apparel.  You  know 
in  the  Palais  Royal  the}'  hang  out  the  most  splendid  reach- 
me-down  dressing-gowns,  waistcoats,  and  so  forth.  "  No," 
thought  Philip,  coming  out  of  his  cheap  dining-house,  and 
swaggering  along  the  arcades,  and  looking  at  the  tailors'  shops, 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  "  My  brown  velvet  dress  waist- 
coat with  the  gold  sprigs,  which  I  had  made  at  college,  is  a 
much  more  tasty  thing  than  these  gaud}'  ready-made  articles. 
And  my  coat  is  old  certainly,  but  the  brass  buttons  are  still 
ver}'  bright  and  handsome,  and,  in  fact,  it  is  a  most  becoming 
and  gentlemanlike  thing."  And  under  this  delusion  the  honest 
fellow  dressed  himself  in  his  old  clothes,  lighted  a  pair  of  can- 
dles, and  looked  at  himself  with  satisfaction  in  the  looking- 
glass,  drew  on  a  pair  of  cheap  gloves  which  he  had  bought, 
walked  by  the  Qua3's,  and  over  the  Deputies'  Bridge,  across 
the  Place  Louis  XV.,  and  strutted  up  the  Faubourg  St.  Honore 
to  the  Hotel  of  the  British  Embassy.  A  half-mile  queue  of  car- 
riages was  formed  along  the  street,  and  of  course  the  entrance 
to  the  hotel  was  magnificently  illuminated. 
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A  plague  on  those  cheap  gloves  !  Why  had  not  Philip  paid 
thi'ee  francs  for  a  i^air  of  gloves,  instead  of  twentv-nine  sous? 
Mrs.  Bayues  had  found  a  capital  cheap  glove  shop,  whither 
poor  Phil  had  gone  in  the  simplicit}'  of  his  heart ;  and  now  as 
he  went  in  under  the  grand  illuminated  porte-cochere^  Philiji  saw 
that  the  gloves  had  given  way  at  the  thumbs,  and  that  his 
hands  appeared  through  the  rents,  as  red  as  i-aw  beefsteaks. 
It  is  wonderful  how  red  hands  will  look  through  holes  in  white 
gloves.  "And  there's  that  hole  in  my  boot,  too,"  thought 
Phil ;  but  he  had  put  a  little  ink  over  the  seam,  and  so  the  rent 
was  imperceptible.  The  coat  and  waistcoat  were  tight,  and  of 
a  past  age.  Nevermind.  The  chest  was  broad,  the  arras  were 
muscular  and  long,  and  Phil's  face,  in  the  midst  of  a  halo  of 
fair  hair  and  flaming  whiskers,  looked  bi'aA^e,  honest,  and  hand- 
some. For  a  while  his  eyes  wandered  fiercely  and  restlessly  all 
about  the  room  from  group  to  group  ;  liut  now  —  ah  !  now  — 
they  were  settled.  They  had  met  another  pair  of  eyes,  which 
lighted  up  with  glad  welcome  when  the}'  beheld  him.  Two 
young  cheeks  mantled  with  a  sweet  blush.  These  were  Char- 
lotte's cheeks  :  and  hard  b}^  them  were  mamma's,  of  a  very 
diflferent  color.  But  Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  a  knowing 
turban  on,  and  a  set  of  garnets  round  her  old  neck,  like  goose- 
berries set  in  gold. 

They  admired  the  rooms  :  they  heard  the  names  of  the  great 
folks  who  arrived,  and  beheld  man}' famous  personages.  They 
made  their  curtsies  to  the  ambassadress.  Confusion  !  With  a 
great  rip,  the  thumb  of  one  of  those  cheap  gloves  of  Philip's 
parts  company  from  the  rest  of  the  glove,  and  he  is  ol^liged  to 
wear  it  crumpled  up  in  his  hand  :  a  dreadful  mishap  —  for  he 
is  going  to  dance  with  Charlotte,  and  he  will  have  to  give  his 
hand  to  the  vis-a-vis. 

Who  comes  up  smiling,  w'ith  a  low  neck,  with  waving  curls 
and  whiskers,  pretty  little  liands  exquisitely  gloved,  and  tin}- 
feet?  'Tis  Walsingham  Ilely,  lightest  in  the  dance.  Most 
affably  does  Mrs.  General  liaynes  greet  the  young  fellow. 
Very  brightly  and  happily  do  Charlotte's  eyes  glance  towards 
her  favorite  partner.  It  is  certain  that  poor  Phil  can't  hope  at 
all  to  dance  like  Ilely.  "  And  see  Avhat  nice  neat  feet  and 
hands  he  has  got,"  says  Mrs.  Baynes.  "  Comme  il  est  Men 
gante  !     A  gentleman  ought  to  be  always  well  gloved." 

"  Why  did  you  send  me  to  the  twenty-nine-sous-shop?  "  says 
poor  Phil,  looking  at  his  tattered  hand-shoes  and  red  obtrusive 
thumb. 

"Oh,  you!"  —  (here  Mrs.  Baynes  shrugs  her  yellow  old 
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shoulders.)  "  Tour  bands  would  burst  tlirough  any  gloves. 
How  do  3'ou  do,  jMr.  Hely  ?  Is  3^oui*  mamma  here  ?  Of  course 
she  is  !  What  a  delightful  party  she  gave  us  !  The  dear  am- 
bassadress looks  quite  unwell  —  most  pleasing  manners,  I  am 
sure  ;  Lord  Estridge,  what  a  perfect  gentleman  !  " 

The  Baj'neses  were  just  come.  For  what  dance  was  Misa 
Baynes  disengaged?  "As  many  as  ever  3-ou  hke !  "  cries 
Charlotte,  who,  in  fact,  called  Hel}-  her  little  dancing-master, 
and  never  thought  of  him  except  as  a  partner.  "  Oh,  too  much 
happiness  !  Oh,  that  this  could  last  for  ever !  "  sighed  Hely, 
after  a  waltz,  polka,  mazurka,  I  know  not  what,  and  fixing  on 
Charlotte  the  full  blaze  of  his  beauteous  blue  e^-es.  "  For 
ever?"  cries  Charlotte,  laughing.  "  I'm  very  fond  of  dancing, 
indeed ;  and  you  dance  beautifully ;  but  I  don't  know  that  I 
should  like  to  dance  for  ever."  Ere  the  words  are  over,  he  is 
'whirling  her  round  the  room  again.  His  little  feet  fly  with 
surprising  agility.  His  hair  floats  behind  him.  He  scatters 
odors  as  he  spins.  The  handkerchief  with  which  he  fans  his 
pale  brow  is  like  a  cloud}'  film  of  muslin  —  and  poor  old  Philip 
sees  with  terror  that  his  pocket-handkerchief  has  got  three  great 
holes  in  it.  His  nose  and  one  eye  appeared  thi'ough  one  of  the 
holes  while  Phil  was  wiping  his  forehead.  It  was  very  hot. 
He  was  very  hot.  He  was  hotter,  though  standing  still,  than 
young  Hely  who  was  dancing.  ' '  He  !  he  !  I  compliment  you 
on  your  gloves,  and  your  handkerchief,  I'm  sure,"  sniggers 
Mrs.  Baynes,  with  a  toss  of  her  turban.  Has  it  not  been  said 
that  a  bull  is  a  strong,  courageous,  and  noble  animal,  but  a 
bull  in  a  china-shop  is  not  in  his  place?  "There  you  go. 
Thank  you!  I  wish  you'd  go  somewhere  else,"  cries  Mrs. 
Baynes,  in  a  fury.  Poor  Phihp's  foot  has  just  gone  through 
her  flounce.  How  red  is  he !  how  much  hotter  than  ever ! 
There  go  Hely  and  Charlotte,  whirling  round  like  two  opera- 
dancers  !  Philip  grinds  his  teeth,  he  buttons  his  coat  across 
his  chest.  How  very  tight  it  feels  !  How  savagely  his  eyes 
glare  !  Do  young  men  still  look  savage  and  solemn  at  balls  ? 
An  ingenuous  young  Englishman  ought  to  do  that  duty  of 
(lancing,  of  course.  Society  calls  upon  him.  But  I  doubt 
whether  he  ought  to  look  cheerful  during  the  performance,  or 
flippantly  engage  in  so  grave  a  matter. 

As  Charlotte's  sweet  round  face  beamed  smiles  u^xjn  Philip 
over  Hely's  shoulders,  it  looked  so  happy  that  he  never  thought 
of  grudging  her  her  pleasure  :  and  happy  he  might  have  re- 
mained in  this  contemplation,  regarding  not  the  circle  of  dan- 
cers who  were  galloping  and  whirling  on  at  their  usual  swift 
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rate,  but  her,  who  was  the  centre  of  all  joy  and  pleasure  for 
him; — when  suddenly  a  shrill  voice  was  heard  behind  him, 
crjdng,  "  Get  out  of  the  way,  hang  you  !  "  and  suddenl}-  tliere 
bounced  against  him  llingwood  Twysden,  pulling  Miss  Flora 
Trotter  round  the  room,  one  of  the  most  powerful  and  intrepid 
dancers  of  that  season  at  Paris.  The}'  hurtled  past  Philip  ; 
they  shot  him  forward  against  a  pillar.  He  heard  a  screech, 
an  oath,  and  another  loud  laugh  from  Twysden,  and  beheld  the 
scowls  of  Miss  Trotter  as  that  rapid  creature  bumped  at  length 
into  a  place  of  safct}'. 

I  told  you  about  Philip's  coat.  It  was  ver}'  tight.  The 
daylight  had  long  been  struggling  to  make  an  entry  at  the 
seams.  As  he  staggered  up  against  the  wall,  crack  !  went  a 
great  hole  at  his  back  ;  and  crack  !  one  of  his-  gold  buttons 
came  off,  leaving  a  rent  in  his  chest.  It  was  in  those  days 
when  gold  buttons  still  lingered  on  the  breasts  of  some  brave 
men,  and  we  have  said  simple  Philip  still  thought  his  coat  a 
fine  one. 

There  was  not  only  a  rent  of  the  seam,  there  was  not  only  a 
burst  button,  but  there  was  also  a  rip  in  Philip's  rich  cut-velvet 
waistcoat,  with  the  gold  sprigs,  which  he  thought  so  handsome 
—  a  great  heart-rending  scar.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  Retreat 
was  necessary".  He  told  Miss  Charlotte  of  the  hurt  he  had 
received,  whose  face  wore  a  very  comical  look  of  pity  at  his 
misadventure  —  he  covered  part  of  his  wound  with  his  gibus 
hat  —  and  he  thought  he  would  try  and  make  his  wa}'  out  by 
the  garden  of  the  hotel,  which,  of  course,  was  illuminated,  and 
bright,  and  crowded,  but  not  so  very  bright  and  crowded  as 
the  saloons,  galleries,  supper-rooms,  and  halls  of  gilded  light 
in  which  the  company,  for  the  most  part,  assembled. 

80  our  poor  wounded  friend  wandered  into  the  garden,  over 
which  the  moon  was  shining  with  the  most  blank  indifference 
at  the  fiddling,  feasting,  and  party-colored  lamps.  He  says  that 
his  mind  was  soothed  bj'  the  aspect  of  yonder  placid  moon 
and  twinkling  stars,  and  that  he  had  altogether  forgotten  his 
trumpery  little  accident  and  torn  coat  and  waistcoat :  but  I 
doubt  about  the  entire  truth  of  this  statement,  for  there  have 
been  some  occasions  when  he,  Mr.  Philip,  has  mentioned  the 
subject,  and  owned  tliat  he  was  mortified  and  in  a  rage. 

Well.  He  went  into  the  garden :  and  was  calming  himself 
b}'  contemplating  the  stars,  when,  just  b}'  that  fountain  where 
there  is  Pradier's  little  statue  of — Moses  in  the  Bulrushes,  let 
us  say  —  rountl  which  there  was  a  beautiful  row  of  illuminated 
lamps,  lighting  up  a  great  coronal  of  flowers,  which  my  dear 
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readers  are  at  liberty  to  select  and  arrange  according  to  their 
own  exquisite  taste  ;  —  near  this  little  fountain  he  found  three 
gentlemen  talking  together. 

The  high  voice  of  one  Philip  could  hear,  and  knew  from  old 
days.  Ring  wood  Twysden,  Esquire,  always  liked  to  talk  and 
to  excite  himself  with  other  persons'  liquor.  He  had  been 
drinking  the  sovereign's  health  with  great  assiduity,  I  suppose, 
and  was  exceedingl}'  loud  and  happy.  With  Ringwood  was 
Mr.  Woolcomb,  whose  countenance  the  lamps  lit  up  in  a  fine 
lurid  manner,  and  whose  eyeballs  gleamed  in  the  twilight : 
and  the  third  of  the  gi'oup  was  our  A'oung  friend  Mr.  Lowndes. 

"I  owed  him  one,  you  see,  Lowndes,"  said  Mr.  Ringwood 
Twysden.  "I  hate  the  fellow!  Hang  him,  alwaj's  did!  I 
saw  the  great  hulkin'  brute  standin'  there.  Couldn't  help  my- 
self. Give  30U  my  honor,  couldn't  help  myself.  I  just  drove 
Miss  Trotter  at  him  —  sent  her  elbow  well  into  him,  and  spun 
him  up  against  the  wall.  The  buttons  cracked  off  the  beg- 
gar's coat,  begad!  W^hat  business  had  he  there,  hang  him? 
Gad,  sh',  he  made  a  cannon  off  an  old  woman  in  blue,  and  went 
into  .  .   .   ." 

Here  Mr.  Ringwood's  speech  came  to  an  end  :  for  his  cousin 
stood  before  him,  grim  and  biting  his  moustache. 

"  Hullo  !  "  piped  the  other.  "  Who  wants  you  to  overhear 
my  conversation?     Dammy,  I  say !     I  .  .  .   ." 

Philip  put  out  that  hand  with  the  torn  glove.  The  glove 
was  in  a  dreadful  state  of  disruption  now.  He  worked  the 
hand  well  into  his  kinsman's  neck,  and  twisting  Ringwood 
round  into  a  proper  position,  brought  that  poor  old  broken  boot 
so  to  bear  upon  the  proper  quarter,  that  Ringwood  was  dis- 
charged into  the  little  font,  and  lighted  amidst  the  flowers,  and 
the  water,  and  the  oil-lamps,  and  made  a  dreadful  mess  and 
splutter  amongst  them.  And  as  for  Philip's  coat,  it  was  torn 
worse  than  ever. 

I  don't  know  how  many  of  the  brass  buttons  had  revolted 
and  parted  company  from  the  poor  old  cloth,  which  cracked 
and  split,  and  tore  under  the  agitation  of  that  beating  angry 
bosom.  I  blush  as  I  think  of  Mr.  Firmin  in  this  ragged  state, 
a  great  rent  all  across  his  back,  and  his  prostrate  enemj-  lying 
howling  in  the  water,  amidst  the  sputtering,  crashing  oil-lamps 
at  his  feet.  When  Cinderella  quitted  her  first  ball,  just  after 
the  clock  struck  twelve,  we  all  know  how  shabby  she  looked. 
Philip  was  a  still  more  disreputable  object  when  he  slunk  awa}'. 
T  don't  know  b}*  what  side  door  Mr.  Lowndes  eliminated  him. 
He  also   benevolently   took   charge   of  Philip's  kinsman   and 
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antagonist,  Mr.  Ringwood  Twysden.  Mr.  Twysden's  hands, 
coat-tails,  &c.,  were  ver}'  much  singed  and  scalded  by  the  oil, 
and  cut  by  the  broken  glass,  which  was  all  extracted  at  the 
Beaujon  Hospital,  but  not  without  much  suffering  on  the  part 
of  the  patient.  But  though  young  Lowndes  spoke  up  for  Philip, 
in  describing  the  scene  (I  fear  not  without  laughter),  his  Excel- 
lency caused  Mr.  Firmin's  name  to  be  erased  from  his  part}" 
lists  :  and  I  am  sure  no  sensible  man  will  defend  Philip's  con 
duct  for  a  moment. 

Of  this  lamentable  fracas  which  occurred  in  the  Hotel  Gar- 
den, Miss  Ba3^nes  and  her  parents  had  no  knowledge  for  a 
while.  Charlotte  was  too  much  occupied  with  her  dancing, 
which  she  pursued  with  all  her  might ;  papa  was  at  cards  with 
some  sober  male  and  female  veterans,  and  mamma  was  looking 
with  delight  at  her  daughter,  whom  the  young  gentlemen  of 
man}'  embassies  were  charmed  to  choose  for  a  partner.  When 
Lord  Headbury,  Lord  Estridge's  son,  was  presented  to  Miss 
Baynes,  her  mother  was  so  elated  that  she  was  ready  to  dance 
too.  I  do  not  envy  Mrs.  Major  MacAVhirter,  at  Tours,  the  peru- 
sal of  that  immense  manuscript  in  which  her  sister  recorded 
the  events  of  the  ball.  Here  was  Charlotte,  beautiful,  elegant, 
accomplished,  admired  everywhere^  with  young  men,  young  noble- 
men of  immense  property  and  expectations,  wild  about  her ;  and 
engaged  by  a  promise  to  a  rude,  ragged,  presumptuous,  ill-bred 
young  man,  ivithont  a  penny  in  the  world  —  wasn't  it  provok- 
ing? Ah,  poor  Philip  !  How  that  little  sour,  yellow  mother-in- 
law  elect  did  scowl  at  him  when  he  came  with  rather  a  shamefaced 
look  to  pay  his  duty  to  his  sweetheart  on  the  day  after  the  ball ! 
Mrs.  Baynes  had  caused  her  daughter  to  dress  with  extra  smart- 
ness, had  forbidden  the  poor  child  to  go  out,  and  coaxed  her, 
and  wheedled  her,  and  dressed  her  with  I  know  not  what  orna- 
ments of  her  own,  with  a  fond  expectation  that  Lord  Headbury, 
that  the  yellow  young  Spanish  attache,  that  the  sprightly  Prussian 
secretary,  and  Walsingham  Hely,  Charlotte's  partners  at  the 
ball,  would  certainly  call ;  and  the  only  equipage  that  appeared 
at  Madame  Smolensk's  gate  was  a  hack  cab,  which  drove  up 
at  evening,  and  out  of  which  poor  Philip's  well-known  tattered 
boots  came  striding.  Such  a  fond  mother  as  Mrs.  Baynes  may 
well  have  been  out  of  humor. 

As  for  Philip,  he  was  unusually  shy  and  modest.  He  did  not 
know  in  what  light  his  friends  would  regard  his  escapade  of 
the  previous  evening.  He  had  been  sitting  at  home  all  the 
morning  in  state,  and  in  company  with  a  Polish  colonel,  who 
lived  in  his  hotel,  and  whom  Philip  had  selected  to  be  his  second 
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in  case  the  battle  of  the  previous  night  should  have  any  suite. 
He  had  left  that  colonel  in  company  with  a  bag  of  tobacco  and 
an  order  for  unlimited  beer,  whilst  he  himself  ran  up  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  his  beloved.  The  Bayneses  had  not  heard  of  the 
battle  of  the  previous  night.  The}-  were  full  of  the  ball,  of 
Lord  Estridge's  affability,  of  the  Golconda  ambassador's  dia- 
monds, of  the  appearance  of  the  ro3'al  princes  who  honored  the 
fete,  of  the  most  fashionable  Paris  talk  in  a  word.  Philip  was 
scolded,  snubbed,  and  coldly  received  by  mamma ;  but  he  was 
used  to  that  sort  of  treatment,  and  greatly  relieved  by  finding 
that  she  was  unacquainted  with  his  own  disorderly  behavior. 
He  did  not  tell  Charlotte  about  the  quarrel :  a  knowledge  ol 
it  might  alarm  the  Uttle  maiden ;  and  so  for  once  our  friend 
was  discreet,  and  held  his  tongue. 

But  if  he  had  any  influence  with  the  editor  of  Galignani's 
Messenger',  wh}^  did  he  not  entreat  the  conductors  of  that  ad- 
mirable journal  to  forego  all  mention  of  the  fracas  at  the 
Embass}'  ball?  Two  da3^s  after  the  fete,  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
there  appeared  a  paragraph  in  the  paper  narrating  the  circum- 
stances of  the  fight.  And  the  guilty  Philip  found  a  copy  ol 
that  paper  on  the  table  before  Mrs.  Baynes  and  the  General 
when  he  came  to  the  Champs  Elysees  according  to  his  wont. 
Behind  that  paper  sat  Major-Geueral  Baynes,  C.B.,  looking 
confused,  and  beside  him  his  lady  frowning  like  Rhadaraanthus. 
But  no  Charlotte  was  in  the  room. 


CHAPTER  II. 

INFANDI     DOLORES. 

Philip's  heart  beat  very  quickl}"  at  seeing  this  grim  pa}  , 
and  the  guilty  newspaper  before  them,  on  which  Mrs.  Baynes' 
lean  right  hand  was  laid.  "So,  sir,"  she  cried,  "you  stiil 
honor  us  with  your  compan}' :  after  distinguishing  yourself  as 
you  did  the  night  before  last.  Fighting  and  boxing  like  a 
porter  at  his  Excellency's  ball.  It's  disgusting !  I  have  no 
other  word  for  it :  disgusting ! "  And  here  I  suppose  she 
nudged  the  General,  or  gave  him  some  look  or  signal  by  which 
he  knew  he  was  to  come  into  action ;  for  Baynes  straightway 
advanced  ar.J  tlolivorcd  liis  fire. 
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"  Faith,  sir,  more  bub-ub-blackguard  conduct  I  never  heard 
of  in  m}'  Ufe  !  That's  the  only  word  for  it :  the  only  word  for 
it,"  cries  Baj'nes. 

"  The  General  knows  what  blackguard  conduct  is,  and  yours 
is  that  conduct,  Mr.  Firmin  !  It  is  all  over  the  town  :  is  talked 
of  everywhere  :  will  be  in  all  the  newspapers.  When  his  lord- 
ship heard  of  it,  he  was  furious.  Never,  never,  will  you  be 
admitted  into  the  Embassy  again,  after  disgracing  yourself  as 
3^ou  have  done,"  cries  the  lady. 

"Disgracing  yourself,  that's  the  word. — And  disgraceful 
your  conduct  was,  begad !  "  cries  the  officer  second  in  command. 

"You  don't  know  m}"  provocation,"  pleaded  poor  Philip, 
"  As  I  came  up  to  him  Twysden  was  boasting  that  he  had 
struck  me —  and — and  laughing  at  me." 

"And  a  pretty  figure  3-ou  were  to  come  to  a  ball.  Who 
could  help  laughing,  sir  ? " 

"  He  bragged  of  having  insulted  me,  and  I  lost  my  temper, 
and  struck  him  in  return.  The  thing  is  done  and  can't  be 
helped,"  growled  Philip. 

"Strike  a  little  man  before  ladies!  Very  brave  indeed  !  " 
cries  the  lady. 

"Mrs.  Baynes!" 

"I  call  it  cowardl}^  In  the  aimy  we  consider  it  cowardly 
to  quarrel  before  ladies,"  continues  Mrs.  General  B. 

"I  have  waited  at  home  for  two  days  to  see  if  he  wanted 
any  more,"  groaned  Philip. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  After  insulting  and  knocking  a  little  man  downi, 
you  want  to  murder  him !  And  j-ou  call  that  the  conduct  of 
a  Christian  —  the  conduct  of  a  gentleman  !  " 

"The  conduct  of  a  ruffian,  by  George!"  says  General 
Baj'nes. 

"It  was  prudent  of  you  to  choose  a  ver^'  little  man,  and 
to  have  the  ladies  within  hearing ! "  continues  Mrs.  Baynes. 
"Why,  I  wonder  you  haven't  beaten  my  dear  children  next. 
Don't  you,  General,  wonder  he  has  not  knocked  down  oiu"  poor 
boys?  The^'  are  quite  small.  And  it  is  evident  that  ladies 
being  present  is  no  hindrance  to  Mr.  Firmin's  boxing -matches.'' 

"The  conduct  is  gross  and  unworthy  of  a  gentleman," 
reiterates  the  General. 

"  You  hear  what  that  man  says  —  that  old  man,  who  never 
says  an  unkind  word  ?  That  veteran,  who  has  been  in  twenty 
battles,  and  never  struck  a  man  before  women  yet?  Did  you, 
Charles?  He  has  given  you  his  opinion.  He  has  called  you 
a  name  which  I  won't  soil  my  lips  with  repeating,  but  which 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD.  13 

yo?»  deserve.     And  do  j'ou  suppose,  sir,  that  I  will  give  my 
blessed  child  to  a  man  who  has  acted  as  you  have  acted,  and 

been  called  a ?     Charles  !  General !  I  will  go  to  my  grave 

rather  than  see  m}^  daughter  given  up  to  such  a  man  ! " 

"Good  heavens!"  said  Philip,  his  knees  trembling  under 
him.  "  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  intend  to  go  from  your 
word,  and  —  " 

"Oh!  you  threaten  about  mone}-,  do  you?  Because  your 
father  was  a  cheat,  you  intend  to  try  and  make  us  suffer,  do 
you?"  shrieks  the  lady.  "A  man  who  strikes  a  little  man 
before  ladies  will  commit  any  act  of  cowardice,  I  dare  sa}'. 
And  if  you  wish  to  beggar  my  family,  because  your  father  was 
a  rogue  —  " 

"  My  dear !  "  interposes  the  General. 

"Wasn't  he  a  rogue,  Baynes?  Is  there  any  denying  It? 
Haven't  you  said  so  a  hundred  and  a  hundred  times  ?  A  nice 
family  to  marr}'  into  !  No,  Mr.  Firmin  !  Y^ou  ma}'  insult  me 
as  you  please.  Y^ou  may  strike  little  men  before  ladies.  Y^ou 
may  lift  your  great  wicked  hand  against  that  poor  old  man,  in 
one  of  your  tipsy  fits  :  but  I  know  a  mother's  love,  a  mother's 
duty  —  and  I  desire  that  we  see  you  no  more." 

"  Great  Powers  !  "  cries  Philip,  aghast.  "  You  don't  mean 
to  —  to  separate  me  from  Charlotte,  General?  I  have  your 
word.  You  encouraged  me.  I  shall  break  my  heart.  I'll  go 
down  on  my  knees  to  that  fellow.  I'll  —  oh  !  —  3^ou  don't 
mean  what  j'ou  say ! "  And,  scared  and  sobbing,  the  poor 
fellow  clasped  his  strong  hands  together,  and  appealed  to  the 
General. 

Baj'nes  was  under  his  wife's  eye.  "I  think,"  he  said, 
"your  conduct  has  been  confoundedly  bad.  disorderly,  and 
ungentlemanlike.  You  can't  support  mj'  child,  if  you  marry 
her.  And  if  you  have  the  least  spark  of  honor  in  you,  as  you 
say  you  have,  it  is  you,  Mr.  Firmin,  who  will  break  off  the 
match,  and  release  the  poor  child  from  certain  misery.  By 
George,  sir,  how  is  a  man  who  fights  and  quarrels  in  a  noble- 
man's ball-room  to  get  on  in  the  world?  How  is  a  man,  who 
can't  afford  a  decent  coat  to  his  back,  to  keep  a  wife?  The 
more  I  have  known  you,  the  more  I  have  felt  that  the  engage- 
ment would  bring  misery  upon  my  child !  Is  that  what  you 
want?  A  man  of  honor  —  "  ("  Honor!"  in  italics,  from  Mrs. 
Baynes.)  "Hush,  my  dear!  —  A  man  of  spirit  would  give 
her  up,  sir.  What  have  you  to  offer  but  beggary,  by  George? 
Do  you  want  my  girl  to  come  home  to  3'our  lodgings,  and  mend 
your  clothes? "  —  "I  think  1  put  that  point  prettj-  well,  Bunch, 
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my  boy,"  said  the  General,  talking  of  the  matter  afterwards. 
"I  hit  him  there,  sir." 

The  old  soldier  did  indeed  strike  his  adversary  there  with 
a  vital  stab.  Philip's  coat,  no  doubt,  was  ragged,  and  his 
purse  but  light.  He  had  sent  money  to  his  father  out  of  his 
small  stock.  There  were  one  or  two  servants  in  the  old  house 
in  Parr  Street,  who  had  been  left  without  their  wages,  and  a 
part  of  these  debts  Philip  had  paid.  He  knew  his  own  violence 
of  temper,  and  his  unruly  independence.  He  thought  very 
humbly  of  his  talents,  and  often  doubted  of  his  capacity  to  get 
on  in  the  world.  In  his  less  hopeful  moods,  he  trembled  to 
think  that  he  might  be  bringing  poverty  and  uuhappiness  upon 
his  dearest  little  maiden,  for  whom  he  would  joyfully  have 
sacrificed  his  blood,  his  life.  Poor  Philip  sank  back  sickening 
and  fainting  almost  under  Baynes's  words. 

"You'll  let  me  — 3^ou'll  let  me  see  her?"  he  gasped 
out. 

"  She's  unwell.  She  is  in  her  bed.  She  can't  appear  to- 
da}'^ !  "  cried  the  mother. 

"  Oh,  Mrs.  Baynes  !  I  must  —  I  must  see  her,"  Philip  said ; 
and  fairly  broke  out  in  a  sob  of  pain. 

"This  is  the  man  that  strikes  men  before  women!"  said 
Mrs.  Baynes.     "  Very  courageous,  certainly  !  " 

"By  George,  Eliza!"  the  General  cried  out,  starting  up. 
"it's  too  bad— " 

"Infirm  of  purpose,  give  me  the  daggers!  "  Philip  yelled 
out,  whilst  describing  the  scene  to  his  biographer  in  after  days. 
"  Macbeth  would  never  have  done  the  murders  but  for  that 
little  quiet  woman  at  his  side.  When  the  Indian  prisoners  are 
killed,  the  squaws  always  invent  the  worst  tortures.  You 
should  have  seen  that  fiend  and  her  livid  smile,  as  she  was 
drilling  her  gimlets  into  my  heart.  I  don't  know  how  I  ofiended 
her.  I  tried  to  like  her,  sir.  I  had  humbled  myself  before 
her.  I  went  on  her  errands.  I  played  cards  with  her.  I  sat 
and  listened  to  her  dreadful  stories  about  Barrackpore  and  the 
Governor-General.  I  wallowed  in  the  dust  before  her,  and 
she  hated  me.  I  can  see  her  face  now :  her  cruel  yellow  face, 
and  her  sharp  teeth,  and  her  gray  eyes.  It  was  the  end  of 
August,  and  pouring  a  storm  that  day.  I  suppose  my  poor 
child  was  cold  and  suffering  up  stairs,  for  I  heard  the  poking 
of  a  fire  in  her  little  room.  When  I  hear  a  fire  poked  over- 
head now  —  twenty  years  after  —  the  whole  thing  comes  back 
tome;  and  I  suffer  over  ag.ain  that  infernal  agony.  Were  I 
to  live  a  thousand  years,  1  could  not  forgive  her.     I  never  tlid 
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her  a  wrong,  but  I  can't  forgive  her.  Ah,  my  heaven,  how 
that  woman  tortured  me  !  " 

"I  think  I  know  one  or  two  similar  instances,"  said  Mr. 
Firmin's  biographer. 

"  You  are  always  speaking  ill  of  women,"  said  Mr.  Firmin's 
biographer's  wife. 

"No,  thank  heaven!"  said  the  gentleman.  "I  think  I 
know  some  of  whom  I  never  thought  or  spoke  a  word  of  evil. 
My  dear,  will  you  give  Philip  some  more  tea  ?  "  and  with  this 
the  gentleman's  narrative  is  resumed. 

The  rain  was  beating  down  the  avenue  as  Philip  went  into 
the  street.  He  looked  up  at  Charlotte's  window :  but  there 
was  no  sign.  There  was  a  flicker  of  a  fire  there.  The  poor 
girl  had  the  fever,  and  was  shuddering  in  her  little  room,  weep- 
ing and  sobbing  on  Madame  Smolensk's  shoulder.  "Que 
c'^tait  pitie  a  voir,"  Madame  said.  Her  mother  had  told  her 
she  must  break  from  Philip ;  had  invented  and  spoken  a  hun- 
dred calumnies  against  him ;  declared  that  he  never  cared  for 
her ;  that  he  had  loose  principles,  and  was  for  ever  haunting 
theatres  and  bad  company.  "It's  not  true,  mother,  it's  not 
true  !  "  the  little  girl  had  cried,  flaming  up  in  revolt  for  a  mo- 
ment :  but  she  soon  subsided  in  tears  and  misery,  utterly 
broken  by  the  thought  of  her  calamity.  Then  her  father  had 
been  brought  to  her,  who  had  been  made  to  believe  some  of 
the  stories  against  poor  Philip,  and  who  was  commanded  by 
his  wife  to  impress  them  upon  the  girl.  And  Baj'nes  tried  to 
obey  orders ;  but  he  was  scared  and  cruelly  pained  by  the  sight 
of  his  little  maiden's  grief  and  suffering.  He  attempted  a  weak 
expostulation,  and  began  a  speech  or  two.  But  his  heart  failed 
him.  He  retreated  behind  his  wife.  She  never  hesitated  in 
speech  or  resolution,  and  her  language  became  more  bitter  as 
her  ally  faltered.  Philip  was  a  drunkard ;  Philip  was  a  prod- 
igal ;  Philip  was  a  frequenter  of  dissolute  haunts  and  loose 
companions.  She  had  the  best  authority  for  what  she  said. 
Was  not  a  mother  anxious  for  the  welfare  of  her  own  child  ? 
("Begad,  you  don't  suppose  your  own  mother  would  do  any- 
thing that  was  not  for  3'our  welfare,  now?"  broke  in  the  Gen- 
eral, feebly.)  "Do  you  think  if  he  had  not  been  drunk  he 
would  have  ventured  to  commit  such  an  atrocious  outrage  as 
that  at  the  Embassy  ?  And  do  you  suppose  I  want  a  drunkard 
and  a  beggar  to  many  my  daughter?  Your  ingratitude,  Char- 
lotte, is  horrible ! "  cries  mamma.  And  poor  Philip,  charged 
with  drunkenness,  had  dined  for  seventeen  sous,  with  a  carafon 
of  beer,  and  had  counted  on  a  supper  that  night  by  little  Char- 
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lotto's  side :  so,  while  the  child  lay  sobbing  on  her  bed,  the 
mother  stood  over  her,  and  lashed  her.  For  General  Baj'nes, 
—  a  brave  man,  a  kind-hearted  man,  —  to  have  to  look  on 
whilst  this  torture  was  inflicted,  must  have  been  a  hard  duty. 
He  could  not  eat  the  boarding-house  dinner,  though  he  took 
his  place  at  the  table  at  the  sound  of  the  dismal  bell.  Madame 
herself  was  not  present  at  the  meal ;  and  you  know  poor  Char- 
lotte's place  was  vacant.  Her  father  went  up  stairs,  and  paused 
by  her  bedroom  door,  and  listened.  He  heard  murmurs  within, 
and  Madame's  voice,  as  he  stumbled  at  the  door,  cried  harshly, 
"  Qui  est  la?"  He  entered.  Madame  was  sitting  on  the  bed, 
with  Charlotte's  head  on  her  lap.  The  thick  brown  tresses 
were  falling  over  the  child's  white  night-dress,  and  she  lay 
almost  motionless,  and  sobbing  feebly.  "Ah,  it  is  you,  Gen- 
eral!" said  Madame.  "You  have  done  a  pretty  work,  sir!" 
"Mamma  says,  won't  you  take  something,  Charlotte  dear?" 
faltered  the  old  man.  "  Will  you  leave  her  tranquil?"  said 
Madame,  with  her  deep  voice.  The  father  retreated.  When 
Madame  went  out  presently  to  get  that  panacea,  une  tasse  de 
the,  for  her  poor  little  friend,  she  found  the  old  gentleman 
seated  on  a  portmanteau  at  his  door.  "  Is  she  —  is  she  a  little 
better  now? "  he  sobbed  out.  Madame  shi'ugged  her  shoulders, 
and  looked  down  on  the  veteran  with  superb  scorn.  "  Vous 
n'etes  qu'un  poltron,  General ! "  she  said,  and  swept  down 
stairs.  Baynes  was  beaten  indeed.  He  was  suffering  horrible 
pain.  He  was  quite  unmanned,  and  tears  were  trickling  down 
his  old  cheeks  as  he  sat  wretchedl}'  there  in  the  dark.  His 
wife  did  not  leave  the  table  as  long  as  dinner  and  dessert  lasted. 
She  read  Galignani  resolutel}'  afterwards.  She  told  the  chil- 
dren not  to  make  a  noise,  as  their  sister  was  up  stairs  with  a 
bad  headache.  But  she  revoked  that  statement  as  it  were  (as 
she  revoked  at  cards  presently),  by  asking  the  Miss  Bolderos 
to  play  one  of  their  duets. 

1  wonder  whether  Philip  walked  up  and  down  before  the 
house  that  night?  Ah  !  it  was  a  dismal  niglit  for  all  of  them  : 
a  racking  pain,  a  cruel  sense  of  shame,  throbbed  under  Baynes's 
cotton  tassel ;  and  as  for  Mrs.  Baynes,  I  hope  there  was  not 
much  rest  or  comfort  under  her  old  nightcap.  Madame  passed 
the  greater  part  of  the  night  in  a  great  chair  in  Charlotte's  bed- 
room, where  the  poor  child  heard  the  hours  toll  one  after 
the  other,  and  found  no  comfort  in  the  dreary  rising  of  the 
dawn. 

At  a  very  early  hour  ©f  the  dismal  rainy  morning,  what 
made  poor  little  Charlotte  fling  her  arms  round  Madame,  and 
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sry  out,  "Ah,  que  je  vous  aime  !  ah,  que  vous  etes  bonne, 
Madame  ! "  and  smile  almost  happily  through  her  tears  ?  In 
the  first  place,  Madame  went  to  Charlotte's  dressing-table, 
whence  she  took  a  pair  of  scissors.  Then  the  little  maid  sat 
up  on  her  bed.  with  her  brown  hair  clustering  over  her  shoul- 
ders ;  and  Madame  took  a  lock  of  it,  and  cut  a  thick  curl ;  and 
kissed  poor  little  Charlotte's  red  eyes  ;  and  laid  her  pale  cheek 
on  the  pillow,  and  carefull}'  covered  her ;  and  bade  her,  with 
man}'  tender  words,  to  go  to  sleep.  "If  you  are  very  good, 
and  will  go  to  sleep,  he  shall  nave  it  in  half  an  hour,"  Madame 
said.  "  And  as  I  go  down  stairs,  I  will  tell  Frangoise  to  have 
some  tea  ready  for  you  when  you  ring."  And  this  promise, 
and  the  thought  of  what  Madame  was  going  to  do,  comforted 
Charlotte  in  her  misery.  And  with  many  fond,  fond  prayers 
for  Philip,  and  consoled  by  thinking,  "Now  she  must  have 
gone  the  greater  part  of  the  wa}' ;  now  she  must  be  with  him  ; 
now  he  knows  I  will  never,  never  love  any  but  him,"  she  fell 
asleep  at  length  on  her  moistened  pilloAV  :  and  was  smiling  in 
her  sleep,  and  I  dare  say  dreaming  of  Philip,  when  the  noise 
of  the  fall  of  a  piece  of  furniture  roused  her,  and  she  awoke 
out  of  her  dream  to  see  the  grim  old  mother,  in  her  white  night- 
cap and  white  dressing-gown,  standing  by  her  side. 

Nevermind.  "She  has  seen  him  now.  She  has  told  him 
now,"  was  the  child's  very  first  thought  as  her  eyes  fairly 
opened.  ' '  He  knows  that  I  never,  never  will  think  of  any  but 
him."  She  felt  as  if  she  was  actually  there  in  Philip's  room, 
speaking  herself  to  him  ;  murmuring  vows  which  her  fond  lips 
had  whispered  many  and  many  a  time  to  her  lover.  And  now 
he  knew  she  would  never  break  them,  she  was  consoled  and 
felt  more  courage. 

"  You  have  had  some  sleep,  Charlotte?"  asks  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"Yes,  I  have  been  asleep,  mamma."  As  she  speaks,  she 
feels  under  the  pillow  a  little  locket  containing  —  what?  I 
suppose  a  scrap  of  Mr.  Philip's  lank  hair. 

"  I  hope  you  are  in  a  less  wicked  frame  of  mind  than  when 
I  left  3'ou  last  night,"  continues  the  matron. 

"Was  I  wicked  for  loving  Philip?  Then  I  am  wicked  still, 
mamma ! "  cries  the  child,  sitting  up  in  her  bed.  And  she 
clutches  that  little  lock  of  hair  which  nestles  under  her  pillow. 

"  What  nonsense,  child  !  This  is  what  you  get  out  of  your 
stupid  novels.  I  tell  you  he  does  not  think  about  you.  He  is 
quite  a  reckless,  careless  libertine." 

"Yes,  so  reckless  and  careless  that  we  owe  him  the  bread 
we  eat.     He  doesn't  think  of  me  !     Doesn't  he  ?    Ah  —  "    Here 
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she  paused  as  a  clock  in  a  neighboring  chamber  began  to  strike, 
"Now,"  she  thonght,  "he  has  got  m}'  message!"  A  smile 
dawned  over  her  face.  She  sank  back  on  her  pillow,  turning 
her  head  from  her  mother.  She  kissed  the  locket,  and  mur- 
mured :  "  Not  thiiilc  of  me  !  Don't  you,  don't  you,  my  dear !  " 
She  did  not  heed  the  woman  by  her  side,  hear  her  voice,  or  for 
a  moment  seem  aware  of  her  presence.  Charlotte  was  away 
in  Philip's  room  ;  she  saw  him  talking  with  her  messenger ; 
heard  his  voice  so  deep  and  so  sweet ;  knew  that  the  promises 
he  had  spoken  he  never  would  break.  With  gleaming  eyes  and 
flushing  cheeks  she  looked  at  her  mother,  her  enemj-.  She  held 
her  talisman  locket  and  pressed  it  to  her  heart.  No,  she  would 
never  be  untrue  to  him  !  No,  he  would  never,  never  desert  her ! 
And  as  Mrs.  Baynes  looked  at  the  honest  indignation  beaming 
in  the  child's  face,  she  read  Charlotte's  revolt,  defiance,  perhaps 
victory.  The  meek  child  who  never  before  had  questioned  an 
order,  or  formed  a  wish  which  she  would  not  sacrifice  at  her 
mother's  order,  was  now  in  arms  asserting  independence.  But 
I  should  think  mamma  is  not  going  to  give  up  the  command 
after  a  single  act  of  revolt ;  and  that  she  will  try  more  attempts 
than  one  to  cajole  or  coerce  her  rebel. 

Meanwhile  let  Fancj^  leave  the  talisman  locket  nestling  on 
Charlotte's  little  heart  (in  which  soft  shelter  methinks  it  were 
pleasant  to  linger).  Let  her  wrap  a  shawl  round  her,  and  affix 
to  her  feet  a  pair  of  stout  goloshes  ;  let  her  walk  rapidly  through 
the  mudd}'  Champs  El3'sees,  where,  in  this  inclement  season, 
only  a  few  policemen  and  artisans  are  to  be  found  moving. 
Let  her  pay  a  halfpenn}'  at  the  Pont  des  Invalides,  and  so 
march  stoutly  along  the  quays,  bj'  the  Chamber  of  Deputies, 
where  as  yet  deputies  assemble :  and  trudge  along  the  river 
side,  until  she  reaches  Seine  Street,  into  which,  as  you  all  know, 
the  Rue  Poussin  debouches.  This  was  the  road  brave  Madame 
Smolensk  took  on  a  gusty,  rain}'  autimm  morning,  and  on  foot, 
for  five-france  pieces  were  scarce  with  the  good  woman.  Be- 
'fore  the  "  Hotel  Poussin  "  (a/t,  qu'on  y  etait  Men  a  vingt  ans!) 
is  a  little  painted  wicket  which  opens,  ringing,  and  then  there 
is  the  passage,  vou  know,  with  the  stair  leading  to  the  upper 
regions,  to  Monsieur  Philippe's  room,  which  is  on  the  first  floor, 
as  is  that  of  Bouchard,  the  painter,  who  has  his  atelier  over  the 
way.  A  bad  painter  is  Bouchard,  but  a  worthy  friend,  a  cheery 
companion,  a  modest,  amiable  gentleman.  And  a  rare  good 
fellow  is  Laberge  of  the  second  floor,  the  poet  from  Carcassonne, 
who  pretends  to  be  studying  law,  but  whose  heart  is  with  the 
Mofies,  and  whose  talk  is  of  Victor  Hugo  and  Alfred  de  Musset, 
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whose  verses  he  will  repeat  to  all  coiuei's.  Near  Laberge  (I 
think  I  have  heard  Philip  saj^)  lived  Escasse,  a  Southern  man 
too  —  a  capitalist  —  a  clerk  in  a  bank,  quoif  —  whose  apart- 
ment was  decorated  smnptuously  with  his  own  furniture,  who 
had  Spanish  wine  and  sausages  in  cupboards,  and  a  bag  of 
dollars  for  a  friend  in  need.  Is  Escasse  alive  still?  Philip 
Firmin  wonders,  and  that  old  colonel,  who  lived  on  the  same 
floor,  and  who  liad  been  a  prisoner  in  England?  What  won- 
derful descriptions  that  Colonel  Dujarret  had  of  les  Meess  An- 
glaises  and  their  singularities  of  dress  and  behavior !  Though 
conquered  and  a  prisoner,  what  a  conqueror  and  enslaver  he 
was,  when  in  our  country !  You  see,  in  his  rough  wa}',  Philip 
used  to  imitate  these  people  to  his  friends,  and  we  almost 
fancied  we  could  see  the  hotel  before  us.  It  was  very  clean ; 
it  was  ver}'  cheap  ;  it  was  very  dark  ;  it  was  very  cheerful ;  — 
capital  cofl'ee  and  bread-and-butter  for  breakfast  for  fifteen 
sous  ;  capital  bedroom  au  premier  for  thirt}^  francs  a  month  — 
dinner  if  you  would  for  I  forget  how  little,  and  a  merry  talk 
round  the  pipes  and  the  grog  afterwards  —  the  grog,  or  the 
modest  eau  sucree.  Here  Colonel  Dujarret  recorded  his  victories 
over  both  sexes.  Here  Colonel  Tymowski  sighed  over  his  en- 
slaved Poland.  Tymowski  was  the  second  who  was  to  act  for 
Philip,  in  case  the  Ringwood  Twysden  aflTair  should  have  come 
to  any  violent  conclusion.  Here  Laberge  bawled  poetr}'  to 
Philip,  who  no  doubt  in  his  turn  confided  to  the  young  French- 
man his  own  hopes  and  passion.  Deep  into  the  night  he  would 
sit  talking  of  his  love,  of  her  goodness,  of  her  beauty,  of  her 
innocence,  of  her  dreadful  mother,  of  her  good  old  father.  Que 
sgais-je  ?  Have  we  not  said  that  when  this  man  had  anything 
on  his  mind,  straightway  he  bellowed  forth  his  opinions  to  the 
universe?  Philip,  awa}-  from  his  love,  would  roar  out  her 
praises  for  hours  and  hoiu's  to  Laberge,  until  the  candles  burned 
down,  until  the  hour  for  rest  was  come  and  could  be  delayed 
no  longer.  Then  he  would  hie  to  bed  with  a  prayer  for  her ; 
and  the  very  instant  he  awoke  begin  to  think  of  her,  and  bless 
her,  and  thank  God  for  her  love.  Poor  as  Mr.  Philip  was,  yet 
as  the  possessor  of  health,  content,  honor,  and  that  priceless 
pure  jewel  the  girl's  love,  I  think  we  will  not  pity  him  much ; 
though,  on  the  night  when  he  received  his  dismissal  from  Mrs. 
Baynes,  he  must  have  passed  an  awful  time,  to  be  sure.  Toss, 
Philip,  on  your  bed  of  pain,  and  doubt,  and  fear.  Toll,  heavy 
hours,  from  night  till  dawn.  Ah  !  'twas  a  weary  night  through 
which  two  sad  young  hearts  heard  you  tolling. 

At  a  prett}'  early  hour  the  various  occupants  of  the  crib  at 
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the  Rue  Poussin  used  to  appear  iu  the  dingy  little  salle-a-man« 
ger,  and  partake  of  the  breakfast  there  provided.  Monsieur 
Menou,  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  shared  and  distributed  the  meal. 
Madame  Menou,  with  a  Madras  handkerchief  round  her  gi-iz- 
zling  head,  laid  down  the  smolving  coffee  on  the  shining  oil-cloth, 
whilst  each  guest  helped  himself  out  of  a  little  museum  of  nap- 
kins to  his  own  particular  towel.  The  room  was  small :  the 
breakfast  was  not  fine  :  the  guests  who  partook  of  it  were 
certainly  not  remarkable  for  the  luxury  of  clean  linen ;  but 
Philip  —  who  is  many  years  older  now  than  when  he  dwelt  in 
this  hotel,  and  is  not  pinched  for  money  at  all  3'ou  will  be 
pleased  to  hear,  (and  between  ourselves  has  become  rather  a 
gourmand,)  —  declares  he  was  a  very  happy  youth  at  this  hum- 
ble "  Hotel  Poussin,"  and  sighs  for  the  days  when  he  was  sigh- 
ing for  Miss  Charlotte. 

Well,  he  has  passed  a  dreadful  night  of  gloom  and  terror. 
I  doubt  that  he  has  bored  Laberge  very  much  with  his  tears 
and  despondency.  And  now  morning  has  come,  and,  as  he  is 
having  his  breakfast  with  one  or  more  of  the  before-named 
worthies,  the  little  boy-of-all-work  enters,  grinning,  his  plumet 
under  his  arm,  and  cries  "  Une  dame  pour  M.  Philippe  !  " 

"  Une  dame  !  "  says  the  French  colonel,  looking  up  from  his 
paper.     "  AUez,  mauvais  sujet !  " 

"Grand  Dieu  !  what  has  happened?"  cries  Philip,  running 
forward,  as  he  recognizes  Madame's  tall  figure  in  the  passage. 
They  go  up  to  liis  room,  I  suppose,  regardless  of  the  grins  and 
sneers  of  the  little  boy  with  the  plumet,  who  aids  the  maid-ser- 
vant to  make  the  beds  ;  and  who  thinks  Monsieur  Philippe  has 
a  very  elderly  acquaintance. 

Philip  closes  the  door  upon  his  visitor,  who  looks  at  him 
with  so  much  hope,  kindness,  confidence  in  her  eyes,  that  the 
poor  fellow  is  encouraged  almost  ere  she  begins  to  speak. 
"Yes,  you  have  reason;  I  come  from  the  little  person," 
Madame  Smolensk  said.  "The  means  of  resisting  that  poor 
dear  angel !  She  has  passed  a  sad  night !  What?  You,  too, 
have  not  been  to  bed,  poor  young  man  !  "  Indeed  Philip  had 
only  thrown  himself  on  his  bed,  and  had  kicked  there,  and  had 
groaned  there,  and  had  tossed  there ;  and  had  tried  to  read, 
and,  I  dare  say,  remembered  afterwards,  with  a  strange  in- 
terest, the  boolc  he  read,  and  that  other  thought  which  was 
throbbing  in  his  brain  all  the  time  whilst  he  was  reading,  and 
"whilst  the  wakeful  hours  went  wearily  tolling  by. 

"  No,  in  eflfect,"  sa.ys  poor  Philip,  rolling  a  dismal  cigarette  ; 
"  the  night  has  not  been  too  fine.     And  she  has  suflfered  too? 
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Heaven  Vjless  her ! "  And  then  Madame  Smolensk  told  how 
the  little  dear  angel  had  cried  all  the  night  long,  and  how  the 
Smolensk  had  not  succeeded  in  comforting  her,  until  she  prom- 
ised she  would  go  to  Philip,  and  tell  him  that  his  Charlotte 
would  be  his  for  ever  and  ever ;  that  she  never  could  think  of 
anj'  man  but  him  ;  that  he  was  the  best,  and  the  dearest,  and 
the  bravest,  and  the  truest  Philip,  and  that  she  did  not  believe 
one  word  of  those  wicked  stories  told  against  him  by  —  "  Hold, 
Monsieur  Philippe,  I  suppose  Madame  la  Generale  has  been 
talking  about  you,  and  loves  you  no  more,"  cried  Madame 
Smolensk.  "We  other  women  are  assassins  —  assassins,  see 
j'ou !  But  Madame  la  Generale  went  too  far  with  the  little 
maid.  She  is  an  obedient  little  maid,  the  dear  Miss  !  —  trem- 
bUng  before  her  mother,  and  always  ready  to  jield  —  only  now 
her  spirit  is  roused  ;  and  she  is  youi's  and  yours  only.  The 
little  dear,  gentle  child  !  Ah,  liow  pretty  she  was,  leaning  on 
my  shoulder.  I  held  her  there  —  yes,  there,  mj-  poor  gar9on, 
and  I  cut  this  from  her  neck,  and  brought  it  to  thee.  Come, 
embrace  me.  Weep  ;  that  does  good,  Philip.  I  love  thee  well. 
Go  —  and  thy  little  —  it  is  an  angel !  "  And  so,  in  the  hour . 
of  their  pain,  myriads  of  manl}'  hearts  have  found  woman's  love 
ready  to  soothe  their  anguish. 

Leaving  to  Phihp  that  thick  curling  lock  of  brown  hair, 
(from  a  head  where  now,  mayhap,  there  is  a  line  or  two  of 
matron  silver,)  this  Samaritan  plods  her  way  back  to  her  own 
house,  where  her  own  cares  await  her.  But  though  the  way  is 
long,  Madame's  step  is  lighter  now,  as  she  thinks  how  Char- 
lotte at  the  journey's  end  is  waiting  for  news  of  Philip  ;  and  I 
suppose  there  are  more  kisses  and  embraces,  when  the  good 
soul  meets  with  the  little  suffering  girl,  and  tells  her  how  Pliilip 
will  remain  for  ever  true  and  faithful ;  and  how  true  love  must 
covne  to  a  happy  ending  ;  and  how  she,  Smolensk,  will  do  all  in 
her  power  to  aid,  comfort,  and  console  her  young  friends.  As 
for  the  writer  of  Mr.  Philip's  memoirs,  you  see  I  never  tr}'  to 
make  any  concealments.  I  have  told  3'ou,  all  along,  that  Char- 
lotte and  Philip  are  married,  and  I  believe  they  are  happy. 
But  it  is  certain  that  they  suffered  dreadfulh*  at  this  time  of 
their  lives  ;  and  my  wife  says  that  Charlotte,  if  she  alludes  to 
the  period  and  the  trial,  speaks  as  though  the}'  had  both  under- 
gone some  hideous  operation,  the  remembrance  of  which  for 
ever  causes  a  pang  to  the  memory.  So,  m}'  3"oung  lady,  will 
you  have  your  trial  one  day,  to  be  borne,  pray  heaven,  with  a 
naeek  spirit.  Ah,  how  surel}'  the  turn  comes  to  all  of  us  ! 
Look  at  Madame  Smolensk  at  her  luncheon-table,   this  day 
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after  her  visit  to  Philip  at  his  lodging,  after  comforting  little 
Charlotte  in  her  pain.  How  brisk  she  is  !  How  good-natured  ! 
How  she  smiles !  How  she  speaks  to  all  her  company,  and 
carves  for  her  guests  !  You  do  not  suppose  she  has  no  griefs 
and  cares  of  her  own?  You  know  better.  I  dare  say  she  is 
thinking  of  her  creditors  ;  of  her  poverty  ;  of  that  accepted  bill 
which  will  come  due  next  week,  and  so  forth.  The  Samaritan 
who  rescues  3'ou,  most  likely,  has  been  robbed  and  has  bled  in  his 
day,  and  it  is  a  wounded  arm  that  bandages  3'ours  when  bleeding. 

If  Anatole,  the  bo}-  who  scoured  the  plain  at  the  "  Hotel 
Poussin,"  with  his  pliimet  in  his  jacket-pocket,  and  his  slippers 
soled  with  scrubbing  brushes,  saw  the  embrace  between  Philip 
and  his  good  friend,  I  believe,  in  his  experience  at  that  hotel, 
he  never  witnessed  a  transaction  more  honorable,  generous,  and 
blameless.  Put  what  construction  you  will  on  the  business, 
Anatole,  j-ou  little  imp  of  mischief!  your  mother  never  gave 
you  a  kiss  more  tender  than  that  which  Madame  Smolensk 
bestowed  on  Philip  —  than  that  which  she  gave  Philip  —  than 
that  which  she  carried  back  from  him  and  faithfully  placed  on 
poor  little  Charlotte's  pale  round  cheek.  The  world  is  full  of 
love  and  pitj',  I  say.  Had  there  been  less  suffering,  there 
would  have  been  less  kindness.  I,  for  one,  almost  wish  to  be 
ill  again,  so  that  the  friends  who  succored  me  might  once  more 
come  to  my  rescue. 

To  poor  little  wounded  Charlotte  in  her  bed,  our  friend  the 
mistress  of  the  boarding-house  brought  back  inexpressible  com- 
fort. Whatever  might  betide,  Philip  would  never  desert  her ! 
"  Think  you  I  would  ever  have  gone  on  such  an  embass}'  for  a 
French  girl,  or  interfered  between  her  and  her  parents?"  Ma- 
dame asked.  "Never,  never!  But  j-ou  and  Monsieur  Phi- 
lippe are  alread3'  betrothed  before  heaven ;  and  I  should 
despise  you,  Charlotte,  I  should  despise  him,  were  either  to 
draw  back."  This  little  point  being  settled  in  Miss  Charlotte's 
mind,  I  can  fancy  she  is  immensel}*  soothed  and  comforted ; 
that  hope  and  courage  settle  in  her  heart ;  that  the  color  comes 
back  to  her  3'oung  cheeks  ;  that  she  can  come  and  join  her 
family  as  she  did  yesterday.  "  I  told  j'ou  she  never  cared 
about  hull,"  sa3's  Mrs.  Ba3'nes  to  her  husband.  "  Faith,  no: 
she  can't  have  cared  for  him  much,"  sa3's  Ba3'nes,  with  some- 
thing of  a  sorrow  that  his  girl  should  be  so  light-minded.  But 
you  and  I,  who  have  been  behind  the  scenes,  who  have  peeped 
into  Philip's  bedroom  and  behind  poor  Charlotte's  modest  cur- 
tains, know  that  the  girl  had  revolted  from  her  parents  ;  and  so 
children  will  if  the  autborit3'  exercised  over  them  is  too  tyran- 
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iical  or  unjust.  Gentle  Charlotte,  who  scarce  ever  resisted, 
was  aroused  and  in  rebelUon  :  honest  Charlotte,  who  used  to 
speak  all  her  thoughts,  now  hid  them,  and  deceived  father  and 
mother  ;  —  ^es,  deceived  :  —  what  a  confession  to  make  regard- 
ing a  young  lady,  the  prima  donna  of  our  opera  !  Mrs.  Baynes 
is,  as  usual,  writing  her  length3-  scraw'ls  to  sister  MacWhirter 
at  Tours,  and  informs  the  Major's  lad}^  that  she  has  very  great 
satisfaction  in  at  last  being  able  to  announce  "  that  that  most 
imprudent  and  in  all  respects  ineligible  engagement  between 
her  Charlotte  and  a  certain  young  man.  son  of  a  bankrupt  Lon- 
don ph3'sician,  is  come  to  an  end.  Mr.  F.'s  conduct  has  been 
so  wild,  so  gross,  so  disorderly  and  ungentlemanlike,  that  the 
General  (and  3'ou  know,  Maria,  how  soft  and  siveet  a  te?npered 
man  Baynes  is)  has  told  Mr.  Firmin  his  opinion  in  unmistaka- 
ble words,  and  forbidden  him  to  continue  his  visits.  After  see- 
ing him  ever}'  day  for  six  months,  during  which  time  she  has 
accustomed  herself  to  his  pecuUarities,  and  his  often  coarse  and 
odious  expressions  and  conduct,  no  wonder  the  separation  has 
been  a  shock  to  dear  Char,  though  I  believe  the  young  man 
feels  nothing  who  has  been  the  cause  of  all  this  grief.  That  he 
cares  but  little  for  her,  has  been  my  opinion  all  along,  though 
she,  artless  child,  gave  him  her  whole  affection.  He  has  been 
accustomed  to  throw  over  women  ;  and  the  brother  of  a  young 
lad}^  whom  Mr.  F.  had  courted  and  left  (and  who  has  made  a 
most  excellent  match  since),  showed  his  indignation  at  Mr.  F.'s 
conduct  at  the  Embassy  ball  the  other  night,  on  which  the 
3'oung  man  took  advantage  of  his  gi'catlv  superior  size  and 
strength  to  begin  a  vidgar  boxing-match,  in  which  both  parties 
were  severely  wounded.  Of  course  you  saw  the  paragraph  in 
Galignani  about  the  whole  affair.  I  sent  our  dresses,  but  it 
did  not  print  them,  though  our  names  appeared  as  amongst  the 
company.  An3-thing  more  singular  than  the  appearance  of 
Mr.  F.  3'ou  cannot  well  imagine.  I  wore  m}^  garnets ;  Char- 
lotte (who  attracted  universal  admiration)  was  in  &c.  &c.  Of 
course,  the  separation  has  occasioned  her  a  good  deal  of  pain ; 
for  Mr.  F.  certainly  behaved  with  much  kindness  and  forbear- 
ance on  a  previous  occasion.  But  the  General  will  not  hear  of 
the  continuance  of  the  connection.  He  says  the  young  man's 
conduct  has  been  too  gross  and  shameful ;  and  when  once 
roused,  >'ou  know%  I  might  as  well  attempt  to  chain  a  tiger 
as  Baynes.  Our  poor  Char  will  suffer  no  doubt  in  consequence 
of  the  behavior  of  this  brute,  but  she  has  ever  been  an  obedient 
child,  who  knows  how  to  honor  her  father  and  mother.  She 
bears  up  wonderftdly,  though,  of  course,  the  dear  child  suflfers 
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at  the  parting.  I  think  if  she  were  to  go  to  you.  and  Mac  Whirter 
at  Tours  for  a  month  or  two,  she  would  be  all  the  better  for 
change  of  air,  too,  dear  Mac.  Come  and  fetch  her,  and  we  will 
pay  the  daiok.  She  would  go  to  certain  poverty  and  wretched- 
ness did  she  marry  this  most  violent  and  disreputable  young 
man.     The  General  sends  regards  to  Mac,  and  1  am,"  &c. 

That  these  were  the  actual  words  of  Mrs.  Baynes's  letter  I 
cannot,  as  a  veracious  biographer,  take  upon  myself  to  say. 
I  never  saw  the  document,  though  I  have  had  the  good  fortune 
to  peruse  others  from  the  same  hand.  Charlotte  saw  the  letter 
some  time  after,  upon  one  of  those  not  unfrequent  occasions, 
when  a  quarrel  occurred  between  the  two  sisters  —  Mrs.  Major 
and  Mrs.  General  —  and  Charlotte  mentioned  the  contents  of 
the  letter  to  a  friend  of  mine  who  has  talked  to  me  about  his 
affairs,  and  especially  his  love-affairs,  for  many  and  many  a 
long  hour.  And  shrewd  old  woman  as  Mrs.  Baj'nes  ma}'  be, 
you  may  see  how  utterly  she  was  mistaken  in  fancying  that  her 
daughter  s  obedience  was  still  secure.  The  little  maid  had  left 
father  and  mother,  at  first  with  then-  eager  sanction ;  her  love 
had  been  given  to  Firmin  ;  and  an  inmate  —  a  prisoner  if  you 
will  —  under  her  father's  roof,  her  heart  remained  with  Philip, 
however  time  or  distance  might  separate  them. 

And  now,  as  we  have  the  command  of  Philip's  desk,  and 
are  free  to  open  and  read  the  private  letters  which  relate  to  his 
history,  I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which  was  penned 
in  his  place  of  exile  by  kis  worthy  father,  upon  receiving  the 
news  of  the  quarrel  de/i€ribed  in  the  last  chapter  of  these 
memoirs :  — 

"  ASTOR  House,  New  York,  September  27. 

"Dear  Philip,  —  I  received  the  news  in  your  last  kind  and  affection- 
ate letter  wltli  not  unmingled  pleasure :  but  ah,  what  pleasure  in  life  does 
not  carry  its  amari  aliquid  along  with  it!  That  you  are  hearty,  cheerful, 
!iii(i  industrious,  earning  a  small  competence,  I  am  pleased  uideed  to  think : 
that  you  talk  about  being  maiTied  to  a  penniless  girl  I  can't  say  gives  me 
a  very  sincere  pleasure.  With  your  good  looks,  good  manners,  attain- 
ments, you  might  have  hoped  for  a  better  match  than  a  half-pay  officer's 
(laugiiter.  But  'tis  useless  speculating  on  what  might  have  been.  We  are 
I)uppets  in  the  hands  of  fate,  most  of  us.  We  are  carried  along  by  a  power 
stronger  than  ourselves.  It  has  driven  me,  at  si.xty  years  of  age,  from 
competence,  general  respect,  high  position,  to  poverty  and  exile.  So  be  it ! 
laiido  manentem,  as  my  delightful  old  friend  and  pliilosopiier  teaches  me  — 
si  celeres  qualit  pennus — you  know  the  rest.  Wliatever  our  fortune  may 
be,  I  hope  that  my  Philip  and  his  father  will  bear  it  with  the  courage  of 
gentlemen. 

"  Our  papers  have  announced  the  death  of  your  poor  mother's  uncle. 
Lord  Rmgwood,  and  I  had  a  fond  lingering  hope  that  lie  might  have  left 
«ome  token  of  remembrance  to  his  brother's  grandson.     He  has  not.     You 
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have  proham  patipfriem  sine  dote.  You  have  courage,  health,  strength,  and 
talent.  I  was  in  greater  straits  than  you  are  at  your  age.  My  father  was 
not  as  indulgent  as  yours,  I  liope  and  trust,  has  been.  From  debt  and  de- 
pendence I  worked  myself  up  to  a  proud  position  by  my  own  efforts.  That, 
the  storm  overtook  me  and  engulfed  me  afterwards,  is  true.  But  I  am 
Uke  the  merchant  of  my  favorite  poet :  I  still  hope  —  ay,  at  63 !  —  to  mend 
my  shattered  ships,  indocills  pauperiem  pati.  I  still  hope  to  pay  back  to  my 
dear  boy  that  fortune  which  ought  to  have  been  his,  and  which  went  down 
in  my  own  shipwreck.     Something  tells  me  I  must  —  I  will ! 

"  I  agree  with  you  that  your  escape  from  Agnes  Twysden  has  been  a 
piece  of  good  fortune  for  you,  and  am  much  diverted  by  your  account  of  her 
dusky  innamorato !  Between  ourselves,  the  fondness  of  the  Twysdens  for 
money  amounted  to  meanness.  And  though  I  always  received  Twysden 
in  dear  Old  Parr  Street,  as  I  trust  a  gentleman  should,  his  company  was 
insufferably  tedious  to  me,  and  his  vulgar  loquacity  odious.  His  son  also 
was  little  to  my  taste.  Indeed  I  was  heartily  relieved  when  I  found  your 
connection  with  that  family  was  over,  knowing  their  rapacity  about 
money,  and  that  it  was  your  fortune,  not  you,  they  were  anxious  to  secure 
for  Agnes. 

"You  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  am  in  not  inconsiderable  practice 
already.  My  reputation  as  a  physician  had  preceded  me  to  this  country. 
My  work  on  Gout  was  favorably  noticed  here,  and  in  Philadelphia,  and  in 
Boston,  by  the  scientific  journals  of  those  great  cities  People  are  more 
generous  and  compassionate  towards  misfortune  here  than  in  om-  cold- 
hearted  island.  I  could  mention  several  gentlemen  of  New  York  who  have 
suffered  shipwreck  like  myself,  and  are  now  prosperous  and  respected.  I 
had  the  good  fortune  to  be  of  considerable  professional  service  to  Colonel 
J.  B.  Fogle,  of  New  York,  on  our  voyage  out;  and  the  Colonel,  who  is  a 
leading  personage  here,  has  shown  himself  not  at  all  ungrateful.  Those 
who  fancj'  that  at  New  York  people  cannot  appreciate  and  understand  the 
manners  of  a  gentleman,  are  not  a  little  mistaken ;  and  a  man  who,  like  my- 
self, has  lived  with  the  best  society  in  London,  has,  I  flatter  myself,  not 
lived  in  that  society  quite  in  vain.  The  Colonel  is  pi'oprietor  and  editor 
of  one  of  the  most  brilliant  and  influential  journals  of  the  city.  You 
know  that  arms  and  the  toga  are  often  worn  here  by  the  same  individual, 
and  — 

"I  had  actually  written  thus  far  when  I  read  in  the  Colonel's  paper  — 
the  New  York  Emerald  —  an  account  of  your  battle  with  your  cousin  at  the 
Embassy  ball !  Oh,  you  pugnacious  Philip !  Well,  young  Twysden  was 
very  vulgar,  very  rude  and  overbearing,  and,  I  have  no  doubt,  deserved 
the  chastisement  you  gave  him.  By  the  way,  the  correspondent  of  the 
Emerald  makes  some  droll  blunders  regarding  you  in  his  letter.  We  are 
all  fair  game  for  publicity  in  this  country,  where  tlie  press  is  free  icith  a 
vengeance  ;  and  your  private  affairs,  or  mine,  or  the  President's,  or  our 
gracious  Queen's,  for  the  matter  of  that,  are  discussed  with  a  freedom 
which  certainly  amounts  to  license.  The  Colonel's  lady  is  passing  the  winter 
in  Paris,  where  I  should  wish  you  to  pay  your  respects  to  her.  Her  husband 
has  been  most  kind  to  me.  I  am  told  that  Mrs.  F.  lives  in  the  very  choicest 
French  society,  and  the  friendship  of  this  family  may  be  useful  to  you  as 
to  your  affectionate  father,  G.  B.  F. 

"Address  as  usual,  until  you  hear  further  from  me,  as  Dr.  Brandon, 
New  York.  I  wonder  whether  Lord  Estridge  has  asked  you  after  his  old 
college  friend  ?  When  he  was  Headbury  and  at  Trinity,  he  and  a  certain 
pensioner  whom  men  used  to  nickname  Brummell  Firmin  were  said  to  be 
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tlie  best  dressed  men  in  the  university.  Estridge  has  advanced  to  rank,  t»» 
honors  !  You  may  rely  on  it,  that  lie  will  have  one  of  the  very  next  vacant 
f^arters.  What  a  different,  what  an  unfortunate  career,  has  been  his  quon- 
dam friend's  !  —  an  exile,  an  inhabitant  of  a  small  room  in  a  great  hotel, 
where  I  sit  at  a  scrambling  public  table  with  all  sorts  of  coarse  people ! 
The  way  in  which  they  bolt  their  dinner,  often  with  a  knife,  shocks  me. 
Your  remittance  was  most  welcome,  small  as  it  was.  It  shows  my  Philip 
has  a  kind  heart.  Ah !  why,  why  are  you  thinking  of  marriage,  who  are  so 
^poor  1  By  the  way,  your  encouraging  account  of  your  circumstances  has 
^nduced  me  to  draw  upon  you  for  100  dollars.  The  bill  will  go  to  Europe 
by  the  packet  which  tarries  this  letter,  and  has  kindly  been  cashed  for  me 
by  my  friends,  Messrs.  Plaster  and  Shinman,  of  Wall  Street,  respected 
bankers  of  this  city.  Leave  your  card  with  Mrs.  Fogle.  Her  husband 
himself  may  be  useful  to  you  and  your  ever  attached  Father." 

We  take  the  New  York  Emerald  at  "Baj's's,"  and  in  it  I 
had  read  a  very  amusing  account  of  our  friend  Philip,  in  an  in- 
genious correspondence  entitled  "Letters  from  an  Attache," 
which  appeared  in  that  journal.  I  even  copied  the  paragraph 
to  show  to  m\-  wife,  and  perhaps  to  forward  to  our  friend. 

"I  promise  3'ou,"  wrote  the  attache,  "  the  new  country  did 
not  disgrace  the  old  at  the  British  Embassy  ball  on  Queen  Vic's 
birthday.  Colonel  Z.  B.  Hoggins's  lady,  of  Albany,  and  the 
peerless  bride  of  Elijah  J.  Dibbs,  of  Twentj-ninth  Street  in 
your  city,  were  the  observed  of  all  observers  for  splendor,  for 
elegance,  for  refined  native  beauty.  The  Royal  Dukes  danced 
with  nobody  else  ;  and  at  the  attention  of  one  of  the  Princes  to 
the  lovely  Miss  Dibbs,  I  observed  his  Royal  Duchess  looked  as 
black  as  thunder.  Supper  handsome.  Back  Delmonico  to  beat 
it.  Champagne  so-so.  By  the  way,  the  young  fellow  who  writes 
here  for  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  got  too  much  of  the  champagne 
on  board  —  as  usual,  I  am  told.  The  Honorable  R.  Twysden, 
of  London,  was  rude  to  my  3'oung  chap's  partner,  or  winked  at 
him  offensively,  or  trod  on  his  toe,  or  I  don't  know  what  —  but 
young  F.  followed  him  into  the  garden ;  hit  out  at  him ;  sent 
him  fl3'ing  like  a  spread  eagle  into  the  midst  of  an  illumination, 
and  left  him  there  sprawhng.  Wild,  rampageous  fellow  this 
young  F.  ;  has  already  spent  his  own  fortune,  and  ruined  his 
poor  old  father,  who  has  been  forced  to  cross  the  water.  Old 
Louis  Philippe  went  away  early.  He  talked  long  with  our 
Minister  about  his  travels  in  our  country.  I  was  standing  by, 
but  in  course  ain't  so  ill-bred  as  to  say  what  passed  between 
them." 

In  this  way  history  is  written.  I  dare  say  about  others 
besides  Philip,  in  English  papers  as  well  as  American,  have 
fables  been  narrated. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

CONTAINS    A   TUG    OF    WAR. 

Who  was  the  first  to  spread  the  report  that  Philip  was  a 
prodigal,  and  had  ruined  his  poor  confiding  father?  I  thought 
I  knew  a  person  who  might  be  hiterested  in  getting  under  any 
shelter,  and  sacrificing  even  his  own  son  for  his  own  advantage. 
I  thought  I  knew  a  man  who  had  done  as  much  alreadj^,  and 
surely  might  do  so  again  ;  but  m}-  wife  flew  into  one  of  her 
tempests  of  indignation,  when  I  hinted  something  of  this, 
clutched  her  own  children  to  her  heart,  according  to  her  mater- 
nal wont,  asked  me  was  there  an}^  power  would  cause  me  to 
belie  them  ?  and  sternly  rebuked  me  for  daring  to  be  so  wicked, 
heartless,  and  cynical.  My  dear  creature,  wrath  is  no  answer. 
You  call  me  heartless  and  C3'nic,  for  sa^-ing  men  are  false  and 
wicked.  Have  you  never  heard  to  what  lengths  some  bank- 
rupts will  go  ?  To  appease  the  wolves  who  chase  them  in  the 
winter  forest,  have  you  not  read  how  some  travellers  will  cast 
all  their  provisions  out  of  the  sledge?  then,  when  all  the  provi- 
sions are  gone,  don't  you  know  that  the}'  will  fling  out  perhaps 
the  sister,  perhaps  the  mother,  perhaps  the  baby,  the  little  dear 
tender  innocent?  Don't  ^'ou  see  him  tumbling  among  the  howl- 
ing pack,  and  the  wolves  gnashing,  gnawing,  crashing,  gobbling 
him  up  in  the  snow?  Oh,  horror  —  horror!  My  wife  draws 
all  the  3'oung  ones  to  her  breast  as  I  utter  these  fiendish  re- 
marks. She  hugs  them  in  her  embrace,  and  says,  "  For  shame  !  " 
and  that  I  am  a  monster,  and  so  on.  Go  to !  Go  down  on 
your  knees,  woman,  and  acknowledge  the  sinfulness  of  our  hu- 
mankind. How  long  had  our  race  existed  ere  murder  and 
violence  began?  and  how  old  was  the  world  ere  brother  slew 
brother  ? 

Well,  m}^  wife  and  I  came  to  a  compromise.  I  might  have 
my  opinion,  but  was  there  anj'  need  to  communicate  it  to  poor 
Phihp?  No,  surely.  So  I  never  sent  him  the  extract  from 
the  New  York  Emerald;  though,  of  course,  some  other  good- 
natured  friend  did,  and  I  don't  think  m}-  magnanimous  friend 
cared  much.  As  for  supposing  that  his  own  father,  to  cover 
his  own  character,  would  lie  away  his  son's  —  such  a  piece  of 
artifice  was  quite  beyond  Philip's  comprehension,  who  has  been 
all  his  life  slow  in  appreciating  roguery,  or  recognizing  that 
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there  is  meanness  and  double-dealing  in  the  -world.  When  he 
once  comes  to  understand  the  fact ;  when  he  once  comprehends 
that  Tartuffe  is  a  humbug  and  swelling  Bulb  is  a  toady  ;  then 
m}'  friend  becomes  as  absurdh"  indignant  and  mistrustful  as  be- 
fore he  was  admiring  and  confiding.  Ah,  Philip  !  Tartuffe  has 
a  number  of  good,  respectable  qualities ;  and  Bufo,  though  an 
underground  odious  animal,  ma}^  have  a  precious  jewel  in  his 
head.  'Tis  you  are  cynical.  /  see  the  good  qualities  in  these 
rascals  whom  you  spurn.  I  see.  I  shrug  my  shoulders.  I 
smile  :  and  3'ou  call  me  cynic. 

It  was  long  before  Philip  could  comprehend  why  Charlotte's 
mother  turned  upon  him,  and  tried  to  force  her  daughter  to 
forsake  him.  "I  have  offended  the  old  woman  in  a  hundred 
ways,"  he  would  say.  "My  tobacco  annoys  her;  my  old 
clothes  offend  her  ;  the  ver}'  English  I  speak  is  often  Greek  to 
her,  and  she  can  no  more  construe  my  sentences  than  I  can 
the  Hindostanee  jargon  she  talks  to  her  husband  at  dinner." 
"  My  dear  fellow,  if  you  had  ten  thousand  a  year  she  would  try 
and  construe  your  sentences,  or  accept  them  even  if  not  under- 
stood," I  would  reply.  And  some  men,  whom  you  and  I  know 
to  be  mean,  and  to  be  false,  and  to  be  flatterers  and  parasites, 
and  to  be  inexorabW  hard  and  cruel  in  their  own  private  circles, 
will  surely  pull  a  long  face  to-morrow,  and  sa}',  "  Oh  !  the  man's 
so  cynical." 

I  acquit  Baynes  of  what  ensued.  I  hold  Mrs.  B.  to  have 
been  the  criminal  —  the  stupid  criminal.  The  husband,  like 
man}'  other  men  extremel}'  brave  in  active  life,  was  at  home 
timid  and  irresolute.  Of  two  heads  that  lie  side  by  side  on  the 
same  pillow  for  thirt}^  years,  one  must  contain  the  stronger 
power,  the  more  endui'ing  resolution.  Baynes,  away  from  his 
wife,  was  shrewd,  courageous,  gay  at  times  ;  when  with  her  he 
was  fascinated,  torpid  under  the  power  of  this  baleful  superior 
creature.  "  Ah,  when  we  were  subs  together  in  camp  in  1803, 
what  a  lively  fellow  Charley  Baynes  was ! "  his  comrade. 
Colonel  Bunch  would  say.  "That  was  before  he  ever  saw 
his  wife's  yellow  face ;  and  what  a  slave  she  has  made  of 
him ! " 

After  that  fatal  conversation  which  ensued  on  the  day  suc- 
ceeding the  ball,  Philip  did  not  come  to  dinner  at  Madarae's 
according  to  his  custom.  Mrs.  Baynes  told  no  family  stories, 
and  Colonel  Bunch,  who  had  no  special  liking  for  the  young 
gentleman,  did  not  trouble  himself  to  make  any  inquiries  about 
Iiim.  One,  two,  three  days  passed,  and  no  Phihp.  At  last 
the  Colonel  says  to  the  General,  with  a  slj-  look  at  Charlotte, 
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"  Baynes,  where  is  our  young  friend  witli  the  moustache?  We 
have  not  seen  him  these  three  days."  And  he  gives  an  arch 
look  at  poor  Charlotte.  A  burning  blush  iiamed  up  in  little 
Charlotte's  pale  face,  as  she  looked  at  her  parents  and  then  at 
their  old  friend.  "Mr.  Firmin  does  not  come,  because  papa 
and  mamma  have  forbidden  him,"  sa^s  Charlotte.  "  I  suppose 
he  only  comes  where  he  is  welcome."  And,  having  made  this 
audacious  speech,  I  suppose  the  little  maid  tossed  her  little  head 
up  ;  and  wondered,  in  the  silence  which  ensued,  whether  all  the 
company  could  hear  her  heart  thumping. 

Madame,  from  her  central  place,  where  she  is  carving,  sees, 
from  the  looks  of  her  guests,  the  indignant  flushes  on  Char- 
lotte's face,  the  confusion  on  her  father's,  the  wrath  on  Mrs. 
Baynes's,  that  some  dreadful  words  are  passing ;  and  in  vain 
endeavors  to  turn  the  angry  current  of  talk.  "  Un  petit  canard 
delicieux,  goutez-en,  madame ! "  she  cries.  Honest  Colonel 
Bunch  sees  the  little  maid  with  eyes  flashing  with  anger,  and 
trembling  in  every  limb.  The  offered  duck  having  failed  to 
create  a  diversion,  he,  too,  tries  a  feeble  commonplace.  "A 
little  difference,  my  dear,"  he  saj's,  in  an  under  voice.  "There 
will  be  such  in  the  best-regulated  families.  Canard  sauvage 
tree  bong,  madame,  avec  — "  but  he  is  allowed  to  speak  no 
more,  for  — 

"What  would  3'ou  do,  Colonel  Bunch,"  little  Charlotte 
breaks  out  with  her  poor  little  ringing,  trembling  voice  —  "  that 
is,  if  3'ou  were  a  3'oung  man,  if  another  young  man  struck  you 
and  insulted  you  ?  "  I  any  she  utters  this  in  such  a  clear  voice, 
that  Fran9oise,  the  femme-de-chambre,  that  Auguste,  the  foot- 
man, that  all  the  guests  hear,  that  all  the  knives  and  forks  stop 
their  clatter. 

"Faith,  m}'  dear,  I'd  knock  him  down  if  I  could,"  says 
Bunch ;  and  he  catches  hold  of  the  little  maid's  sleeve,  and 
would  stop  her  speaking  if  he  could. 

"  And  that  is  what  Philip  did,"  cries  Charlotte  aloud  ;  "  and 
mamma  has  turned  him  out  of  the  house  —  3'es,  out  of  the  house, 
for  acting  like  a  man  of  lionor !  " 

"Go  to  3'our  room  this  instant.  Miss!"  shrieks  mamma. 
As  for  old  Ba3'nes,  his  stained  old  uniform  is  not  more  ding3'- 
red  than  his  wrinkled  face  and  his  throbbing  temples.  He 
blushes  under  his  wig,  no  doubt,  could  we  see  beneath  that 
ancient  artifice. 

"  What  is  it?  madame  3'Our  mother  dismisses  you  of  my 
table  ?  I  will  come  with  you,  my  dear  Miss  Charlotte  !  "  sa3's 
Madame,  with  much    dignity.       "Serve    the    sugared    plate, 
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Auguste  !  My  ladies,  you  will  excuse  mc !  I  go  to  attend 
the  dear  miss,  who  seems  to  be  ill."  And  she  rises  up,  and 
she  follows  poor  little  blushing,  burning,  weeping  Charlotte : 
and  again,  I  have  no  doubt,  takes  her  in  her  arms,  and  kisses, 
and  cheers,  and  caresses  her  —  at  the  threshold  of  the  door  — 
there  by  the  staircase,  among  the  cold  dishes  of  the  dinner, 
where  Moira  and  Macgrigor  had  one  moment  before  been  ma- 
rauding. 

"  Courage,  ma  fille,  courage,  mon  enfant!  Tenez  !  Behold 
something  to  console  thee ! "  and  Madame  takes  out  of  her 
pocket  a  little  letter,  and  gives  it  to  the  girl,  who  at  sight  of  it 
kisses  the  superscription,  and  then,  in  an  anguish  of  love,  and 
J03',  and  grief,  falls  on  the  neck  of  the  kind  woman,  who  con- 
soles her  in  her  miser}-.  Whose  writing  is  it  Charlotte  kisses? 
Can  3'ou  guess  b^'  an}'  means?  Upon  my  word,  Madame  Smo- 
lensk, I  never  recommend  ladies  to  take  daughters  to  your 
boarding-house.  And  I  like  3'ou  so  much,  I  would  not  tell  of 
you,  but  3'Ou  know  the  house  is  shut  up  this  many  a  long  day. 
Oh  !  the  years  slip  away  fugacious  ;  and  the  grass  has  grown 
over  graves  ;  and  man}'  and  man}-  joys  and  sorrows  have  been 
born  and  have  died  since  then  for  Charlotte  and  Philip :  but 
that  grief  aches  still  in  their  bosoms  at  times  ;  and  that  sorrow 
throbs  at  Charlotte's  heart  again  whenever  she  looks  at  a  little 
3'ellow  letter  in  her  trinket-box  :  and  she  says  to  her  children, 
"Papa  wrote  that  to  me  before  we  were  married,  my  dears." 
There  are  scarcely  half  a  dozen  words  in  the  little  letter,  I  be- 
Ueve  ;  and  two  of  them  are  "  for  ever." 

I  could  draw  a  ground-plan  of  Madamc's  house  in  the  Champs 
Elys^es  if  I  liked,  for  has  not  Philip  shown  me  the  place  and 
described  it  to  me  man}-  times?  In  front,  and  facing  the  road 
and  garden,  were  Madame's  room  and  the  salon ;  to  the  back 
was  the  salle-a-manger ;  and  a  stair  ran  up  the  house  (where 
the  dishes  used  to  be  laid  during  dinner-time,  and  where  Moira 
and  Macgrigor  fingered  the  meats  and  puddings).  Mrs.  Gen- 
eral Baynes's  rooms  were  on  the  first  floor,  looking  on  the 
Champs  Elysees,  and  into  the  garden-court  of  the  house  below. 
And  on  this  day,  as  the  dinner  was  necessarily  short  (owing  to 
unhappy  circumstances) ,  and  the  gentlemen  wei'e  left  alone 
glumly  drinking  their  wine  or  grog,  and  Mrs.  Baynes  had  gone 
up  stairs  to  lier  own  apartment,  had  slapped  her  l)oys  and  was 
looking  out  of  window  —  was  it  not  provoking  that  of  all  days 
in  the  world  young  Hely  should  ride  up  to  the  house  on  his 
capering  mare,  with  his  flower  in  his  button-hole,  with  his  little 
Tarnished  toe-tips  just  touching  his  stirrups,  and  after  perform- 
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ing  various  carticolades  and  <:!,ainl>:idoos  in  Uie  gaidon,  kiss  his 
yellow-kidded  hand  to  Mfh.  (Jeneral  Barnes  at  tlie  window, 
"hope  Miss  Baynes  was  quite  well,  and  ask  if  he  might  come  in 
and  take  a  cup  of  tea?  Charlotte,  lying  on  Madame's  bed  in 
the  ground-floor  room,  heard  Mr.  Hely's  sweet  voice  asking 
after  her  health,  and  the  crunching  of  his  horse's  hoofs  on  the 
gravel,  and  she  could  even  catch  glimpses  of  that  little  form  as 
the  horse  capered  about  in  the  court,  though  of  course  he  could 
not  see  her  where  she  was  lying  on  the  bed  with  her  letter  in 
her  hand.  Mrs.  Ba^-nes  at  her  window  had  to  wag  her  withered 
head  from  the  casement,  to  groan  out,  "My  daughter  is  lying 
down,  and  has  a  bad  headache,  I  am  sony  to  say,"  and  then 
she  must  have  had  the  mortification  to  see  Hely  caper  off,  after 
waving  her  a  genteel  adieu.  The  ladies  in  the  front  salon,  who 
assembled  after  dinner,  witnessed  the  transaction,  and  Mrs. 
Bunch,  I  dare  say,  had  a  grim  pleasure  at  seeing  Eliza  Baynes's 
young  sprig  of  fashion,  of  whom  Eliza  was  for  ever  bragging, 
come  at  last,  and  obliged  to  ride  away,  not  bootless,  certainl}', 
for  where  were  feet  more  beautifully  chausses  f  but  after  a  boot- 
less errand. 

Meanwhile  the  gentlemen  sat  awhile  in  the  dining-room,  after 
the  British  custom  which  such  veterans  like  too  well  to  give  up. 
Other  two  gentlemen  boarders  went  away,  rather  alarmed  by 
that  storm  and  outbreak  in  which  Charlotte  had  quitted  the 
dinner-table,  and  left  the  old  soldiers  together,  to  enjoy,  accord- 
ing to  their  after-dinner  custom,  a  sober  glass  of  *•' something 
hot,"  as  the  saying  is.  In  truth,  Madame's  wine  was  of  the 
poorest ;  but  what  better  could  j'ou  expect  for  the  money  ? 

Ba3-nes  was  not  eager  to  be  alone  with  Bunch,  and  I  have 
no  doubt  began  to  blush  again  when  he  found  himself  tete-a-tete 
with  his  old  friend.  But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  The  General 
did  not  dare  to  go  up  stairs  to  his  own  quarters,  where  pooi* 
Charlotte  was  probabl}'  crying,  and  her  mother  in  one  of  her 
tantrums.  Then  in  the  salon  there  were  the  ladies  of  the  board- 
ing-house part}",  and  there  Mrs.  Bunch  would  be  sure  to  be  at 
him.  Indeed,  since  the  Baj'neses  were  launched  in  the  great 
world,  Mrs.  Bunch  was  untiringly  sarcastic  in  her  remarks 
about  lords,  ladies,  attaches,  ambassadors,  and  fine  people  in 
general.  So  Ba3-nes  sat  with  his  friend,  in  the  falling  evening, 
in  much  silence,  dipping  his  old  nose  in  the  brandy-and-water. 

Little  square-faced,  red-faced,  whisker-dyed  Colonel  Bunch 
sat  opposite  his  old  companion,  regarding  him  not  without 
scorn.  Bunch  had  a  wife.  Bimch  had  feelings.  Do  3'ou  sup- 
pose those  feelings  had  not  been  worked  upon  by  that  wife  in 
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private  colloquies  ?  Do  you  suppose  —  when  two  old  women 
have  lived  together  in  pretty  much  the  same  rank  of  life  —  if  one 
suddenly  gets  promotion,  is  carried  off  to  higher  spheres,  and 
talks  of  her  new  friends,  the  countesses,  duchesses,  ambassa- 
dresses, as  of  course  she  will  —  do  you  suppose,  I  say,  that  the 
unsuccessful  woman  will  be  pleased  at  the  successful  woman's 
success  ?  Your  knowledge  of  your  own  heart,  m}'  dear  lady, 
must  tell  you  the  truth  in  this  matter.  I  don't  want  3'ou  to 
acknowledge  that  you  are  angry  because  your  sister  has  been 
staying  with  the  Duchess  of  Fitzbattleaxe,  but  you  are,  you 
know.  You  have  made  sneering  remarks  to  3'our  husband  on 
the  subject,  and  such  remarks,  I  have  no  doubt,  were  made  by- 
Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch  to  her  husband,  regarding  her  poor  friend 
Mrs.  General  Baynes. 

During  this  parenthesis  we  have  left  the  General  dipping 
his  nose  in  the  brandy-and-water.  He  can't  keep  it  there  for 
ever.  He  must  come  up  for  air  presently.  His  face  must  come 
out  of  the  drink,  and  sigh  over  the  table. 

"  What's  this  business,  Baynes  ?  "  sa3^s  the  Colonel.  "  What's 
the  matter  ^-ith  poor  Charley  ?  " 

"Family  affairs  —  differences  will  happen,"  says  the  Gen- 
eral. 

"  I  do  hope  and  trust  nothing  has  gone  wrong  with  her  and 
young  Firmin,  Baynes?" 

The  General  does  not  like  those  fixed  eyes  staring  at  him 
under  those  bushy  ej-ebrows,  between  those  bushy,  blackened 
whiskers. 

"Well,  then,  yes.  Bunch,  something  has  gone  wrong;  and 
given  me  and  —  and  Mrs.  Baynes  —  a  deuced  deal  of  pain  too. 
The  3'oung  fellow  has  acted  like  a  blackguard,  brawling  and 
fighting  at  an  ambassador's  ball,  bringing  us  all  to  ridicule. 
He's  not  a  gentleman  ;  that's  the  long  and  short  of  it,  Bunch ; 
and  so  let's  change  the  subject." 

"  Why,  consider  the  provocation  he  had  !  "  cries  the  other,, 
disregarding  entirely  his  friend's  prayer.  "  I  heard  them  talk- 
ing about  the  business  at  Galignani's  this  ver^'  day.  A  fellow 
swears  at  Firmin  ;  runs  at  him  ;  brags  that  he  has  pitched  him 
over  ;  and  is  knocked  down  for  his  pains.  By  (.Tcorge  !  I  think 
Firmin  was  quite  right.  Were  any  man  to  do  as  much  to  me 
or  you,  what  should  we  do,  even  at  our  age?" 

"  AVe  are  military  men.  I  said  I  didn't  wish  to  talk  about 
the  subject.  Bunch,"  says  the  General  in  rather  a  lofty  manner. 

"  You  mean  that  Tom  Bunch  has  no  need  to  put  his  oar  in?" 

*'  Precisely  so,"  says  the  other,  curtly. 
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' '  Mum's  the  word  !  Let  us  talk  about  the  dukes  and  duch- 
esses at  the  ball.  That's  more  in  your  line  now,"  says  the 
Colonel,  with  rather  a  sneer. 

' '  What  do  you  mean  by  duchesses  and  dukes  ?  What  do 
you  know  about  them,  or  what  the  deuce  do  I  care  ?  "  asks  the 
General. 

"Oh,  they  are  tabooed  too  !  Hang  it,  there's  no  satisfying 
you,"  growls  the  Colonel. 

"  Look  here.  Bunch,"  the  General  broke  out ;  "  I  must  speak, 
since  you  won't  leave  me  alone.  I  am  unhappy.  You  can  see 
that  well  enough.  For  two  or  three  nights  past  I  have  had  no 
rest.  This  engagement  of  ray  child  and  Mr.  Firmin  can't 
come  to  any  good.  You  see  what  he  is  —  an  overbearing,  ill- 
conditioned,  quarrelsome  fellow.  What  chance  has  Charle}'  oi 
being  happy  with  such  a  fellow  ? " 

"  I  hold  my  tongue,  Baynes.  You  told  me  not  to  put  my 
oar  in,"  growls  the  Colonel. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  the  way  you  take  it.  Bunch,  of  course  there's 
no  need  for  me  to  go  on  any  more,"  cries  General  Baynes. 
"If  an  old  friend  won't  give  an  old  friend  advice,  b}-  George, 
or  help  him  in  a  strait,  or  sa}'  a  kind  word  when  he's  unhappy, 
I  have  done.  I  have  known  you  for  forty  years,  and  I  am  mis- 
taken in  3'ou  —  that's  all." 

"  There's  no  contenting  you.  You  say,  '  Hold  your  tongue,' 
and  I  shut  my  mouth.  I  hold  my  tongue,  and  3^ou  say,  '  Why 
don't  you  speak?'  Why  don't  I?  Because  you  won't  like 
what  I  say,  Charles  Baynes :  and  so  what's  the  good  of  more 
talking?" 

"  Confound  it !  "  cries  Baynes,  with  a  thump  of  his  glass  on 
the  table,  "  but  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  say,  then,  as  3'ou  will  have  it,"  cries  the  other,  clenching 
his  fists  in  his  pockets,  —  "I  say  you  are  wanting  a  pretext 
for  breaking  off  this  match,  Baynes.  I  don't  say  it  is  a  good 
one,  mind ;  but  your  word  is  passed,  and  3'our  honor  engaged 
to  a  3'oung  fellow  to  whom  you  are  under  deep  obligation." 

' '  What  obligation  ?  AVho  has  talked  to  you  about  my 
private  affairs?"  cries  the  General,  reddening.  "Has  Philip 
Firmin  been  bragging  about  his  — ?  " 

"  You  have  3-ourself,  Ba3-nes.  When  3'ou  arrived  here,  3'ou 
told  me  over  and  over  again  what  the  3'oung  fellow  had  done : 
and  3'OU  certainl3'  thought  he  acted  like  a  gentleman  then.  If 
3'ou  choose  to  break  your  word  to  him  now  —  " 

"  Break  my  word  !  Great  powers,  do  you  know  what  you 
are  saying,  Bunch  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  and  what  you  are  doing,  Baynes," 

' '  Doing  ?  and  wliat  ?  " 

"  A  damned  shabby  action ;  that's  what  you  are  doing,  if 
you  want  to  know.  Don't  tell  me.  AVI13',  do  you  suppose 
.Sarah — do  3'ou  suppose  ever^-body  doesn't  see  what  you  are 
at?  You  think  you  can  get  a  better  match  for  the  girl,  and 
you  and  Eliza  are  going  to  throw  the  young  fellow  over :  and 
the  fellow  who  held  his  hand,  and  might  have  ruined  you,  if  he 
liked.     I  say  it's  a  cowardly  action  !  " 

"  Colonel  Bunch,  do  3*ou  dare  to  use  such  a  word  to  me?  " 
calls  out  the  General,  starting  to  his  feet. 

"  Dare  be  hanged  !  I  say  it's  a  shabby  action  !  "  roars  the 
other,  rising  too. 

"  Hush  !  unless  3'ou  wish  to  disturb  the  ladies  !  Of  course 
you  know  what  your  expression  means,  C'olonel  Bunch  ? "  and 
the  General  drops  his  voice  and  sinks  back  to  his  chair. 

"  I  know  what  m}' words  mean,  and  I  stick  to  'em,  Baynes," 
growls  the  other  ;  "  which  is  more  than  3-ou  can  sa3'  of  yours." 

"  I  am  dee'd  if  an}'  man  alive  shall  use  this  language  to  me," 
says  the  General,  in  the  softest  whisper,  "  without  accounting 
to  me  for  it." 

"  Did  3'Ou  ever  find  me  backward,  Ba3'nes,  at  that  kind  of 
thing?"  growls  the  Colonel,  with  a  face  like  a  lobster,  and  eyes 
starting  from  his  head. 

"  Very  good,  sir.  To-morrow,  at  3'our  earliest  convenience. 
I  shall  be  at  Galignani's  from  eleven  till  one.  With  a  friend, 
if  possible.  —  What  is  it,  m}^  love?  A  game  at  whist?  AVell, 
no,  thank  you  ;  I  think  I  won't  play  cards  to-night." 

It  was  Mrs.  Ba^'nes  who  entered  the  room  when  the  two 
gentlemen  were  quarrelling ;  and  the  bloodthirsty  h3^pocrites 
instantl3'  smoothed  their  ruffled  brows  and  smiled  on  her  with 
perfect  courtes}'. 

"  Whist  —  no  !  T  was  thinking  should  we  send  out  to  meet 
him?     He  has  never  been  in  Paris." 

"  Never  been  in  Paris?  "  said  the  General,  puzzled. 

"  He  will  be  here  to-night,  you  know.  Madame  has  a  room 
ready  for  him." 

"  The  very  thing,  the  verj^  thing!  "  cries  General  Ba3'nes, 
with  great  glee.  And  Mrs.  Baynes,  all  unsuspicious  of  the 
quarrel  between  the  old  friends,  proceeds  to  inform  Colonel, 
Bunch  that  Major  MacWhirter  was  expected  that  evening.  • 
And  then  that  tough  old  Colonel  Bunch  knew  the  cause  of 
Baynes's  delight.  A  second  was  provided  for  the  General  — 
the  ver}'  thing  Baynes  wanted. 
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We  have  seen  how  Mrs.  Bayiies,  after  taking  counsel  with 
her  General,  had  privately  sent  for  MacWhirter.  Her  plan 
was  that  Charlotte's  uncle  should  take  her  for  a  while  to  Tours, 
and  make  her  hear  reason.  Then  Charley's  foolish  passion  for 
Philip  would  pass  smay.  Then,  if  he  dared  to  follow  her  so 
far,  her  aunt  and  uncle,  two  dragons  of  virtue  and  circumspec- 
tion, would  watch  and  guard  her.  Then,  if  Mrs.  Hely  was 
still  of  the  same  mind,  she  and  her  son  might  easily  take  the 
post  to  Tours,  where,  Philip  being  absent,  young  Walsingham 
might  plead  his  passion.  The  best  part  of  the  plan,  perhaps, 
was  the  separation  of  our  young  couple.  Charlotte  would 
recover.  Mrs.  Baynes  was  sure  of  that.  The  little  girl  had 
made  no  outbreak  untU  that  sudden  insurrection  at  dinner 
which  we  have  witnessed  ;  and  her  mother,  who  had  domineered 
over  the  child  all  her  life,  thought  she  was  still  in  her  power. 
She  did  not  know  that  she  had  passed  the  bounds  of  authority, 
and  that  with  her  behavior  to  Philip  her  child's  allegiance  had 
revolted. 

Bunch,  then,  from  Baynes's  look  and  expression,  perfectly 
understood  what  his  adversary  meant,  and  that  the  General's 
second  was  found.  His  own  he  had  in  his  eye  —  a  tough  little 
old  army  surgeon  of  Peninsular  and  Indian  times,  who  lived 
hard  by,  who  would  aid  as  second  and  doctor  too,  if  need  were 
—  and  so  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  as  they  say.  The 
Colonel  would  go  forth  that  very  instant  and  seek  for  Dr.  Mar- 
tin, and  be  hanged  to  Baynes,  and  a  plague  on  the  whole 
transaction  and  the  folly  of  two  old  friends  burning  powder  in 
such  a  quarrel.  But  he  knew  what  a  bloodthirsty'  little  fellow 
that  henpecked,  silent  Baynes  was  when  foused  ;  and  as  for 
himself—  a  fellow  use  that  kind  of  language  to  me  ?  By  George, 
Tom  Bunch  was  not  going  to  balk  him ! 

Whose  was  that  tall  figure  prowling  about  Madame's  house 
in  the  Champs  Elysees  when  Colonel  Bunch  issued  forth  in 
quest  of  his  friend  ;  who  had  been  watched  by  the  police  and 
mistaken  for  a  suspicious  character  ;  who  had  been  looking  up 
at  Madame's  windows  now  that  the  evening  shades  had  fallen  ? 
Oh,  you  goose  of  a  Philip  !  (for  of  course,  my  dears,  you  guess 
that  the  spy  was  P.  F.,  Esq.)  you  look  up  at  the  premie?-,  and 
there  is  the  Beloved  in  Madame's  room  on  the  ground-floor ;  — 
in  yonder  room,  where  a  lamp  is  burning  and  casting  a  faint 
light  across  the  bars  of  the  jalousie.  If  Philip  knew  she  was 
there  he  would  be  transformed  into  a  clematis,  and  climb  up 
the  bars  of  the  window,  and  twine  round  them  all  night.  But 
you  see  he  thinks  she  is  on  the  first  floor ;  and  the  glances  of 
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his  passionate  eyes  are  taking  aim  at  the  wrong  windows. 
And  now  Colonel  Bunch  comes  forth  in  his  stout  strutting  wa}', 
in  his  little  military  cape  —  quick  march  —  and  Philip  is  startled 
like  a  guilty  thing  surprised,  and  dodges  behind  a  tree  in  the 
avenue. 

The  Colonel  departed  on  his  murderous  eiTand.  Philip  still 
continues  to  ogle  the  window  of  his  heart  (the  wrong  window), 
defiant  of  the  policeman,  who  tells  him  to  circuler.  He  has  not 
watched  here  many  minutes  more,  ere  a  hackney-coach  drives 
up  with  portmanteaus  on  the  roof  and  a  lady  and  gentleman 
within. 

You  see  Mrs.  MacWhirter  thought  she,  as  well  as  her  hus- 
band, might  have  a  peep  at  Paris.  As  Mac's  coach-hire  was 
paid,  Mrs.  Mac  could  afford  a  little  outlay  of  money.  And  if 
they  were  to  bring  Charlotte  back  —  Charlotte  in  grief  and  agi- 
tation, poor  child  —  a  matron,  an  aunt,  would  be  a  much  fitter 
companion  for  her  than  a  major,  however  gentle.  So  the  pair 
of  MacWhirters  journeyed  from  Tours  —  a  long  journey  it  was 
before  railways  were  invented  —  and  after  four-and-twenty 
hours  of  squeeze  in  the  diligence,  presented  themselves  at 
nightfall  at  Madame  Smolensk's. 

The  Baynes  boys  dashed  into  the  garden  at  the  sound  of 
wheels.  "Mamma  —  mamma!  it's  uncle  Mac!"  these  inno- 
cents cried,  as  they  ran  to  the  railings.  "  Uncle  Mac  I  what 
could  bring  him  ?  Oh  !  the}-  are  going  to  send  me  to  him  !  they 
are  going  to  send  me  to  him !  "  thought  Charlotte,  starting  on 
her  bed.  And  on  this  I  dare  say,  a  certain  locket  was  kissed 
more  vehemently  than  ever. 

"  I  say,  Ma !  "  cries  the  ingenuous  Moira,  jumping  back  to 
the  hohse  ;  "  it's  uncle  Mac,  and  aunt  Mac,  too  !  " 

'■^Whatf"  cries  mamma,  with  anything  but  pleasure  in  her 
voice  ;  and  then  turning  to  the  dining-room,  where  her  husband 
still  sat,  she  called  out,  "General!  here's  MacWhirter  and 
4^:mily ! " 

Mrs.  Baynes  gave  her  sister  a  vevy  grim  kiss. 

"  Dearest  Eliza,  I  thought  it  was  such  a  good  opportunity 
of  coming,  and  that  I  might  be  so  useful,  you  know  !  "  pleads 
Emily. 

"Thank  you.  IIow  do  you  do,  MacWhirter?"  says  the 
grim  Generale. 

"  Glad  to  see  you,  Baynes,  my  boy  !  " 

"How  d'ye  do,  Emily?  Boys,  bring  your  uncle's  traps. 
Didn't  know  Emily  was  coming,  Mac.  Hope  there's  room  for 
her !  "  sighs  the  General,  coming  forth  from  his  parlor. 
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The  major  was  struck  by  the  sad  looks  and  pallor  of  his 
brother-in-law.  "  B}'  George,  Baynes,  3011  look  as  yellow  as  a 
guinea.    How's  Tom  Bunch  ? " 

' '  Come  into  this  room  along  with  me.  Have  some  brandy- 
and-water,  Mae.  Auguste  !  Odevie  O  sho  !  "  calls  the  General ; 
and  Auguste,  who  out  of  the  new-comers'  six  packages  has 
daintil}'  taken  one  very  small  mackintosh  cushion,  says  ^  Com- 
ment? encore  du  grog.  General?  "  and,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
disappears  to  procure  the  refreshment  at  his  leisure. 

The  sisters  disappear  to  their  embraces  ;  the  brothers-in-law 
retreat  to  the  salle-a-manger,  where  General  Baynes  has  been 
sitting,  gloomy  and  lonely,  for  half  an  hour  past,  thinking  of 
his  quarrel  with  his  old  comrade.  Bunch.  He  and  Bunch  have 
been  chums  for  more  than  forty  years.  They  have  been  in 
action  together,  and  honorably  mentioned  in  the  same  report. 
The}'  have  had  a  great  regard  for  each  other  ;  and  each  knows 
the  other  is  an  obstinate?*  old  mule,  and,  in  a  quarrel,  will  die 
rather  than  give  way.  They  have  had  a  dispute  out  of  which 
there  is  onl}'  one  issue.  Words  have  passed  which  no  man, 
however  old,  by  George  !  can  brook  from  any  friend,  however 
intimate,  by  Jove !  No  wonder  Ba^-nes  is  grave.  His  family 
is  large  ;  his  means  are  small.  To-morrow  he  may  be  under 
fii'e  of  an  old  friend's  pistol.  In  such  an  extremity  he  knows 
how  each  will  behave.  No  wonder,  I  sa}-,  the  General  is 
solemn. 

"What's  in  the  wind  now,  Baynes?"  asks  the  Major, 
after  a  little  drink  and  a  long  silence.  "How  is  poor  little 
Char?" 

"  Infernall}'  ill  —  I  mean  behaved  infernally  ill,"  says  the 
General,  biting  his  lips. 

' '  Bad  business  !  Bad  business  !  Poor  little  child  !  "  cries 
the  Major. 

"  Insubordinate  little  devil !  "  sa3's  the  pale  General,  grind- 
ing his  teeth.     "  We'll  see  which  shall  be  master !  " 

' '  What !  you  have  had  words  ?  " 

"  At  this  table,  this  very  day.  She  sat  here  and  defied  her 
mother  and  mo.  by  George  !  and  flung  out  of  the  room  like  a 
traged}'  queen.  8he  must  be  tamed,  Mac,  or  my  name's  not 
Baj'ues." 

MacWhirter  knew  his  relative  of  old,  and  that  this  quiet, 
submissive  inan,  when  angr}',  worked  up  to  a  white  heat  as  it 
were.  "Sad  affair;  hope  you'll  both  come  round,  Baynes," 
sighs  the  Major,  tiying  bootless  commonplaces  ;  and  seeing 
this  last  remark  had  no  effect,  he  bethought  him  of  recurring  to 
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Lheir  Jiiutiuil  frieiKl.  "  How's  Tom  Bunch?"  the  Major  asked, 
cheerily. 

At  this  question  Bajnes  grinned  in  such  a  ghastly  wa}^  that 
MacWhirter  e^'ed  him  with  wonder.  "Colonel  Bunch  is  very 
well,"  the  General  said,  in  a  dismal  voice  ;  "  at  least,  he  was 
half  an  hour  ago.  He  was  sitting  there  ;  "  and  he  pointed  to  an 
empty  spoon  lying  in  an  empt}'  beaker,  whence  the  spirit  and 
water  had  departed. 

"What  has  been  the  matter,  Ba3'nes?"  asked  the  Major. 
"  Has  anj'thing  happened  between  3'ou  and  Tom?" 

"  I  mean  that,  half  an  hour  ago,  Colonel  Bunch  used  words 
to  me  which  I'll  bear  from  no  man  alive  :  and  you  have  arrived 
just  in  the  nick  of  time,  MacWhirter,  to  take  my  message  to 
him.    Hush!   here's  the  drink." 

"  Voici,  Messieurs  !  "  Auguste  at  length  has  brought  up  a 
second  supply  of  brandy-and-water.  The  veterans  mingled 
their  jorums  ;  and  whilst  his  brother-in-law  spoke,  the  alarmed 
MacWhirter  sipped  occasiouallj'  intentusque  ora  tenebat. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

I  CHARGE  YOU,  DROP  YOUR  DAGGERS  ! 

General  Baynes  began  the  storj'  which  3'ou  and  I  have 
heard  at  length.  He  told  it  in  his  own  way.  He  grew  ver}' 
angry  with  himself  whilst  defending  himself.  He  had  to  abuse 
Philip  very  fiercely,  in  order  to  excuse  his  own  act  of  treason. 
lie  had  to  show  that  his  act  was  not  his  act;  that,  after  all,  he 
never  had  promised  ;  and  that,  if  he  had  promised,  Philip's 
atrocious  conduct  ought  to  absolve  him  from  any  previous 
[)romise.  I  do  not  wonder  that  the  General  was  abusive,  and 
out  of  temper.  Such  a  crime  as  he  was  committing  can't  be 
performed  cheerfully  by  a  man  who  is  habitually  gentle,  gener- 
ous, and  honest.  I  do  not  sa}'  that  men  cannot  cheat,  cannot 
lie,  cannot  inflict  torture,  cannot  commit  raseallj'  actions,  with- 
out in  the  least  losing  their  equanimity ;  but  these  are  men 
habitually  false,  knavish,  and  cruel.  They  are  accustomed  to 
break  their  promises,  to  cheat  their  neighbors  in  bargains,  and 
what  not.  A  roguish  word  or  action  more  or  less  is  of  little 
matter  to  them:  their  remorse  only  awakens  after  detection, 
and  they  don't  begin  to  repent  till  they  come  sentenced  out  of 
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the  dock.  But  here  was  an  ordinarily  just  man  withdrawing 
from  his  promise,  turning  his  back  on  his  benefactor,  and  justi- 
fying himself  to  himself  by  maligning  the  man  whom  he  injured. 
It  is  not  an  uncommon  event,  my  dearly  beloved  brethren  and 
esteemed  miserable  sister  sinners  ;  but  you  like  to  say  a  preacher 
is  "  cynical"  who  admits  this  sad  truth  —  and,  perhaps,  don't 
care  to  hear  about  the  subject  on  more  than  one  day  in  the 
week. 

80,  in  order  to  make  out  some  sort  of  case  for  himself,  our 
poor  good  old  General  Baynes  cliose  to  think  and  declare  that 
Philip  was  so  violent,  ill-conditioned,  and  abandoned  a  fellow, 
that  no  faith  ought  to  be  kept  with  him ;  and  that  Colonel 
Bunch  had  behaved  with  such  brutal  insolence  that  Baynes  must 
call  him  to  account.  As  for  the  fact  that  there  was  another,  a 
richer,  and  a  much  more  eligible  suitor,  who  was  likely  to  offer 
for  his  daughter,  Baynes  did  not  happen  to  touch  on  this  point  at 
all ;  preferring  to  speak  of  Philip's  hopeless  povert}',  disrepu- 
table conduct,  and  gross  and  careless  behavior. 

Now  MacWhirter,  having,  I  suppose,  little  to  do  at  Tours, 
had  read  Mrs.  Baynes's  letters  to  her  sister  Emily,  and  remem- 
bered them.  Indeed,  it  was  but  very  few  months  since  Eliza 
Baynes's  letters  had  been  full  of  praise  of  Philip,  of  his  love  for 
Charlotte,  and  of  his  noble  generosity  in  foregoing  the  great 
claim  which  he  had  upon  the  General,  his  mother's  careless 
trustee.  Philip  was  the  first  suitor  Charlotte  had  had :  in  her 
first  glow  of  pleasure,  Charlotte's  mother  had  covered  yards  of 
paper  with  compliments,  interjections,  and  those  scratches  or 
dashes  under  her  words,  by  which  some  ladies  are  accustomed 
to  point  their  satire  or  emphasize  their  delight.  He  was  an 
admirable  young  man  —  wild,  but  generous,  handsome,  noble  1 
He  had  forgiven  his  father  tliousands  and  thousands  of  pounds 
which  the  doctor  owed  him  —  all  his  mother's  fortune  ;  and  he 
had  acted  most  nobly  by  her  trustees  —  that  she  must  sa^-,  though 
[)oor  dear  weak  Baynes  was  one  of  them  !  Baynes  who  was  as 
simple  as  a  child.  Major  Mac  and  his  wife  had  agreed  tliat 
Philip's  forbearance  was  ver}"  generous  and  kind,  but  after  all 
that  there  was  no  special  cause  for  rapture  at  the  notion  of  their 
niece  marrying  a  struggling  young  fellow  without  a  penny  in 
the  world  ;  and  they  had  been  not  a  little  amused  with  the 
change  of  tone  in  Eliza's  later  letters,  when  she  began  to  go 
out  in  the  great  world,  and  to  look  coldly  upon  poor,  penniless 
Firmin,  her  hero  of  a  few  months  since.  Then  Emil,y  remem- 
bered how  Eliza  had  always  been  fond  of  great  people  ;  how 
her  head  was  turned  by  going  to  a  few  parties  at  Governineut 
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House ;  now  absurdty  she  went  on  with  that  httle  creature 
Fitzrickets  (because  he  was  an  Honorable,  forsooth,)  at  Dum- 
dum. EUza  was  a  good  wife  to  Ba3nes  ;  a  good  mother  to  the 
children ;  and  made  both  ends  of  a  narrow  income  meet  with 
surprising  dexterity' ;  but  Emil>'  was  bound  to  say  of  her  sister 
Eliza,  that  a  more,  &c.  &c.  &c.  And  when  the  news  came  at 
length  that  Philip  was  to  be  thrown  overboard,  Emily  clapped 
her  hands  together,  and  said  to  her  husband,  "Now,  Mac, 
didn't  I  always  tell  you  so?  If  she  could  get  a  fashionable 
husband  for  Charlotte,  I  knew  my  sister  would  put  the  doctor's 
son  to  the  door  ! "  That  the  poor  child  would  suffer  consider- 
ably, her  aunt  was  assured.  Indeed,  before  her  own  union 
with  Mac,  Emily  had  undergone  heartbreakings  and  pangs  of 
separation  on  her  own  account.  The  poor  child  would  want 
comfort  and  companionship.  She  would  go  to  fetch  her  niece. 
And  though  the  Major  said,  "  M}'  dear,  you  want  to  go  to 
Paris,  and  buy  a  new  bonnet,"  Mrs.  MacWhirtcr  spurned  the 
insinuation,  and  came  to  Paris  from  a  mere  sense  of  dut}'. 

So  Baj'ues  poured  out  his  history  of  wrongs  to  his  brother- 
in-law,  who  marvelled  to  hear  a  man,  ordinarily  chary  of  words 
and  cool  of  demeanor,  so  angr}'  and  so  voluble.  If  he  had  done 
a  bad  action,  at  least,  after  doing  it,  Baynes  had  the  grace  t© 
be  very  much  out  of  humor.  If  I  ever,  for  m^'  part,  do  any- 
thing wrong  in  my  famih',  or  to  them,  I  accompany  that  action 
with  a  furious  rage  and  blustering  passion.  I  won't  have  wife 
or  children  question  it.  No  querulous  Nathan  of  a  famih* 
friend  (or  an  incommodious  conscience,  may  be,)  shall  come 
and  lecture  me  about  mj-  ill-doings.  No  —  no.  Out  of  the 
house  with  him !  Awa^-,  3-ou  preaching  bugbear,  don't  try  to 
frighten  me!  Ba3'nes,  I  suspect,  to  browbeat,  bully,  and  out- 
talk  the  Nathan  pleading  in  his  heart  —  Baynes  will  outbawl 
that  prating  monitor,  and  thrust  that  inconvenient  preacher  out 
of  sight,  out  of  hearing,  drive  him  with  angry  words  from  the 
gate.  Ah  !  in  vain  we  expel  him  ;  and  bid  John  say,  not  at 
home  !  There  he  is  when  we  wake,  sitting  at  om-  bed-foot. 
We  throw  him  overboard  for  daring  to  put  an  oar  in  our  boat. 
Whose  ghastl}-  head  is  that  looking  up  from  the  water  and 
swimming  alongside  us,  row  we  never  so  swifth'?  Fire  at  him. 
Brain  him  with  an  oar,  one  of  3'ou,  and  pull  on !  Flash  goes 
the  pistol.  Surel3'  that  oar  has  stove  the  old  skull  in?  See  ! 
there  comes  the  awful  companion  popping  up  out  of  water 
again,  and  crying,  ''Ilemember,  remember,  1  am  here,  1  am 
here !  "  Baynes  had  thought  to  bull3'  awa3'  one  monitor  bN'  the 
threat  of  a  pistol,  and  here  was  another  swimming  alongside  ol 
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his  boat.  And  would  3'ou  have  it  otherwise,  my  dear  reader, 
for  you,  forme?  That  you  aud  1  shall  commit  sins,  in  this, 
and  ensuing  years,  is  certain  ;  but  I  hope  —  I  hope  they  won't 
be  past  pra^'ing  for.  Here  is  Barnes,  having  just  done  a  bad 
action,  in  a  dreadfully  wicked,  murderous,  and  dissatisfied  state 
of  mind.  His  chafing,  bleeding  temper  is  one  raw;  his  whole 
soul  one  rage,  and  wrath,  and  fever.  Charles  Baynes,  thou  old 
sinner,  I  pray  that  heaven  may  turn  thee  to  a  better  state  of 
mind.  I  will  kneel  down  by  thy  side,  scatter  ashes  on  my  own 
bald  pate,  and  we  will  quaver  out  Peccavimus  together. 

"In  one  word,  the  young  man's  conduct  has  been  so  out- 
rageous and  disreputable  that  I  can't,  Mac,  as  a  father  of  a 
family,  consent  to  my  girl's  marrying  him.  Out  of  a  regard  for 
her  happiness,  it  is  my  dut^^  to  break  off*  the  engagement,"  cries 
the  General,  finishing  the  stor}-. 

' '  Has  he  formally  released  you  from  that  trust  business  ?  " 
asked  the  Major. 

"  Good  heavens,  Mac !  "  cries  the  General,  turning  very  red. 
' '  You  know  I  am  as  innocent  of  all  wrong  towards  him  as  you 
are ! " 

"  Innocent  —  only  you  did  not  look  to  3'our  trust  —  " 

"  I  think  ill  of  him,  sir.  I  think  he  is  a  wild,  reckless,  over- 
bearing young  fellow,"  calls  out  the  General,  ver}'  quickly,  "who 
would  make  my  child  miserable  ;  but  I  don't  think  he  is  such 
a  blackguard  as  to  come  down  on  a  retired  elderly  man  with  a 
poor  family  —  a  numerous  family ;  a  man  who  has  bled  and 
fought  for  his  sovereign  in  the  Peninsula,  and  in  India,  as  the 
'  Army  List'  will  show  3'on,  by  George  !  I  don't  think  Firmin 
will  be  such  a  scoundrel  as  to  come  down  on  me,  I  say ;  and  I 
must  say,  MacWhirter,  I  think  it  most  unhandsome  of  3'ou  to 
allude  to  it  —  most  unhandsome,  by  George  !  " 

"  Why,  j-ou  are  going  to  break  off  j^our  bargain  with  him  ; 
why  should  he  keep  his  compact  with  you?"  asks  the  gruff 
Major. 

"  Because,"  shouted  the  General,  "  it  would  be  a  sin  and  a 
(sliame  that  an  old  man  with  seven  children,  and  broken  health, 
who  has  served  in  every  place  —  yes,  in  the  West  and  East 
Indies,  b}-  George  !  —  in  Canada  —  in  the  Peninsula,  and  at 
New  Orleans  ;  —  because  he  has  been  deceived  and  humbugged 
by  a  miserable  scoundrel  of  a  doctor  into  signing  a  sham  paper, 
by  George  !  should  be  ruined,  and  his  poor  children  and  wife 
driven  to  beggary,  by  Jove  !  as  3'Ou  seem  to  recommend  3'oung 
Firmin  to  do.  Jack  MacWhirter ;  and  I  tell  3'Ou  what,  Major 
MacWhirter,  I  take  it  dee'd  unfriendly  of  3^ou  ;  and  I'll  troublo 
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you  not  to  put  your  oar  into  my  boat^  and  meddle  with  my  affairs, 
that's  all,  and  I'll  know  who's  at  the  bottom  of  it,  by  Jove ! 
It's  the  gray  mare,  Mac  —  it's  3'our  better  half,  MacWhirter  — 
it's  that  confounded,  meddling,  sneaking,  backbiting,  domi- 
neering —  " 

"  What  next?  "  roared  the  Major.  "  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  Do  3'ou 
think  I  don't  know^,  Baynes,  who  has  put  3'ou  on  doing  what 
I  have  no  hesitation  in  calling  a  most  sneaking  and  rascally 
action  —  3'es,  a  rascally  action,  by  George  !  I  am  not  going  to 
mince  matters  !  Don't  come  your  Major-General  or  your  Mrs. 
Major-General  over  me  !  It's  Eliza  that  has  set  3'ou  on.  And 
if  Tom  Bunch  has  been  telling  yon  that  you  have  been  breaking 
from  3'our  word,  and  are  acting  shabbily,  Tom  is  right ;  and 
you  maj^  get  somebod}^  else  to  go  out  with  3'ou,  General  Ba3'nes, 
for,  b3^  George,  I  won't !  " 

"  Have  3-ou  come  all  the  way  from  Tours,  Mac,  in  order  to 
insult  me?"  asks  the  General. 

' '  I  came  to  do  3'ou  a  friendly  tuin  ;  to  take  charge  of  3'our 
lX)or  girl,  upon  whom  you  are  being  very  hard,  Ba3'nes.  And 
this  is  the  reward  I  get !  Thank  you.  No  more  grog !  What 
I  have  had  is  rather  too  strong  for  me  alread3\"  And  the  Major 
looks  down  with  an  expression  of  scoi'u  at  the  emptied  beaker, 
the  idle  spoon  before  him. 

As  the  warriors  wei^e  quarrelling  over  their  cups,  there  came 
to  them  a  noise  as  of  brawling  and  of  female  voices  without. 
"Mais,  madame  ! "  pleads  Madame  Smolensk,  in  her  grave 
way.  "  Taisez-vous,  madame,  laissez-moi  tranquille,  s'il  vous 
plait !  "  exclaims  the  well-known  voice  of  Mrs.  General  Ba3'nes, 
which  I  own  was  never  very  pleasant  to  me,  either  in  anger  or 
good-hunio)-.  "  And  your  Little,  —  who  tries  to  sleep  in  my 
chamber !  "  again  pleads  the  mistress  of  the  hoarding-house. 
"Vous  n'avez  i)as  droit  d'appeler  Mademoiselle  Baynes  petite  !  " 
calls  out  the  General's  lady.  And  Baynes,  who  was  fighting 
and  quai-rcUing  himself  just  now,  trembled  when  he  heard  her. 
His  angry  face  assumed  an  alarmed  expression.  He  looked  for 
means  of  escape.  He  appealed  for  protection  to  MacWhirter, 
whose  nose  he  had  been  read3^  to  pull  anon.  Samson  was  a 
mighty  man,  but  he  was  a  fool  in  the  hands  of  a  woman.  Her- 
cules was  a  brave  man  and  a  strong,  but  Omphale  twisted  him 
round  her  spindle.  Even  so  Baynes,  who  had  fought  in  India, 
Spain,  America,  trembled  before  the  partner  of  his  bed  and 
name. 

It  was  an  unlucky  afternoon.  Whilst  the  husbands  had  been 
quarrelling  iu  the  dining-room  over  brandv-aud-water.  the  wives, 
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the  sisters,  had  been  lighting  over  their  tea  in  the  salon.  I  don't 
know  what  the  other  boarders  were  about.  Phihp  never  told 
me.  Perhaps  they  had  left  the  room  to  give  the  sisters  a  free 
opportunity  for  embraces  and  confidential  communication.  Per- 
haps there  were  no  lady  boarders  left.  Howbeit,  Emily  and 
Eliza  had  tea ;  and  betore  that  refreshing  meal  was  concluded, 
those  dear  women  were  fighting  as  hard  as  their  husbands  in 
the  adjacent  chamber. 

Eliza,  in  the  first  place,  was  very  angry  at  Emily's  coming 
without  invitation.  Emily,  on  her  part,  was  angry  with  Eliza 
for  being  angry.  "  I  am  sure,  Eliza,"  said  the  spirited  and 
injured  MacWhirter,  "  that  is  the  third  time  you  have  alluded 
to  it  since  we  have  been  here.  Had  3'ou  and  all  your  family  come 
to  Tours,  Mac  and  I  would  have  made  them  welcome  —  children 
and  all ;  and  I  am  sure  3'ours  make  trouble  enough  in  a  house." 

"  A  private  house  is  not  like  a  boarding-house,  Emily. 
Here  Madame  makes  us  pay  frightfully  for  extras,"  remarks 
Mrs.  Baynes. 

"I  am  sorry  I  came,  Eliza.  Let  us  sa}^  no  more  about  it. 
I  can't  go  away  to-night,"  says  the  other. 

"  And  most  unkind  it  is  that  speech  to  make,  Emily.  Any 
more  tea  ?  " 

"  Most  unpleasant  to  have  to  make  that  speech,  Eliza.  To 
travel  a  whole  day  and  night  —  and  I  never  able  to  sleep  in  a 
diligence  —  to  hasten  to  m}'  sister  because  I  thought  she  was 
in  trouble,  because  I  thought  a  sister  might  comfort  her ;  and 
to  be  received  as  you're  —  as  you  —  oh,  oh,  oh  —  boh!  How 
stoopid  I  am  !  "  A  handkerchief  dries  the  tears  :  a  smelling- 
bottle  restores  a  little  composure.  "When  you  came  to  us  at 
Dumdum,  with  two — o — o  children  in  the  hooping-cough,  I 
am  sure  Mac  and  I  gave  3'ou  a  very  difl^erent  welcome." 

The  other  was  smitten  with  remorse.  She  remembered  her 
sister's  kindness  in  former  days.  "I  did  not  mean,  sister,  to 
give  3'ou  pain,"  she  said.  "But  I  am  very  unhappy  myself, 
Emily.     My  child's  conduct  is  making  me  most  unhappy'." 

"  And  very  good  reason  you  have  to  be  unhappy,  Eliza,  if 
woman  ever  had,"  says  the  other. 

"  Oh,  indeed,  yes  !  "  gasps  the  General's  lad3^ 

"  If  any  woman  ought  to  feel  remorse,  Eliza  Baynes,  I  am 
sure  it's  3'Ou.  Sleepless  nights  !  What  was  mine  in  the  dili- 
gence, compared  to  the  nights  you  must  have?  I  said  so  to 
myself.     '  I  am  wretched,'  I  said,  '  but  what  must  she  be?'" 

"  Of  course,  as  a  feeling  mother,  I  feel  that  poor  Charlotte 
is  imhapp3',  my  dear." 
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"•  But  what  makes  her  so,  my  dear  ?  "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter. 
who  presently  showed  that  she  was  mistress  of  the  whole  con- 
troversy. "No  wonder  Charlotte  is  unhapp}^  dear  love! 
Can  a  girl  be  engaged  to  a  young  man,  a  most  interesting 
young  man,  a  clever,  accomplished,  highl}'  educated  3'oung 
man  —  " 

"  W/iatV'  cries  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"'Haven't  I  your  letters?  I  have  them  all  in.  my  desk. 
They  are  in  that  hall  now.  Didn't  you  tell  me  so  over  and 
over  again  ;  and  rave  about  him,  till  I  thought  3'ou  were  in  love 
with  him  yourself  almost ?  "  cries  Mrs.  Mac. 

"  A  most  indecent  observation  !  "  cries  out  Eliza  Baynes,  in 
her  deep,  awful  voice.  *'  No  woman,  no  sister,  shall  say  that 
to  me  ! " 

' '  Shall  I  go  and  get  the  letters  ?  It  used  to  be  '  Dear  Philip 
has  just  left  us.  Dear  Philip  has  been  more  than  a  son  to  me. 
He  is  our  preserver ! '  Didn't  you  write  all  that  to  me  over 
and  over  again ?  And  because  30U  have  found  a  richer  hus- 
band for  Charlotte,  you  are  going  to  turn  your  preserver  out  of 
doors  ! " 

"  Emily  MacWhirter,  am  I  to  sit  here  and  be  accused  of 
crimes,  uninvited^  mind  —  uninvited^  mind,  b}'  my  sister?  Is 
a  general  officer's  lad}'  to  be  treated  in  this  way  by  a  brevet- 
major's  wife?  Though  3'Ou  are  m^'  senior  in  age,  Emily,  I  am 
yours  in  rank.  Out  of  any  room  in  England,  but  this,  I  go 
before  3'ou  !  And  if  you  have  come  uninvited  all  the  way  from 
Tours  to  insult  me  in  my  own  house  —  " 

"  House,  indeed  !  prett}'  house  !  Everybody'  else's  house  as 
well  aa  3'ours  !  " 

"  Such  as  it  is,  I  never  asked  you  to  come  into  it,  Emily  !  " 

"  Oh,  3'es  !  You  wish  me  to  go  out  in  the  night.  Mac  !  I 
say ! " 

"  Emily  !  "  cries  the  Generaless. 

"  Mac,  I  say  ! "  screams  the  Majoress,  flinging  open  the 
door  of  the  salon,  "  my  sister  wishes  me  to  go.  Do  you  hear 
me?" 

"  Au  nom  de  Dieu,  madame,  pensez  h.  cette  pauvre  petite, 
qui  souffre  a  cote,"  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  pointing  to 
her  own  adjoining  chamber,  in  which,  we  have  said,  our  poor 
little  Charlotte  was  l3ing. 

"Nappley  pas  iviadamaselle  Baynes  petite,  sivoplay!" 
booms  out  Mrs.  Baynes's  contralto. 

"MacWhirter,  I  say.  Major  MacWhirter!"  cries  Emily, 
flinging  open  the  door  of  the  dining-room  where  the  two  gentle- 
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men  were  knockiug  their  own  heads  together.  "  MacWhirter ! 
My  sister  chooses  to  insult  me,  and  say  that  a  brevet-major's 
wife  —  " 

' '  By  George  !  are  you  fighting,  too  ?  "  asks  the  General. 

"  Baynes,  Emily  MacWhirter  has  insulted  me  !  "  cries  Mrs. 
Baj'nes. 

"  It  seems  to  have  been  a  settled  thing  beforehand,"  yells 
the  General.  "Major  MacWhirter  has  done  the  same  thing 
by  me !  He  has  forgotten  that  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  that 
I  am." 

"  He  only  insults  you  because  he  thinks  you  are  his  relative, 
and  must  bear  everything  from  him,"  says  the  General's  wife. 

"  B}'  George  !  I  will  not  bear  everj'thing  from  him  !  "  shouts 
the  General.  The  two  gentlemen  and  their  two  wives  are 
squabbling  in  the  hall.  Madame  and  the  servants  are  peering 
up  from  the  kitchen-regions.  I  dare  say  the  boys  from  the 
topmost  banisters  are  saying  to  each  other,  ' '  Row  between  Ma 
and  Aunt  Mac !  "  I  dare  say  scared  little  Charlotte,  in  her 
temporary  apartment,  is,  for  a  while,  almost  forgetful  of  her 
own  grief;  and  wondering  what  quarrel  is  agitating  her  aunt 
and  mother,  her  father  and  uncle  ?  Place  the  remaining  male 
and  female  boarders  about  in  the  corridors  and  on  the  landings, 
in  various  attitudes  expressive  of  interest,  of  satiric  commen- 
taiy,  wrath  at  being  disturbed  by  unseemly  domestic  quarrel : 
—  in  what  posture  you  will.  As  for  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  she, 
poor  thing,  does  not  know  that  the  General  and  her  own  Colonel 
have  entered  on  a  mortal  quarrel.  She  imagines  the  dis- 
pute is  only  between  Mrs.  Baynes  and  her  sister  as  yet;  and 
she  has  known  this  pair  quarrelling  for  a  score  of  years  past. 
'•  Toujours  comme  ga,  fighting  vous  savez,  et  puis  make 
it  up  again.  Oui,"  she  explains  to  a  French  friend  on  the 
lauding. 

In  the  very  midst  of  this  storm  Colonel  Bunch  returns,  his 
friend  and  second,  Dr.  Martin,  on  his  arm.  He  does  not  know 
that  two  battles  have  been  fought  since  his  own  combat.  His, 
we  will  say.  was  Ligu}-.  Then  came  Quatre-Bras,  in  which 
Baynes  and  MacWhirter  were  engaged.  Then  came  the  general 
action  of  Waterloo.  And  here  enters  Colonel  Bunch,  quite 
unconscious  of  the  great  engagements  which  have  taken  place 
since  his  temporary'  retreat  in  search  of  reinforcements. 

"  How  are  3'ou,  MacWhirter?  "  cries  the  Colonel  of  the  pur- 
ple whiskers.  "  My  fi-iend.  Dr.  Martin  !  "  And  as  he  addresses 
himself  to  the  General,  his  eyes  almost  start  out  of  his  head,  as 
if  they  would  shoot  themselves  into  the  breast  of  that  oflScer, 
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"  M3'  dear,  hush!  Emily  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better 
defer  this  most  painful  dispute  ?  The  whole  house  is  listening 
to  us  !  "  whispers  the  General,  in  a  rapid  low  voice.  "  Doctor 
—  Colonel  Bunch  —  Major  MacWhirter,  had  we  not  better  go 
into  the  dining-room  ?  " 

The  General  and  the  Doctor  go  first.  Major  MacWhirter  and 
Colonel  Bun«h  pause  at  the  door.  Says  Bunch  to  MacWhirter  : 
"■Major,  you  act  as  the  General's  friend  in  this  affair?  It's 
most  awkward,  but,  by  George  !  Baynes  has  said  things  to  me 
that  I  won't  bear,  were  he  m}'  own  flesh  and  blood,  b}^  George  ! 
And  I  know  him  a  deuced  deal  too  well  to  think  he  will  ever 
apologize  !  " 

"  He  has  said  things  to  me.  Bunch,  that  I  won't  bear  from 
fifty  brother-iu-laws,  by  George  !  "  growls  MacWhirter. 

"  What?     Don't  you  bring  me  an}'  message  from  him?" 

"  I  tell  you,  Tom  Bunch,  I  want  to  send  a  message  to  him. 
Invite  me  to  his  house,  and  insult  me  and  Emily  when  we  come  ! 
By  George,  it  makes  my  blood  boil !  Insult  us  after  travelling 
twenty-four  hours  in  a  confounded  diligence,  and  say  we're  not 
invited  !     He  and  his  little  catamaran." 

"  Hush  !  "  interposed  Buncli. 

"I  say  catamaran,  sir!  don't  tell  me!  They  came  and 
stayed  with  us  four  months  at  Dumdum  —  the  children  ill  with 
the  pip,  or  some  confounded  thing  —  went  to  Europe,  and  left 
me  to  pa}'^  the  doctor's  bill ;  and  now,  by " 

Was  the  Major  going  to  invoke  George,  the  Cappadocian 
champion,  or  Ol^-mpiau  Jove?  At  this  moment  a  door,  by 
which  the}'  stood,  opens.  You  may  remember  there  were  three 
doors,  all  on  that  landing ;  if  30U  doubt  me,  go  and  see  the 
house  (Avenue  de  Valmy,  Champs  Elysees,  Paris).  A  third 
door  opens,  and  a  young  lady  comes  out,  looking  ver}^  pale  and 
sad,  and  lior  hair  hanging  over  her  shoulders  ;  —  her  hair,  which 
hung  in  rich  clusters  generally,  but  I  suppose  tears  have  put  it 
all  out  of  curl. 

"  Is  it  you,  uncle  Mac?  I  thought  I  knew  your  voice,  and 
I  heard  aunt  Emily's,"  says  the  little  person. 

"Yes,  it  is  I,  Charle}',"  says  uncle  Mac.  And  he  looks 
into  the  round  face,  which  looks  so  wild  and  is  so  full  of  grief 
unutterable  that  uncle  Mac  is  quite  melted,  and  takes  the  child 
to  his  arms,  and  says,  "  What  is  it,  my  dear?"  And  he  quite 
forgets  that  he  proposes  to  blow  her  father's  brains  out  in  the 
morning.     "  How  hot  your  little  hands  are  !  " 

"  Uncle,  uncle  !  "  she  says,  in  a  swift  febrile  whisper,  "  you're 
come  to  take  me  awaj-,  I  know.     I  heard  you  and  papa,  I  heard 
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mamma  and  aimt  P^mily  speaking  quite  loud  !  But  if  I  go  — 
I'll  —  I'll  never  love  any  but  him  !  " 

"  But  whom,  dear  ?  " 

"ButPhiUp,  uncle." 

"By  George,  Char,  no  more  you  shall!"  says  the  Major. 
And  herewith  the  poor  child,  who  had  been  sitting  up  on  her 
bed  whilst  this  quarrelling  of  sisters,  —  whilst  this  brawling  of 
majors,  generals,  colonels,  —  whilst  this  coming  of  hackney- 
coaches,  —  whilst  this  arrival  and  departure  of  visitors  on 
horseback,  —  had  been  taking  place,  gave  a  fine  hysterical 
scream,  and  fell  into  her  uncle's  arms  laughing  and  crying 
wildly. 

This  outcry,  of  course,  brought  the  gentlemen  from  their 
adjacent  room,  and  the  ladies  from  theirs. 

' '  What  are  you  making  a  fool  of  yourself  about  ?  "  growls 
Mrs.  Baynes,  in  her  deepest  bark. 

"  By,  George,  Eliza,  you  are  too  bad!  "  says  the  General, 
quite  white. 

"  Eliza,  you  are  a  brute  ! "  cries  Mrs.  MacWhirter. 

"So  SHE  is!"  shrieks  Mrs.  Bunch  from  the  landing-place 
overhead,  where  other  lady-boarders  were  assembled  looking 
down  on  this  awful  family  battle. 

Eliza  Baynes  knew  she  had  gone  too  far.  Poor  Charley  was 
scarce  conscious  by  this  time,  and  wildly  screaming,  "Never, 
never !"....  When,  as  I  live,  who  should  burst  into  the 
premises  but  a  young  man  with  fair  hair,  with  flaming  whiskers, 
with  flaming  eyes,  who  calls  out,  "What  is  it?  I  am  here, 
Charlotte,  Charlotte !  " 

Who  is  that  young  man?  We  had  a  glimpse  of  him,  prowl- 
ing about  the  Champs  Elysees  just  now,  and  dodging  behind  a 
tree  when  Colonel  Bunch  went  out  in  search  of  his  second. 
Then  the  young  man  saw  the  MacWhirter  hackney-coach  ap- 
proach the  house.  Then  he  waited  and  waited,  looking  to  that 
upper  window  behind  which  we  know  his  beloved  was  not  re- 
posing. Then  he  beheld  Bunch  and  Doctor  Martin  arrive. 
Then  he  passed  through  the  wicket  into  the  garden,  and  heard 
Mrs.  Mac  and  Mrs.  Ba3aies  fighting.  Then  there  came  from 
the  i^assage  —  where,  you  see,  this  battle  was  going  on  —  that 
ruiging  dreadful  laugh  and  scream  of  poor  Charlotte ;  and 
Philip  Firmin  burst  like  a  bombshell  into  the  midst  of  the  hall 
where  the  battle  was  raging,  and  of  the  family  circle  who  were 
fighting  and  screaming. 

Here  is  a  picture  I  protest.  We  have  —  first,  the  boarders 
on  the  first  landing,  whither,  too,  the  Barnes  children  have 
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crept  in  their  night-gowns.  Secondly,  we  have  Augusta,  Fran- 
9oise  the  cook,  and  the  assistant  coming  up  from  the  basement. 
And,  third,  we  have  Colonel  Bunch,  Doctor  Martin,  Major 
MacWhirter,  with  Charlotte  in  his  arms  ;  Madame,  General  B., 
Mrs.  Mac,  Mrs.  General  B.,  all  in  the  passage,  when  our  friend 
the  bombshell  bursts  in  amongst  them. 

"  What  is  it?  Charlotte,  I  am  here  !  "  cries  Philip,  with  his 
great  voice  ;  at  hearing  which,  little  Char  gives  one  final  scream, 
and,  at  the  next  moment,  she  has  fainted  quite  dead  —  but  this 
time  she  is  on  Philip's  shoulder. 

"You  brute,  how  dare  30U  do  this?"  asks  Mrs.  Baynes, 
glaring  at  the  young  man. 

"  It  is  you  who  have  done  it,  Eliza !"  says  aunt  Emily. 

"  And  so  she  has,  Mrs.  MacWhirter  !  "  calls  out  Mrs.  Colonel 
Bunch,  from  the  landing  above. 

And  Charles  Baynes  felt  he  had  acted  like  a  traitor,  and  hung 
down  his  head.  He  had  encouraged  his  daughter  to  give  her 
heart  awa}',  and  she  had  obeyed  him.  When  he  saw  Philip  I 
think  he  was  glad :  so  was  the  Major,  though  Firmin,  to  be 
sure,  pushed  him  quite  roughly  up  against  the  wall. 

"  Is  this  vulgar  scandal  to  go  on  in  the  passage  before  the 
whole  house?"  gasped  Mrs.  Baynes. 

"  Bunch  brought  me  here  to  prescribe  for  this  young  lady," 
says  little  Doctor  Martin,  in  a  very  courtly  way.  "Madame, 
will  you  get  a  little  sal-volatile  from  Anjubeau's  in  the  Fau- 
bourg ;  and  let  her  be  kept  ver}-  quiet !  " 

"Come,  Monsieur  Philippe,  it  is  enough  like  that!"  cries 
Madame,  who  can't  repress  a  smile.  "  Come  to  yo\XT  chamber, 
dear  little !  " 

"  Madame  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Baynes,  "  une  mere  —  " 

Madame  shrugs  her  shoulders.  "  Une  mere,  une  belle  mere, 
ma  foi !  "  she  says.     "  Come,  mademoiselle  !  " 

There  were  only  very  few  people  in  the  boarding-house :  if 
the}-  knew,  if  thoy  saw,  what  happened,  how  can  we  help  our- 
selves? But  that  they  had  all  l)een  sitting  over  a  powder- 
magazine,  which  might  have  blown  up  and  destro3ed  one,  two, 
three,  five  people,  even  I'hilip  did  not  know,  until  afterwards, 
when,  laughing,  Major  MacWhirter  told  him  how  that  meek 
but  most  savage  Baynes  had  first  challenged  Bunch,  had  then 
challenged  his  brother-in-law,  and  how  all  sorts  of  battle, 
murder,  sudden  death  might  have  ensued  had  the  quarrel  not 
come  to  an  end. 

Were  3-our  humble  servant  anxious  to  harrow  his  reader's 
feelings,  or  display  his  own  graphical  powers,  you  understand 
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that  I  never  would  have  allowed  those  two  gallant  officers  to 
quarrel  and  threaten  each  other's  very  noses,  without  having 
the  insult  wiped  out  in  blood.  The  Bois  de  Boulogne  is  hard 
by  the  Avenue  de  Valmy,  with  plenty  of  cool  fighting  ground. 
The  octroi  officers  never  stop  gentlemen  going  out  at  the  neigh- 
boring barrier  upon  duelling  business,  or  prevent  the  return  of 
the  slain  victim  in  the  hackney-coach  when  the  dreadful  combat 
is  over.  From  my  knowledge  of  Mrs.  Bayues's  character,  I 
have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  she  would  have  encouraged 
her  husband  to  fight ;  and,  the  General  down,  would  have  put 
pistols  into  the  hands  of  her  boys,  and  bidden  them  carry  on 
the  vendetta ;  but  as  I  do  not,  for  m}'  part,  love  to  see  brethren 
at  war,  or  Moses  and  Aaron  tugging  white  handfuls  out  of  each 
other's  beards,  I  am  glad  there  is  going  to  be  no  fight  between 
the  veterans,  and  that  cither's  stout  old  breast  is  secure  from 
the  fratricidal  bullet. 

Major  MacWhirter  forgot  all  about  bullets  and  battles  when 
poor  little  Charlotte  kissed  him,  and  was  not  in  the  least  jealous 
when  he  saw  the  little  maiden  clinging  on  Philip's  arm.  He 
was  melted  at  the  sight  of  that  grief  and  innocence,  when  Mrs. 
Baynes  still  continued  to  bark  out  her  private  rage,  and  said  : 
"  If  the  General  won't  protect  me  from  insult,  I  think  I  had 
better  go." 

"  By  Jove,  I  think  3'ou  had !  "  exclaimed  MacWhirter,  to 
which  remark  the  eyes  of  the  Doctor  and  Colonel  Bunch 
gleamed  an  approval. 

''■Allans^  Monsieur  Philippe.  Enough  like  that  —  let  me 
take  her  to  bed  again,"  Madame  resumed.  "  Come,  dear 
miss !  " 

What  a  pity  that  the  bedroom  was  but  a  yard  from  where 
they  stood !  Philip  felt  strong  enough  to  carry  his  little  Char- 
lotte to  the  Tuileries.  The  thick  brown  locks,  which  had  fallen 
over  his  shoulders,  are  lifted  away.  The  little  wounded  heart 
that  had  lain  against  his  own,  parts  from  him  with  a  reviving 
throb.  Madame  and  her  mother  carry  away  little  Charlotte. 
The  door  of  the  neighboring  chamber  closes  on  her.  The  sad 
little  vision  has  disappeared.  The  men,  quarrelling  anon  in  the 
passage,  stand  there  silent. 

"  I  heard  her  voice  outside,"  said  Philip,  after  a  little  pause 
(with  love,  with  grief,  with  excitement,  I  suppose  his  head  was 
in  a  whirl).  "  I  heard  her  voice  outside,  and  I  couldn't  help 
coming  in." 

"  By  George,  I  should  think  not,  young  fellow  !  "  says  Major 
MacWhirter,  stoutly  shaking  the  young  man  by  the  hand. 

29 
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"  Hush,  hush  !  "  Avhispcrs  the  Doctor ;  '"  she  must  be  kept 
quite  quiet.  She  has  had  quite  excitement  enough  for  to-night. 
There  must  be  no  more  scenes,  my  young  fellow." 

And  Philip  sa^'s,  when  in  this  his  agony  of  grief  and  doubt 
he  found  a  friendly  hand  put  out  to  him,  he  himself  was  so 
exceedingly  moved  that  he  was  compelled  to  Qy  out  of  the 
compan}'  of  the  old  men,  into  the  night,  where  the  rain  was 
pouring  —  the  gentle  rain. 

While  Philip,  without  Madame  Smolensk's  premises,  is  sa}'- 
ing  his  tenderest  prayers,  offering  up  his  tears,  heart-throbs  and 
most  passionate  vows  of  love  for  little  Charlotte's  benefit,  the 
warriors  assembled  within  once  more  retreat  to  a  colloquy  in 
the  salle-a-manger ;  and,  in  consequence  of  the  rainj'  state 
of  the  night,  the  astonished  Auguste  has  to  bring  a  third  sup- 
ply of  hot-water  for  the  four  gentlemen  attending  the  congress. 
The  Colonel,  the  Major,  the  Doctor,  ranged  themselves  on  one 
side  the  table,  defended,  as  it  were,  b}-  a  line  of  anned  tumblers, 
flanked  by  a  strong  brandy-bottle  and  a  stout  earthwork,  from 
an  embrasure  in  which  scalding  water  could  be  discharged. 
Behind  these  fortifications  the  veterans  awaited  their  enemy, 
who,  after  marching  up  and  down  the  room  for  a  while,  takes 
position  finall}'  in  their  front  and  prepares  to  attack.  The 
General  remounts  his  cheval  de  hataille^  but  cannot  bring  the 
animal  to  charge  as  fiercely  as  before.  Charlotte's  white  appa- 
rition has  come  amongst  them,  and  flung  her  fair  arms  between 
the  men  of  war.  In  vain  Baynes  tries  to  get  up  a  bluster,  and 
to  enforce  his  passion  with  by  Georges,  b}"  Joves,  and  words 
naughtier  still.  That  weak,  meek,  quiet,  henpecked,  but  most 
bloodthirsty  old  General  found  himself  forming  his  own  minor- 
ity, and  against  him  his  old  comrade  Bunch,  whom  he  had 
insulted  and  nose-pulled  ;  his  brother-in-law  MacWhirter,  whom 
he  had  nose- pulled  and  insulted  ;  and  the  Doctor,  who  had  been 
called  in  as  a  friend  of  the  former.  As  they  faced  him,  shoulder 
to  shoulder,  each  of  those  three  acquired  fresh  courage  from  his 
neighbor.  Each,  taking  his  aim,  deliberatel}'  poured  his  fire 
into  Baynes.  To  yield  to  such  odds,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
not  so  distasteful  to  the  veteran,  as  to  have  to  give  up  his  sword 
to  any  single  adversary.  Before  he  would  own  himself  in  the 
wrong  to  any  individual,  he  would  eat  that  individual's  ears  and 
nose  :  but  to  be  surrounded  by  three  enemies,  and  strike  j'our 
flag  before  such  odds,  was  no  disgrace  ;  and  Baynes  could  take 
the  circumbendibus  wa}'  of  apology  to  which  some  proud  spirits 
will  submit.  Thus  he  could  say  to  the  Doctor,  '•■  Well,  Doctor, 
perhaps  I  was  hasty  in  accusing  Bunch  of  employing  bad  Ian- 
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guage  to  me.  A  bystauder  can  see  these  thing!*  sometimes 
when  a  principal  is  too  angry  ;  and  as  you  go  against  me  — 
well  —  there,  then,  I  ask  Bunch's  pardon."  That  business 
over,  the  MacWhirter  reconciliation  was  very  speedily  brought 
about.  ' '  Fact  was,  was  in  a  confounded  ill-temper — very  much 
disturbed  b}'  events  of  the  day  —  didn't  mean  anything  but 
this,  that,  and  so  forth."  If  this  old  chief  had  to  eat  humble 
pie,  his  brave  adversaries  were  anxious  that  he  should  gobble 
up  his  portion  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  turned  away  their 
honest  old  heads  as  he  swallowed  it.  One  of  the  party  told  his 
wife  of  the  quarrel  which  had  arisen,  but  Baynes  never  did. 
"  I  declare,  sir,"  Philip  used  to  sa}',  '•  had  she  known  anything 
about  the  quarrel  that  night,  Mrs.  Baynes  would  have  made 
her  husband  turn  out  of  bed  at  midnight,  and  challenge  his  old 
friends  over  again  !  "  But  then  there  was  no  love  between 
Philip  and  JNIrs.  Baynes,  and  in  those  whom  he  hates  he  is 
accustomed  to  see  little  good. 

Thus,  any  gentle  reader,  who  expected  to  be  treated  to  an 
account  of  the  breakage  of  the  sixth  commandment  will  close 
this  chapter  disappointed.  Those  stout  old  rusty  swords  which 
were  fetched  off  their  hooks  by  the  warriors,  their  owners,  were 
returned  undrawn  to  their  flannel  cases.  Hands  were  shaken 
after  a  fashion  —  at  least  no  blood  was  shed.  But,  though 
the  words  spoken  between  the  old  boys  were  civil  enough. 
Bunch,  MacWhirter,  and  the  Doctor  could  not  alter  their  opin- 
ion that  Philip  had  been  hardly  used,  and  that  the  benefactor 
of  his  family  merited  a  better  treatment  from  General  Baynes. 

Meanwhile,  that  benefactor  strode  home  through  the  rain  in 
a  state  of  perfect  rapture.  The  rain  refreshed  him,  as  did  his 
own  tears.  The  dearest  little  maiden  had  sunk  for  a  moment 
on  his  heart,  and,  as  she  lay  there,  a  thrill  of  hope  vibrated 
through  his  whole  frame.  Her  father's  old  friends  had  held 
out  a  hand  to  him,  and  bid  him  not  despair.  Blow  wind,  fall 
autumn  rains  !  In  the  midnight,  under  the  gusty  trees,  amidst 
which  the  lamps  of  the  reverberes  are  tossing,  the  3'oung  fellow 
strides  back  to  his  lodgings.  He  is  poor  and  unhappy,  but  he 
has  Hope  along  with  him.  He  looks  at  a  certain  breast-button 
of  his  old  coat  ere  he  takes  it  off  to  sleep.  "  Her  cheek  was 
lying  there,"  he  thinks  —  "just  there."  My  poor  little  Char- 
lotte !  what  could  she  have  done  to  the  breast-button  of  the  old 
coat? 


&2  THE  ADVENTUKEb  OF  rillLIP 

CHAPTER  V. 

IN   WHICH   MRS.    MACWHIRTER   HAS    A   NEW   BONNET. 

Now  though  the  unhapp}^  Philip  slept  quite  soundly,  so  that 
his  boots,  those  tramp-worii  sentries,  remained  en  faction  at  his 
door  until  quite  a  late  hour  next  morning ;  and  though  little 
Charlotte,  after  a  prayer  or  two,  sank  into  the  sweetest  and 
most  refreshing  girlish  slumber,  Charlotte's  father  and  mother 
had  a  bad  night ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  maintain  that  thej'  did 
not  deserve  a  good  one.  It  was  very  well  for  Mrs.  Baynes  to 
declare  that  it  was  MacWhirter's  snoring  which  kept  them  awake 
(Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mac  being  lodged  in  the  bedroom  over  their 
relatives) — I  don't  say  a  snoring  neighbor  is  pleasant  —  but 
what  a  bedfellow  is  a  bad  conscience !  Under  Mrs.  Ba^^nes's 
nightcap  the  grim  eyes  lie  open  all  night ;  on  Baynes's  pillow 
is  a  silent,  wakeful  head  that  hears  the  hours  toll.  "  A  plague 
upon  the  young  man  !  "  thinks  the  female  bonnet  de  nuit ;  "■  how 
dare  he  come  in  and  disturb  everything?  How  pale  Charlotte 
will  look  to-morrow  Avhen  Mrs.  Hely  calls  with  her  sou  !  When 
she  has  been  crying  she  looks  hideous,  and  her  ej'elids  and  nose 
are  quite  red.  She  may  fly  out,  and  say  something  wicked  and 
absurd,  as  she  did  to-da}'.  I  wish  I  had  never  seen  that  inso- 
lent 5'oung  man,  with  his  carroty  beard  and  vulgar  Blucher 
boots  !  If  ray  boys  were  grown  up,  he  should  not  come  hector- 
ing about  the  house  as  he  does  ;  they  would  soon  find  a  way 
of  punishing  his  impudence  !  "  Balked  revenge  and  a  hungry 
disappointment,  I  think,  arc  keeping  that  old  woman  awake  ; 
and,  if  she  hears  the  hours  tolling,  it  is  because  wicked  thoughts 
make  her  sleepless. 

As  for  Baynes,  1  believe  that  old  man  is  awake,  because  he 
is  awake  to  the  shabbiuess  of  his  own  conduct.  His  conscience 
has  got  the  better  of  him,  which  he  has  been  trying  to  bull}- 
out  of  doors.  Do  what  ho  will,  that  reflection  forces  itself  upon 
him.  Mac,  Bunch,  and  the  Doctor  all  saw  the  thing  at  on(^e, 
and  went  deatl  against  him.  He  wanted  to  break  his  word  to 
a  young  fellow,  who,  whatever  his  faults  might  be,  had  acted 
most  nobly  and  generously  Ijy  the  Baynes  family.  He  might 
have  been  ruined  but  for  Philip's  forbearance  ;  and  showed  his 
gratitude  by  breaking  his  promise  to  the  3'oung  fellow.  He 
was  a  henpecked  man  —  that  was  the  fact.     He  allowed  his 
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wife  to  govern  him  :  that  little  old  i:»lain,  cantankerous  woman 
asleep  yonder.  Asleep  was  she?  No.  He  knew  she  wasn't. 
Both  were  lying  quite  still,  wide  awake,  pursuing  their  dismal 
thoughts.  Only  Charles  was  owning  that  he  was  a  sinner, 
whilst  Eliza  his  wife,  in  a  rage  at  her  last  defeat,  was  medi' 
fating  how  she  could  continue  and  still  win  her  battle. 

Then  Baynes  reflects  how  persevering  his  wife  is  ;  how,  all 
through  life,  she  has  come  back  and  back  and  back  to  her  point, 
until  he  has  ended  by  an  almost  utter  subjugation.  He  will  re- 
sist for  a  day  :  she  will  fight  for  a  year,  for  a  life.  If  once  she 
hates  people,  the  sentiment  always  remains  with  her  fresh  and 
lively.  Her  jealousy  never  dies  ;  nor  her  desire  to  rule.  What 
a  life  she  wiU  lead  poor  Charlotte  now  she  has  declared  against 
Philip  !  The  poor  child  will  be  subject  to  a  dreadful  tyranu}^ : 
the  father  knows  it.  As  soon  as  he  leaves  the  house  on  his 
daily  walks  tlie  girl's  torture  will  begin.  Ba^-nes  knoWs  how 
his  wife  can  torture  a  woman.  As  she  groans  out  a  hollow 
cough  from  her  bed  in  the  midnight,  the  guilty  man  lies  quite 
mum  under  his  own  counterpane.  If  she  fancies  him  awake, 
it  will  be  his  turn  to  receive  the  torture.  Ah,  Othello  mon  ami! 
when  you  look  round  at  married  life,  and  know  whatj'ou  know, 
don't  you  wonder  that  the  bolster  is  not  used  a  great  deal  more 
freely  on  both  sides?  Horrible  cynicism!  Yes  —  I  know. 
These  propositions  served  raw  are  savage,  and  shock  your  sen- 
sibility ;  cooked  with  a  little  piquant  sauce,  the}'  are  welcome 
at  quite  polite  tables. 

"  Poor  child  !  Yes,  by  George  !  W^hat  a  life  her  mother 
will  lead  her ! "  thinks  the  General,  rolling  uneasy  on  the  mid- 
night pillow.  "  No  rest  for  her,  day  or  night,  until  she  marries 
the  man  of  her  mother's  choosing.  And  she  has  a  deUcate 
chest  —  Martin  sa3s  she  has  ;  and  she  wants  coaxing  and  sooth- 
ing, and  pretty  coaxing  she  will  have  from  mamma  !  "  Then., 
I  dare  say,  the  past  rises  up  in  that  wakeful  old  man's  uncom- 
fortai^le  memory.  His  little  Charlotte  is  a  child  again,  laugh- 
ing on  his  knee,  and  playing  with  his  accoutrements  as  he 
comes  home  from  parade.  He  remembers  the  fever  which  she 
had,  when  she  would  take  medicine  from  no  other  hand  ;  and 
how,  though  silent  with  her  motlier,  with  him  she  would  never 
tire  of  prattling,  prattling.  Guilt-stricken  old  man  !  are  those 
tears  trickling  down  thy  old  nose  ?  It  is  midnight.  We  can- 
not see.  When  you  brought  her  to  the  river,  and  parted  with 
her  to  send  her  to  Europe,  how  the  little  maid  clung  to  you, 
and  cried,  "Papa,  papa!"  Staggering  up  the  steps  of  the 
ghaut,  how  you  wept  yourself — yes,  wept  tears  of  passionate. 
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tender  grief  at  parting  with  the  darling  of  jour  soul.  And 
now,  deliberatel3-,  and  for  the  sake  of  money,  3'ou  stab  her  to 
the  heart,  and  brealv  your  plighted  honor  to  your  child.  "  And 
it  is  3onder  cruel,  shrivelled,  bilious,  plain  old  woman  who 
makes  me  do  all  this,  and  trample  on  my  darling,  and  torture 
her  !  "  he  thinks.  In  Zoffany's  famous  picture  of  Garrick  and 
Mrs.  Pritchard  as  Macbeth  and  Lady  Macbeth,  Macbeth  stands 
in  an  attitude  hideously  contorted  and  constrained,  while  lady 
Mac  is  firm  and  easy.  Was  this  the  actor's  art,  or  the  poet's 
device?  Baynes  is  wretched,  then.  He  is  wrung  with  remorse, 
and  shame  and  pit3^  Well,  I  am  glad  of  it.  Old  man,  old 
man  !  how  darest  thou  to  cause  that  child's  tender  little  bosom 
to  bleed  ?  How  bilious  he  looks  the  next  morning  !  I  declare 
as  yellow  as  his  grim  old  wife.  When  Mrs.  General  B.  hears 
the  children  their  lessons,  how  she  will  scold  them  !  It  is  my 
belief  she  will  bark  through  the  morning  chapter,  and  scarce 
understand  a  word  of  its  meaning.  As  for  Charlotte,  when 
she  appears  with  red  eyes,  and  ever  so  little  color  in  her  round 
cheek,  there  is  that  in  her  look  and  demeanor  which  warns  het 
mother  to  refrain  from  too  familiar  abuse  or  scolding.  Ths 
girl  is  in  rebellion.  All  day  Char  was  in  a  feverish  state,  hev 
e3-es  flashing  war.  There  was  a  song  which  Philip  loved  in 
those  daj's  :  the  song  of  Ruth.  Char  sat  down  to  the  piano, 
and  sang  it  with  a  strange  energ}^  "  Thy  people  shall  be  my 
people "  —  she  sang  with  all  her  heart  — ' '  and  thy  God  my 
God ! "  The  slave  had  risen.  The  little  heart  was  in  arms 
and  mutiny.     The  mother  was  scared  by  her  defiance. 

As  for  the  guilty  old  father :  pursued  by  the  fiend  remorse, 
he  fled  early  from  his  house,  and  read  all  the  papers  at  Galig- 
nani's  without  comprehending  them.  Madly  regardless  of  ex- 
pense, he  then  plunged  into  one  of  those  luxurious  restaurants 
in  the  Palais  Royal,  where  you  get  soup,  three  dishes,  a  sweet, 
and  a  pint  of  delicious  wine  for  two  frongs,  by  George  !  But 
all  the  luxuries  there  presented  to  him  could  not  drive  awa}'  care, 
or  create  appetite.  Then  the  poor  old  wretch  went  off,  and 
saw  a  ballet  at  the  Grand  Opera.  In  vain.  The  pink  n3'mphs 
had  not  the  slightest  fascination  for  him.  He  hardly  was  aware 
of  their  ogles,  bounds,  and  capers.  He  saw  a  little  maid  with 
round,  sad  e^-es  :  —  his  Iphigenia  whom  he  was  stabbing.  He 
took  more  brandy-and-water  at  cafes  on  his  way  home.  In  vain, 
in  vain,  I  tell  3-ou  !  The  old  wife  was  sitting  up  for  him,  scared 
at  the  unusual  absence  of  her  lord.  She  dared  not  remonstrate 
with  him  when  he  returned.  His  face  was  pale.  His  eyes  were 
fierce  and  bloodshot.     When  the  (Jeneral  had  a  particular  look. 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH   THE  WORLD.  55 

Eliza  Baylies  cowered  in  silence.  JNIac,  the  two  sisters,  and, 
I  think,  Colonel  Bunch  (but  on  this  point  my  inforioaiit,  Philip, 
cannot  be  sure)  were  having  a  dreary  rubber  when  the  General 
came  in.  Mrs.  B.  knew  by  the  General's  face  that  he  had  been 
having  recourse  to  alcoholic  stimulus.  But  she  dared  not  speak. 
A  tiger  in  a  jungle  was  not  more  savage  than  Baynes  sometimes. 
"Where's  Char  ?  "  he  asked  in  his  dreadful,  his  Bluebeard  voice. 
"  Char  was  gone  to  bed,"  said  mamma,  sorting  her  trumps. 
"  Hm  !  Augoost,  Odevee,  Osho  !  "  Did  Eliza  Baynes  interfere, 
though  she  knew  he  had  had  enough?  As  soon  interfere  with 
a  tiger,  and  tell  him  he  had  eaten  enougli  Sepoy.  After  Lady 
Macbeth  had  induced  Mac  to  go  through  that  business  with 
Duncan,  depend  upon  it  she  was  very  deferential  and  respectful 
to  her  general.  No  groans,  prayers,  remorses  could  avail  to 
bring  his  late  majesty  back  to  life  again.  As  for  you,  old  man, 
though  your  deed  is  done,  it  is  not  past  recalling.  Though  you 
have  withdrawn  from  your  word  on  a  sordid  money  pretext ; 
made  two  hearts  miserable,  stabbed  cruelly  that  one  which  3'ou 
love  best  in  the  world  ;  acted  with  wicked  ingratitude  towards 
a  young  man,  who  has  been  nobly  forgiving  towards  you  and 
yours  ;  and  are  suffering  with  rage  and  remorse,  as  you  own 
your  crime  to  j'ourself ;  — your  deed  is  not  past  recalling  as  yet. 
You  may  soothe  that  anguish,  and  diy  those  tears.  It  is  but 
an  act  of  resolution  on  your  part,  and  a  firm  resumption  of  your 
marital  authority.  Mrs.  Baynes,  after  her  crime,  is  quite  hum- 
ble and  gentle.  She  has  half  murdered  her  child,  and  stretched 
Philip  on  an  infernal  rack  of  torture  ;  bui  she  is  quite  civil  to 
everybody  at  Madame's  house.  Not  one  word  does  she  say 
respecting  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch's  outbreak  of  the  night  before. 
She  talks  to  sister  Emily  about  Paris,  the  fashions,  and  Emily's 
walks  on  tlie  Boulevard  and  the  Palais  Ro^'al  with  her  Major. 
She  bestows  ghastl}^  smiles  upon  sundry  lodgers  at  table.  She 
thanks  Augoost  when  he  serves  her  at  dinner  —  and  says,  "  Ah, 
Madame,  que  le  boof  est  bong  aujourdhui,  rien  que  j'aime  comme 
le  potofou."  Oh,  3-ou  old  Iwpocrite  !  But  you  know  I,  for  1113' 
part,  always  dislilvcd  the  woman,  and  said  her  good  humor  was 
more  detestable  than  her  anger.  Y"ou  hypocrite  !  I  say  again  : 
—  a}',  and  avow  that  there  were  other  113'pocrites  at  the  table, 
as  you  shall  presently'  hear. 

When  Baynes  got  an  opportunit}^  of  speaking  unobserved, 
as  he  thought,  to  Madame,  3'ou  may  be  sure  the  guilt}'  wretch 
asked  her  how  his  little  Charlotte  was.  Mrs.  Baynes  trumped 
her  partner's  best  heart  at  that  moment,  but  pretended  to  ob- 
serve or  overhear  nothing.     "She  goes  better  —  she  sleeps," 
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Madame  said.  "  Mv.  the  Doctor  Martin  has  commanded  her  a 
calming  potion."  And  what  it*  I  were  to  tell  you  that  some- 
body had  taken  a  little  letter  from  Charlotte,  and  actually  had 
given  fifteen  sous  to  a  Savoyard  youth  to  convey  that  letter  to 
somebody  else  ?  What  if  I  were  to  tell  you  that  the  party  to 
whom  that  letter  was  addressed,  straightway  wrote  an  answer 
—  directed  to  Madame  de  Smolensk,  of  course?  I  know  it 
was  very  wrong  ;  but  I  suspect  Philip's  prescription  did  quite 
as  much  good  as  Doctor  Martin's,  and  don't  intend  to  be  very 
angi-y  with  Madame  for  consulting  the  unlicensed  practitioner. 
Don't  preach  to  me,  madam,  about  morality,  and  dangerous 
examples  set  to  young  people.  Even  at  your  present  mature 
age,  and  with  your  dear  daughters  around  you,  if  your  ladyship 
goes  to  hear  the  "Barber  of  Seville,"  on  which  side  are  your 
S3'mpathies  —  on  Dr.  Bartolo's,  or  Miss  Rosina's? 

Although,  then,  Mrs.  Baynes  was  most  respectful  to  her 
husband,  and  by  many  grim  blandishments,  humble  appeals, 
and  forced  humiliations,  strove  to  conciliate  and  soothe  him, 
the  General  turned  a  dark,  lowering  face  upon  the  partner  of 
his  existence  :  her  dismal  smiles  were  no  longer  pleasing  to 
him  :  he  returned  curt  "  Ohs  !  ^  and  "  Ahs  !  "  to  her  remarks. 
"When  Mrs.  Hely  and  her  son  and  her  daughter  drove  up  in 
their  family  coach  to  pay  yet  a  second  visit  to  the  Baynes 
family,  the  General  flew  in  a  passion,  and  cried,  "Bless  my 
soul,  Eliza,  you  can't  think  of  receiving  visitors,  with  our  poor 
child  sick  in  the  next  room?  It's  inhuman!"  The  scared 
woman  ventured  on  no  remonstrances.  She  was  so  frightened 
that  she  did  not  attempt  to  scold  the  younger  children.  She 
took  a  piece  of  work,  and  sat  amongst  them,  furtively  weeping. 
Their  artless  queries  and  unseasonable  laughter  stabbed  and 
punished  the  matron.  You  see  people  do  wrong,  though  they 
are  long  past  fifty  years  of  age.  It  is  not  only  the  scholars, 
but  the  ushers,  and  the  head-master  himself,  w4io  sometimes 
deserve  a  chastisement.  I,  for  my  part,  hope  to  remembi-r 
this  sweet  truth,  though  I  live  into  the  year  1900. 

To  those  other  ladies  lioarding  at  Madame's  establishment, 
to  Mrs.  Mac  and  Mrs.  Colonel  Bunch,  though  they  had  de- 
clared against  liim,  and  expressed  their  opinions  in  the  frankest 
way  on  the  night  of  the  battle  royal,  the  (j^eneral  was  provok- 
ingly  polite  and  amiable.  They  had  said,  but  twenty-fout 
hours  since,  that  the  General  was  a  brute  ;  and  Lord  Chester- 
field could  not  have  been  niorc  polite  to  a  lovely  young  duchess 
than  was  Baynes  to  these  matrons  next  day.  You  have  heara 
how  JNlrs.  Mac  had  a  strong  desire  to  possess  a  new  l*aris  bou- 
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net,  so  that  she  might  appear  with  proper  lustre  among  the 
ladies  on  the  promenade  at  Tours  ?     Major  and  Mrs.  Mac  and 
Mrs.  Bunch  talked  of  going  to  the  Palais  Royal  (where  Mac- 
Whirter  said  he  had  remarked  some  uncommonly  neat  things,  by 
George  I  at  the  corner  shop  under  the  glass  gallery).     On  this, 
Baynes  started  up,  and  said  he  would  accompan}^  his  friends, 
adding,  "  You  know,  pniil}',  I  promised  you  a  hat  ever  so  long 
ago  !  "     And  those  four  went  awa^'  together,  and  not  one  offer 
did  Baynes  make  to  his  wife  to  join  the  party  ;  though  her  best 
bonnet,  poor  thing,  was   a  dreadfully  old  performance,  witli 
moulting   feathers,    rumpled   ribbons,    tarnished   flowers,    and 
lace  bought  in  St.  Martin's  Alley  months  and  months  before. 
Eniii}',  to  be  sure,  said  to  her  sister,  "Eliza,  won't  you  he  of 
the  party  ?     AVe  can  take  the  omnibus  at  the  corner,  which  will 
land  us  at  the  A^ery  gate."     But  as  Emily  gave  this  unlucky  in- 
vitation, the  General's  face   wore  an  expression  of  ill-will  so 
savage  and  terrific,  that  Eliza  Baj'nes  said,  "No,  thank  you, 
Eniil}'  ;  Charlotte  is  still  unwell,  and  I  —  I  ma}-  be  wanted  at 
home."     And  the  party  went  away  without  Mrs.  Baynes  ;  and 
they  were  absent  1  don't  know  how  long :    and  Emil^'  Mac- 
Whirter  came  back  to   the  boarding-house  in  a  bonnet  —  the 
sweetest  thing  3'ou  ever    saw !  —  green  pique  velvet,   with  a 
ruche  full  of  rosebuds,  and  a  bird  of  paradise  perched  on  the 
top,  pecking  at  a  bunch  of  the  most  magnificent  grapes,  pop- 
pies, ears  of  corn,  barle}',  &c.,  all  indicative  of  the  bounteous 
autumn  season.     Mrs.  General  Baynes  had  to  see  her  sister 
return  home  in  this  elegant  bonnet ;  to  welcome  her  ;  to  acqui- 
esce in  Emily's  remark  that  the  General  had  done  the  genteel 
thing  ;  to  hear  how  the  party  had  further  been  to  Tortoni's  and 
had  ices  ;  and  then  to  go  up  stairs  to  her  own  room,  and  look 
at  her  own  battered,  blowsy  old  chapeau,  with  its  limp  streamers, 
hanging  from  its  peg.     This  humihation,  I  say,  Eliza  Baynes 
had  to  bear  in  silence,  without  wincing,  and,  if  possible,  with 
a  smile  on  her  face. 

In  consequence  of  circumstances  before  indicated.  Miss 
Charlotte  was  pronounced  to  be  very  much  better  when  her 
papa  returned  from  his  Palais  Royal  trip.  He  found  her  seated 
on  Madame's  sofa,  pale,  but  with  the  wonted  sweetness  in  her 
smile.  He  kissed  and  caressed  her  with  many  tender  words. 
I  dare  say  he  told  her  there  was  nothing  in  the  world  ha  loved 
so  much  as  his  Charlotte.  He  would  never  willingly  do  any- 
thing to  give  her  pain,  never !  She  had  been  his  good  girl, 
and  his  blessing,  all  his  life!  Ah!  that  is  a  prettier  little 
picture  to  imagine  —  that  repentant  man,  and  his  ohild  cling- 


58  THE   ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 

ing  to  him  —  than  the  tableau  overhead,  viz.,  Mrs.  Baynes 
looking  at  her  old  bonnet.  Not  one  word  was  said  about  Philip 
in  the  talk  between  Baj'nes  and  his  daughter,  but  those  tender 
paternal  looks  and  caresses  can'ied  hope  into  Charlotte's  heart ; 
and  when  her  papa  went  away  (she  said  afterwards  to  a  female 
friend),  "I  got  up  and  followed  him,  intending  to  show  him 
Philip's  letter.  But  at  the  door  I  saw  mamma  coming  down 
the  stairs  ;  and  she  looked  so  dreadful,  and  frightened  me  so, 
that  I  went  back."  There  are  some  mothers  I  have  heard  of, 
who  won't  allow  their  daughters  to  read  the  works  of  this  hum- 
ble homilist,  lest  they  should  imbibe  "  dangerous"  notions,  &c. 
&c.  M}^  good  ladies,  give  them  "Goody  Twoshoes"if  you 
like,  or  whatever  work,  combining  instruction  and  amusement, 
you  think  most  appropriate  to  their  juvenile  understandings  ; 
but  1  beseech  you  to  be  gentle  with  them.  I  never  saw  people 
on  better  terms  with  each  other,  more  frank,  affectionate,  and 
cordial,  than  the  parents  and  the  grown-up  3'oung  folks  in  the 
United  States.  And  wh}'?  Because  the  children  were  spoiled, 
to  be  sure  !  I  say  to  you,  get  the  confidence  of  jours  —  before 
the  day  comes  of  revolt  and  independence,  after  which  love  re- 
turn eth  not. 

Now,  when  Mrs.  Baynes  went  in  to  her  daughter,  who 
had  been  sitting  pretty  comfortabl}^  kissing  her  father  on  the 
sofa  in  Madame's  chamber,  all  those  soft  tremulous  smiles  and 
twinkling  dew-drops  of  compassion  and  forgiveness  which  anon 
had  come  to  soothe  the  little  maid,  fled  from  cheek  and  eyes. 
They  began  to  flash  again  with  their  febrile  brightness,  and  her 
heart  to  throb  with  dangerous  rapidit}'.  "  How  are  you  now?  " 
asks  mamma,  with  her  deep  voice.  "  I  am  much  the  same," 
says  the  girl,  beginning  to  tremble.  "Leave  the  child;  you 
agitate  her,  madam,"  cries  the  mistress  of  the  house,  coming 
in  after  Mrs.  Baynes.  That  sad,  humiliated,  deserted  mother 
goes  out  from  her  daughter's  presence,  hanging  her  head.  She 
put  on  the  poor  old  bonnet,  and  had  a  walk  that  evening  on 
the  Champs  Ely  sees  with  her  little  ones,  and  showed  them 
Guignol :  she  gave  a  penny  to  Guignol's  man.  It  is  my  belief 
that  she  saw  no  more  of  the  performance  than  her  husband  had 
seen  of  the  ballet  the  night  previous,  when  Taglioni,  and  Noblet, 
and  Duverna}',  danced  before  his  hot  eyos.  But  then,  you  see, 
the  hot  eyes  had  been  washed  with  a  refreshing  water  since, 
which  ena]»led  them  to  view  the  world  much  more  cheerfully 
and  brightly.  Ah,  gracious  heaven  giA^es  us  eyes  to  see  our 
own  wrong,  however  dim  age  may  make  them  ;  and  knees  not 
too  stiff  to  kneel,  in  spite  of  years,  cramp,  and  rheumatism  i 
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That  stricken  old  woman,  then,  treated  her  children  to  the 
trivial  comedy  of  Guignol.  She  did  not  cry  out  when  the  two 
boys  climbed  up  the  trees  of  the  Elysian  Fields,  though  the 
guardians  bade  them  descend.  She  bought  pink  sticks  of 
barley-sugar  for  the  young  ones.  Withdrawing  the  glistening 
sweetmeats  from  their  lips,  they  pointed  to  Mrs.  Hely's  splen- 
did barouche  as  it  rolled  cit}' wards  from  the  Bois  de  Bou- 
logne. The  grey  shades  were  falling,  and  Auguste  was  in 
the  act  of  ringing  the  first  dinner-bell  at  Madame  Smolensk's 
establishment,  when  Mrs.  General  Baynes  returned  to  her 
lodgings. 

Meanwhile,  aunt  MacWhirter  had  been  to  pay  a  visit  to 
little  Miss  Charlotte,  in  the  new  bonnet  which  the  General, 
Cliarlotte's  papa,  had  bought  for  her.  This  elegant  article  had 
furnished  a  subject  of  pleasing  conversation  between  niece  and 
aunt,  who  held  each  other  in  very  kindly  regard,  and  all  the 
details  of  the  bonnet,  the  blue  flowers,  scarlet  flowers,  grapes, 
sheaves  of  corn,  lace,  &c.,  were  examined  and  admu'ecl  in 
detail.  Charlotte  remembered  the  dowdy  old  English  thing 
which  aunt  Mac  wore  when  she  went  out?  Charlotte  did  re- 
member the  bonnet,  and  laughed  when  Mrs.  Mac  described 
how  papa,  in  the  hackney  coach  on  their  return  home,  insisted 
upon  taking  the  old  wretch  of  a  bonnet,  and  flinging  it  out  of 
the  coach-window  into  the  road,  where  an  old  chiflbnier  passing 
picked  it  up  with  his  iron  hook,  put  it  on  his  own  head,  and 
walked  awa}'  grinning.  I  declare,  at  the  recital  of  this  narra- 
tive, Charlotte  laughed  as  pleasantly  and  happily  as  in  former 
days  ;  and,  no  doubt,  there  were  more  kisses  between  this  poor 
little  maid  and  her  aunt. 

Now,  you  will  remark,  that  the  General  and  his  party, 
though  they  returned  from  the  Palais  Royal  in  a  hackney 
coach,  went  thither  on  foot,  two  and  two  —  viz..  Major  Mac- 
AVhirter  leading,  and  giving  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Bunch,  (who,  I 
promise  you,  knew  the  shops  in  the  Palais  Royal  well,)  and  the 
General  following  at  some  distance,  with  his  sister-in-law  for  a 
partner. 

In  that  walk  a  conversation  very  important  to  Charlotte's 
interests  took  place  between  her  aunt  and  her  father. 

"  Ah,  Baynes  !  this  is  a  sad  business  about  dearest  Char," 
Mrs.  Mac  broke  out  with  a  sigh. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  Emily,"  says  the  General,  with  a  very  sad 
groan  on  liis  part. 

"  It  goes  to  my  heart  to  see  30U,  Baynes  ;  it  goes  to  Mac's 
heart.     We  talked  about  it  ever  so  late  last  night.     You  were 
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suffering  dreadfully ;  and  all  the  brandy-pawnee  in  the  world 
won't  cure  you,  Charles." 

"  No,  faith,"  says  the  General,  with  a  dismal  screw  of  the 
mouth.  "  You  see,  Emilj',  to  see  that  child  suffer  tears  my 
heart  out  —  by  George,  it  does.  She  has  been  the  best  child, 
and  the  most  gentle,  and  the  merriest,  and  the  most  obedient, 
and  I  never  had  a  word  of  fault  to  find  with  her ;  and  — 
poo-ooh  !  "  Here  the  General's  e^^es,  which  have  been  winking 
tvith  extreme  rapidity,  give  way ;  and  at  the  signal  pooh  ! 
there  issue  out  from  them  two  streams  of  that  eye-water  which 
we  have  said  is  sometimes  so  good  for  the  sight. 

"  M}'  dear  kind  Charles,  you  were  always  a  good  creature," 
says  Emil}^,  patting  the  arm  on  which  hers  rests.  Meanwhile 
Major-General  Baynes,  C.B.,  puts  his  bamboo  cane  under  his 
disengaged  arm,  extracts  from  his  hind  pocket  a  fine  large 
yellow  bandanna  pocket-handkerchief,  and  performs  a  pro- 
digious loud  obligato — just  under  the  spray  of  the  Rond-point 
fountain,  opposite  the  Bridge  of  the  Invalides,  over  which  poor 
Philip  has  tramped  raau}^  and  many  a  day  and  night  to  sec  his 
little  maid. 

"Have  a  care  with  A'our  cane,  then,  old  imbecile!"  cries 
an  approaching  foot-passenger,  whom  the  Geneiml  meets  and 
charges  with  his  iron  ferule. 

"  Mille  pardong,  mosoo  ;  je  vous  demande  malle  pardong," 
3ays  the  old  man,  quite  meckh'. 

"  You  are  a  good  soul,  Charles,"  the  lady  continues,  "  and 
my  little  Char  is  a  darling.  You  never  would  have  done  this 
of  3'our  own  accord.  Mercy  !  And  see  what  it  was  coming  to  ! 
Mac  onl}'  told  me  last  night.  You  horrid,  bloodthirsty  crea- 
ture !  Two  challenges  —  and  dearest  Mac  as  hot  as  pepper  ! 
Oh,  Charles  Bavnos,  I  tremble  when  I  think  of  the  danger  from 
which  you  have  all  been  rescued  !  Suppose  you  brought  home 
to  Eliza  —  suppose  dearest  Mac  brought  home  to  me  killed  by 
this  arm  on  wliich  I  am  leaning.  Oh,  it  is  dreadful,  dreadful ! 
We  are  sinners  all,  that  we  are,  Baynes  !  " 

"  I  huml)ly  ask  pardon  for  having  thought  of  a  great  crime. 
I  ask  pardon,"  sa_ys  the  General,  ver}'  pale  and  solemn. 

"  If  you  had  killed  dear  Mac,  would  you  ever  have  had  rest 
again,  Charles?" 

"No;  I  think  not.  I  should  not  deserve  it,"  answers  the 
contrite  Baynes. 

"  Tou  have  a  good  heart.  It  was  not  yoit  who  did  this.  I 
kuow  who  it  was.  She  always  had  a  dreadful  temper.  The 
wa3"  in  which  she  used  to  torture  our  poor  dear  Louisa  who  is 
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dead,  I  can  haixlly  forgive  now,  Baynes.  Poor  suffering  angel ! 
Eliza  was  at  her  bedside  nagging  and  torturing  her  up  to  the 
very  last  day.  Did  you  ever  see  her  with  nurses  and  servants 
in  India?     The  way  in  which  she  treated  them  was  —  " 

"  Don't  say  any  more.  I  am  aware  of  my  wife's  faults  of 
temper.  Heaven  knows  it  has  made  me  suffer  enough  !  "  says 
the  General,  hanging  his  head  down. 

"  Why,  man  —  do  you  intend  to  give  way  to  her  altogether? 
I  said  to  Mac  last  night,  '  Mac,  does  he  intend  to  give  way  to 
her  altogether?  The  "  Army  List "  doesn't  contain  the  name 
of  a  braver  man  than  Charles  Baynes,  and  is  my  sister  Eliza  to 
rule  him  entirely,  Mac ! '  I  said.  No,  if  you  stand  up  to  Eliza, 
I  know  from  experience  she  will  give  way.  We  have  had  quar- 
rels, scores  and  hundreds,  as  you  know,  Baynes." 

"  Faith,  I  do,"  owns  the  General,  with  a  sad  smile  on  his 
countenance. 

"  And  sometimes  she  has  had  the  best  and  sometimes  I  have 
had  the  best,  Baynes.  But  I  never  yielded,  as  you  do,  without 
a  fight  for  my  own.  No,  never,  Baynes !  And  me  and  Mac 
are  shocked,  I  tell  3'ou  fairly,  when  we  see  the  way  in  which 
you  give  up  to  her  !  " 

"■  Come,  come  !  I  think  you  have  told  me  often  enough  that 
I  am  henpecked,"  sa3's  the  General. 

"  And  you  give  up  not  yourself  only,  Charles,  but  your  dear, 
dear  child  —  poor  little  suffering  love  !  " 

"  The  young  man's  a  beggar  !  "  cries  the  General,  biting  bis 
lips. 

"  What  were  you,  what  was  Mac  and  me  when  we  married? 
We  hadn't  much  beside  our  pay,  had  we  ?  we  rubbed  on  through 
bad  weather  and  good,  managing  as  best  we  could,  loving  each 
other,  God  be  praised  !  And  here  we  are,  owing  nobody  any- 
thing, and  me  going  to  have  a  new  bonnet !  "  and  she  tossed  up 
her  head,  and  gave  her  companion  a  good-natured  look  through 
her  twinkling  ej-es. 

'■'  Emily,  you  have  a  good  heart!  that's  the  truth,"  says  the 
General. 

"And  you  have  a  good  heart,  Charles,  as  sure  as  my 
name's  MacWhirter ;  and  I  want  you  to  act  upon  it,  and  I 
propose  —  " 

"  Wliat?" 

"•  Well,  I  propose  that  —  "  But  now  they  have  reached  the 
Tuileries  garden  gates,  and  pass  through,  and  continue  their 
conversation  in  the  midst  of  such  a  hubbub  that  we  cannot 
overhear  them.     They  cross   the  garden,   and  so  make  their 
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way  into  the  Palais  Royal,  and  the  purchase  of  the  bonnet  takes 
place ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  excitement  occasioned  by  that 
event,  of  course,  all  discussion  of  domestic  affairs  becomes 
nninteresting. 

But  the  gist  of  Baynes's  talk  with  his  sister-in-law  ma}'  be 
divined  from  the  conversation  which  presently  occurred  between 
Charlotte  and  her  aunt.  Charlotte  did  not  come  in  to  the  pub- 
lic dinner.  She  was  too  weak  for  that ;  and  ' '  un  bon  bouillon  "/, 
and  a  wing  of  fowl  were  served  to  her  in  the  private  apartment, 
where  she  had  been  reclining  all  da3\  At  dessert,  however, 
Mrs.  MacWhirter  took  a  fine  l)unch  of  grapes  and  a  plump  rosy 
peach  from  the  table,  and  carried  them  to  the  little  maid,  and 
their  interview  may  be  described  with  sufficient  accuracy,  though 
it  passed  without  other  witnesses. 

From  the  outbreak  on  the  night  of  quarrels,  Charlotte  knew 
that  her  aunt  was  her  friend.  The  glances  of  Mrs.  Mac- 
Whirter's  eyes,  and  the  expression  of  her  bonny,  homel}''  face, 
told  her  s\'mpathy  to  the  girl.  There  were  no  pallors  now,  no 
angry  glances,  no  heart-beating.  Miss  Char  could  even  make 
a  little  joke  when  her  aunt  appeared,  and  say,  "  What  beautiful 
grapes  !  Wh}"^,  aunt,  3'ou  must  have  taken  them  out  of  the  new 
bonnet." 

"  You  should  have  had  the  bird  of  paradise,  too,  dear,  only 
I  see  you  have  not  eaten  your  chicken.  She  is  a  kind  woman, 
Madame  Smolensk.  I  like  her.  She  gives  very  nice  dinners. 
I  can't  think  how  she  does  it  for  the  mone}',  I  am  sure  !  " 

"  She  has  been  very,  very  kind  to  me  ;  and  I  love  her  with 
all  m}^  heart!"  cries  Charlotte. 

"Poor  darling!  We  have  all  our  trials,  and  yours  have 
begun,  ni}'  love  !  " 

"Yes,  indeed,  aunt!"  whimpers  the  young  person;  upon 
which  osculation  possibly  takes  place. 

' '  My  dear !  when  your  papa  took  me  to  buy  the  bonnet,  we 
bad  a  long  talk,  and  it  was  about  you." 

"  About  me,  aunt?"  warbles  Miss  Charlotte. 

"  He  would  not  take  mamma ;  he  would  only  go  with  me, 
ifllone.  I  knew  he  wanted  to  sa}'  something  about  you  ;  and 
what  do  you  think  it  Avas  ?  My  dear,  you  have  been  ver}'  much 
agitated  here.  You  and  your  poor  mamma  are  likely  to  dis- 
agi'ec  for  some  time.  She  will  drag  you  to  those  balls  and  fine 
parties,  and  bring  you  tho'^Q.  fine  partners." 

•*0h,  I  hate  them!"  cries  Charlotte.  Poor  little  Walsing- 
ham  Hel}^,  what  had  he  done  to  be  hated? 

"  Well.     It  is  not  for  me  to  speak  of  a  mother  to  her  own 
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daughter.  But  you  know  mamma  has  a  way  with  her.  She 
expects  to  be  obe3ed.  She  will  give  you  no  peace.  She  will 
come  back  to  her  point  again  and  again.  You  know  how  she 
speaks  of  some  one  —  a  certain  gentleman  ?  If  ever  she  sees 
him,  she  will  l)e  rude  to  him.  Mamma  can  be  rude  at  times  — 
that  I  must  say  of  my  own  sister.  As  long  as  you  remain 
here  —  " 

"Oh,  aunt,  aunt!  Don't  take  me  away,  don't  take  me 
away!"  cries  Charlotte. 

"  My  dearest,  are  j'ou  afraid  of  j'our  old  aunt,  and  your 
uncle  Mac,  who  is  so  kind,  and  has  always  loved  you?  Major 
MacWhirter  has  a  will  of  his  own,  too,  though  of  course  I  make 
no  allusions.  We  know  how  admirabl}^  somebody  has  behaved 
to  3'our  family.  Somebody  who  has  been  most  ungratefully 
treated,  though  of  course  I  make  no  allusions.  If  3'ou  have 
given  away  3'our  heart  to  jour  father's  greatest  benefactor^  do 
you  suppose  I  and  uncle  Mac  will  quarrel  with  you  ?  When 
p]liza  married  Baynes  (your  father  was  a  penniless  subaltern, 
then ,  my  dear,  —  and  my  sister  was  certainly  neither  a  fortune 
nor  a  beaut}',)  didn't  she  go  dead  against  the  wishes  of  our 
father  ?  Certainly  she  did  I  But  she  said  she  was  of  age  — 
that  she  was,  and  a  great  deal  more,  too  —  and  she  would  do 
as  she  liked,  and  she  made  Baynes  marry  her.  Why  should 
you  be  afraid  of  coming  to  us,  love?  You  are  nearer  somebody 
here,  but  can  yon  see  him  ?  Your  mamma  will  never  let  you 
go  out,  but  she  will  follow  3'ou  like  a  shadow.  You  may  write 
to  him.  Don't  tell  me,  child.  Haven't  I  been  3'oung  m3'self ; 
and  when  there  was  a  difficulty  between  Mac  and  poor  papa, 
didn't  Mac  write  to  me,  though  he  hates  letters,  poor  dear,  and 
certainl}'  is  a  stick  at  them?  And,  though  we  were  forbidden, 
had  we  not  twent3'  ways  of  telegraphing  to  each  other?  Law ! 
your  poor  dear  grandfather  was  in  such  a  rage  with  me  once, 
when  he  found  one,  that  he  took  down  his  great  buggy  whip  to 
me,  a  grown  girl !  " 

Charlotte,  who  has  plent3'  of  humor,  would  have  laughed  at 
this  confession  some  other  time,  but  now  she  was  too  much 
agitated  b3'  that  invitation  to  quit  Paris,  which  her  aunt  had 
just  given  her.  Quit  Paris?  Lose  the  chance  of  seeing  her 
dearest  friend,  her  protector?  If  he  was  not  with  her,  was  he 
not  near  her?  Y''es,  near  her  always  !  On  that  horrible  night, 
when  all  was  so  desperate,  did  not  her  champion  burst  forward 
to  her  rescue?  Oh,  the  dearest  and  bravest!  Oh,  the  tender 
and  ti-ue ! 

"You  are  not  listening,  jou  poor  child!"  said  aunt  Mac, 
3 
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surve3'ing  her  niece  with  looks  of  kindness.  "  Now  listen  to 
me  once  more.  Whisper  !  "  And  sitting  down  on  the  settee 
by  CJharlotte's  side,  aunt  Emily  first  kissed  the  girl's  round 
cheek,  and  then  whispered  into  her  ear. 

Never,  I  declare,  was  medicine  so  efficacious,  or  rapid  of 
effect,  as  that  wondrous  distilment  which  aunt  Emily  poured 
into  her  niece's  ear !  "  Oh,  3'ou  goose  !  "  she  began  by  saying, 
and  the  rest  of  the  charm  she  whispered  into  that  pearly  little 
pink  shell  round  which  Miss  Charlotte's  soft  brown  ringlets 
clustered.  Such  a  sweet  blush  rose  straightway  to  the  cheek  ! 
Such  sweet  lips  began  to  ciy,  "  Oh,  3'ou  dear,  dear  aunt,"  and 
then  began  to  kiss  aunt's  kind  face,  that,  I  declare,  if  I  knew 
the  spell,  I  would  like  to  pronounce  it  right  off,  with  such  a 
sweet  .young  patient  to  practise  on. 

"  When  do  we  go?  To-morrow,  aunt,  n'est-ce  pas?  Oh,  I 
am  quite  strong !  never  felt  so  well  in  my  Ufe !  I'll  go  and 
pack  up  this  instant  "  cries  the  3'oung  person. 

"  Doucement !  Papa  knows  of  the  plan.  Indeed,  it  was 
he  who  proposed  it." 

"  Dearest,  best  father  !  "  ejaculates  Miss  Charlotte. 

"But  mamma  does  not;  and  if  you  show  yourself  very 
eager,  Charlotte,  she  may  object,  3'ou  know.  Heaven  forbid 
that  /  should  counsel  dissimulation  to  a  child  ;  but  under  the 
circumstances,  my  love  —  At  least  I  own  what  happened  be- 
tween Mac  and  me.  Law !  /  didn't  care  for  papa's  bugg\' 
whip !  I  knew  it  would  not  hurt ;  and  as  for  Ba3'nes,  I  am 
sure  he  would  not  hurt  a  fiy.  Never  was  man  more  sony  for 
what  he  has  done.  He  told  me  so  whilst  we  walked  awa3^  from 
the  l)onnet-shop,  whilst  he  was  carr3'ing  m3'  old  3'cllow.  We 
met  somebod3-  near  the  Bourse.  How  sad  he  looked,  and  how 
handsome,  too!  /bowed  to  him,  and  kissed  my  hand  to  him, 
that  is,  the  knob  of  m3'  parasol.  Papa  couldn't  shake  hands 
with  him,  because  of  my  bonnet,  3'ou  know,  in  the  brown-paper 
Ijag.  He  has  a  grand  beard,  indeed !  He  looked  lilce  a 
wounded  lion.  I  said  so  to  papa.  And  I  said,  '  It  is  3'ou  who 
wound  him,  Charles  Ba3-nes  ! '  'I  know  that,'  papa  said.  '  I 
have  been  thinking  of  it.  I  can't  sleep  at  night  for  thinking 
about  it :  and  it  makes  me  dee'd  unhappy'.'  You  know  what 
papa  sometimes  says  ?  Dear  me !  You  should  have  heard 
them,  when  Eliza  and  I  joined  the  arm3-,  3'ears  and  3'ears 
ago ! " 

For  once,  Charlotte  Ba3-ne8  was  happ3'  at  her  father's  being 
unhapp3'.  The  little  maiden's  heart  had  been  Avounded  to  think 
that  her  father  could  do  his  Charlotte  a  wrong.      Ah !   taky 
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warning  by  him,  ye  graybearcls  !  And  however  old  and  tooth- 
less, if  you  have  done  wrong,  own  that  3'ou  have  done  so  ;  and 
sit  down  and  say  grace,  and  mumble  your  humble  pie  ! 

The  General,  then,  did  not  shake  hands  with  Philip ;  but 
Major  MacW^hirter  went  up  in  the  most  marked  way,  and  gave 
the  wounded  lion  his  own  paw,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Firmin,  glad  to 
see  you !  If  ever  you  come  to  Tours,  mind,  don't  forget  my 
wife  and  me.  Fine  day.  Little  patient  much  better !  Bon 
courage,  as  they  say  !  " 

I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  bungle  Philip  made  of  his  corre- 
spondence with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  that  night?  Every  man 
who  lives  by  his  pen,  if  by  chance  he  looks  back  at  his  writings 
of  former  years,  lives  in  the  past  again.  Our  griefs,  our  pleas- 
ures, our  youth,  our  sorrows,  our  dear,  dear  friends,  resusci- 
tate. How  we  tingle  with  shame  over  some  of  those  fine 
passages  !  How  dreary  are  those  disinterred  jokes  !  It  was 
Wednesday  night.  Philip  was  writing  off  at  home,  in  his  inn, 
one  of  his  grand  tirades,  dated  "Paris,  Thursda}'"  —  so  as 
to  be  in  time,  30U  understand,  for  the  post  of  Saturda}',  when 
the  little  waiter  comes  and  says,  winking,  "Again  that  lady, 
Monsieur  PhiUppe ! " 

"  What  lady?"  asks  our  own  intelligent  correspondent. 

"  That  old  lady  who  came  the  other  day,  you  know." 

"  C'est  moi,  mon  ami!"  cries  Madame  Smolensk's  well- 
known  gTave  voice.  "  Here  is  a  letter,  d'abord.  But  that  saj's 
nothing.  It  was  written  before  the  grande  nouvelle  —  the 
great  news  —  the  good  news  !  " 

"  What  good  news?  "  asks  the  gentleman. 

"  In  two  days  miss  goes  to  Tours  with  her  aunt  and  uncle  — 
this  good  Macvirterre.  They  have  taken  their  places  by  the 
diligence  of  Lafitte  and  Caillard.  They  are  th}'  friends.  Papa 
encourages  her  going.  Here  is  their  card  of  visit.  Go  thou 
also  ;  thev  will  receive  thee  with  open  anns.  What  hast  thou, 
ni}'  son?" 

Philip  looked  dreadfully  sad.  An  injured  and  unfortunate 
gentleman  at  New  York  had  drawn  upon  him,  and  he  had  paid 
away  ever3thing  he  had  but  four  francs,  and  he  was  living  on 
credit  until  his  next  remittance  arrived. 

' '  Thou  hast  no  money  !  I  have  thought  of  it.  Behold  of  it ! 
Let  him  wait  —  the  proprietor  !  "  And  she  takes  out  a  bank- 
note, which  she  puts  in  the  young  man's  hand. 

"  Tiens,  il  I'embrasse  encor  c'te  vieille ! "  says  the  little 
knife-boy.     "  J'aimerai  pas  9a,  moi,  par  examp  ! " 

30 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

in  the  departments  of  seine,  loire,  and  styx 
(interieur). 

Our  dear  friend  Mrs.  Ba3-nes  was  suffering  under  the  in- 
fluence of  one  of  those  panics  which  sometimes  seized  her,  and 
during  whicli  she  remained  her  husband's  most  obedient  Eliza 
and  vassal.  When  Baj'ues  wore  a  certain  expression  of  counte- 
nance, we  have  said  that  his  wife  knew  resistance  to  be  useless. 
That  expression,  I  suppose,  he  assumed,  when  he  announced 
Charlotte's  departure  to  her  mother,  and  ordered  Mrs.  General 
Bay nes  to  make  the  necessary  preparations  for  the  girl.  ' '  She 
might  sta}'  some  time  with  her  aunt,"  Baynes  stated.  "A 
change  of  air  would  do  the  child  a  great  deal  of  good.  Let 
everything  necessary  in  the  shape  of  hats,  bonnets,  winter 
clothes,  and  so  forth,  be  got  ready."  "Was  Char,  then,  to 
sta}'  away  so  long?  "  asked  Mrs.  B.  "  She  has  been  so  happj^ 
here  that  3'ou  want  to  keep  her,  and  fancy  she  can't  be  hapj)}' 
without  you  !  "  I  can  fancy  the  General  grimly  replying  to  the 
partner  of  his  existence.  Hanging  down  her  withered  head, 
with  a  tear  ma3'hap  trickling  down  her  cheek,  I  can  fanc}'  the 
old  woman  silenth'  departing  to  do  the  bidding  of  her  lord. 
She  selects  a  trunk  out  of  the  store  of  Baj-nes's  baggage.  A 
3'oung  lad3''s  trunk  was  a  trunk  in  those  days.  Now  it  is  a 
two  or  three  storied  edifice  of  wood,  in  which  two  or  three  full- 
grown  bodies  of  3'oung  ladies  (without  crinoline)  might  be 
packed.  I  saw  a  little  old  countr3' woman  at  the  Folkestone 
station  last  year  with  her  travelhng  baggage  contained  in  a 
band-box  tied  up  in  an  old  cotton  handkerchief  hanging  on  her 
^rm  ;  and  she  surve3-ed  Lady  Knightsbridge's  twent3'- three  black 
trunks,  each  wellnigh  as  large  as  her  ladyship's  opera-box. 
Before  these  great  edifices  that  old  woman  stood  wondering 
dumbl3'.  That  old  lad3'  and  I  had  lived  in  a  time  when  crino- 
line was  not ;  and  3-et,  1  think,  women  looked  even  prettier  in 
that  time  than  the3'  do  now.  Well,  a  trunk  and  a  band-box 
were  fetched  out  of  the  baggage  heap  for  little  Charlotte,  and 
I  dare  sa3'  her  little  brothers  jumped  and  danced  on  the  box 
with  much  energ3'  to  make  the  lid  shut,  and  the  General  brought 
out  his  hammer  and  nails,  and  nailed  a  card  on  the  box  with 
"Mademoiselle  Baynes"  thereon  printed.     And  mamma  bad 
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to  look  on  and  witness  those  [jicparations.  And  Walsingham 
Hely  had  called ;  and  he  wouldn't  call  again,  she  knew  ;  and 
that  fair  chance  for  the  estabhshment  of  her  child  was  lost  b}^ 
the  obstinac}'  of  her  self-willed,  reckless  husband.  That  woman 
had  to  water  her  soup  with  her  furtive  tears,  to  sit  of  nights 
behind  hearts  and  spades,  and  brood  over  her  crushed  hopes. 
If  I  contemplate  that  wretched  old  Niobe  much  longer,  I  shall 
begin  to  pity  her.  Away  softness  !  Take  out  thy  arrows,  the 
poisoned,  the  barbed,  the  rankling,  and  prod  me  the  old  creature 
well,  god  of  the  silver  bow  !  Eliza  Ba^'nes  had  to  look  on, 
then,  and  see  the  trunks  packed  ;  to  see  her  own  authority 
over  her  own  daughter  wrested  awa}'  from  her ;  to  see  the 
undutiful  girl  prepare  with  perfect  delight  and  alacrity  to  go 
away,  without  feeling  a  pang  at  leaving  a  mother  who  had 
nursed  her  through  adverse  illnesses,  who  had  scolded  her  for 
seventeen  years. 

The  General  accompanied  the  party  to  the  diligence  office. 
Little  Char  was  very  pale  and  melancholy  indeed  when  she  took 
her  place  in  the  coupe.  "  She  should  have  a  corner  :  she  had 
been  ill,  and  ought  to  have  a  corner,"  uncle  Mac  said,  and  cheer- 
fuU}-  consented  to  be  bodkin.  Our  three  special  friends  are 
seated.  The  other  passengers  clamber  into  their  places.  Awa}^ 
goes  the  clattering  team,  as  the  General  weaves  an  adieu  to  his 
friends.  "  Monstrous  fine  horses  those  gray  Normans  ;  famous 
breed,  indeed,"  he  remarks  to  his  wife  on  his  return. 

"  Indeed,"  she  echoes.  "  Pray,  in  what  part  of  the  carriage 
was  Mr.  Firmin  ?  "  she  presently  asks. 

"  In  no  part  of  the  carriage  at  all !  "  Baynes  answers  fiercely, 
turning  beet-root  red.  And  thus,  though  she  had  been  silent, 
obedient,  hanging  her  head,  the  woman  showed  that  she  was 
aware  of  her  master's  schemes,  and  why  her  girl  had  been  taken 
away.  She  knew ;  but  she  was  beaten.  It  remained  for  her 
but  to  be  silent  and  bow  her  head.  I  dare  say  she  did  not  sleep 
one  wink  that  night.  She  followed  the  diligence  in  its  journe3^ 
"  Char  is  gone,"  she  thought.  "  Yes  ;  in  due  time  he  will  take 
from  me  the  obedience  of  my  other  children,  and  tear  them  out 
of  my  lap."  He  —  that  is,  the  General  —  was  sleeping  mean- 
while. He  had  had  in  the  last  few  da^-s  four  awful  battles  — 
with  his  child,  with  his  friends,  with  his  wife  —  in  which  latter 
combat  he  had  been  conqueror.  No  wonder  Ba3'nes  was  tired, 
and  needed  rest.  Au}^  one  of  those  engagements  was  enough 
to  weary  the  veteran. 

If  we  take  the  liberty  of  looking  into  double-bedded  rooms, 
and  peering  into  the  thoughts  whicii  are  passing  under  private 
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nigliU-aps,  iiniy  we  uot  examine  the  coupe  of  a  jingling  diligence 
with  an  open  window,  in  which  a  young  lady  sits  wide  awake  by 
the  side  of  her  uncle  and  aunt?  These  perhaps  are  asleep  ;  but 
she  is  not.  Ah  !  she  is  thinking  of  another  journey  !  that  bliss- 
ful one  from  Boulgne,  when  he  was  there  yonder  in  the  imperial, 
by  the  side  of  the  conductor.  When  the  MacWhirter  party 
had  come  to  the  diligence  office,  how  her  little  heart  had  beat ! 
How  she  had  looked  under  the  lamps  at  all  the  people  lounging 
about  the  court !  How  she  had  listened  when  the  clerk  called 
out  the  names  of  the  passengers  ;  and,  mere}',  what  a  fright  she 
had  been  in,  lest  he  should  be  there  after  all,  while  she  stood 
yet  leaning  on  her  father's  arm  !  But  there  was  no  —  well, 
names,  I  think,  need  scarcely  be  mentioned.  There  was  no 
sign  of  the  individual  in  question.  Papa  kissed  her,  and  sadly 
said  good-b}'.  Good  Madame  Smolensk  came  with  an  adieu 
and  an  embrace  for  her  dear  Miss,  and  whispered,  "Courage, 
mon  enfant,"  and  then  said,  "  Hold,  I  have  brought  j'ou  some 
bonbons."  There  the}'  were  in  a  little  packet.  Little  Char- 
lotte put  the  packet  into  her  little  basket.  Away  goes  the  dili- 
gence, but  the  individual  had  made  no  sign. 

Away  goes  the  diligence  ;  and  ever}'  now  and  then  Charlotte 
feels  the  little  packet  in  her  little  basket.     What  does  it  contain 

—  oh,  what?  If  Charlotte  could  but  read  with  her  heart,  she 
would  see  in  that  little  packet  —  the  sweetest  bonbon  of  all  per- 
haps it  might  be,  or,  ah  me  !  the  bitterest  almond !  Through 
the  night  goes  the  diligence,  passing  rela.y  after  rela}'.  Uncle 
Mac  sleeps.  I  think  I  have  said  he  snored.  Aunt  Mac  is  quite 
silent,  and  Char  sits  plaintively  with  her  lonely  thoughts  and  her 
bonbons,  as  miles,  hours,  relays  pass. 

"These  ladies  will  they  descend  and  take  a  cup  of  coffee, 
a  cup  of  bouillon  ?  "  at  last  cries  a  waiter  at  the  coupe  door,  as 
the  carriage  stops  in  Orleans.  "  By  all  means  a  cup  of  cotfee," 
says  aunt  Mac.  "  The  little  Orleans  wine  is  good,"  cries  uncle 
Mac.  "  Descendons  !  "  "  This  way,  madame,"  says  the  waiter. 
"  Charlotte  my  love,  some  coffee?  " 

"  I  will  —  I  will  sta}-  in  the  carriage.  1  don't  want  anything, 
thank  you,"  says  Miss  Charlotte,  And  the  instant  her  relations 
are  gone,  entering  the  gate  of  the  "  Lion  Noir,"  where,  you 
know,  are  the  Bureaux  des  Messageries  Latitte,  Caillard  et  O" 

—  I  say,  on  tlie  very  instant  when  her  relations  have  disap- 
peared, what  do  you  think  Miss  Charlotte  does? 

She  opens  that  packet  of  bonbons  with  fingers  that  tremble 

—  tremble  so,  I  wonder  how  she  could  undo  the  knot  of  the 
string  (or  do   you  think  she  had  untied  that  knot  under  her 
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shawl  in  the  dark  ?  I  can't  say.  We  never  shall  know).  Well ; 
she  opens  the  packet.  She  does  not  care  one  fig  for  the  lolli- 
pops, almonds,  and  so  forth.  She  pounces  on  a  little  scrap  of 
paper,  and  is  going  to  read  it  by  the  light  of  the  steaming  stable 
lanterns,  when  —  oh,  what  made  her  start  so?  — 

In  those  old  days  there  used  to  be  two  diligences  which  trav- 
elled nightly  to  Tours,  setting  out  at  the  same  hour,  and  sto})- 
ping  at  almost  the  same  relays.  The  diligence  of  Lafitte  and 
Caillard  supped  at  the  "  Lion  Noir"  at  Orleans  —  the  diligence 
of  the  Messageries  Royales  stopped  at  the  "  P]cu  de  France," 
hard  by. 

Well,  as  the  Messageries  Ro3'ales  are  supping  at  the  "Ecu 
de  France,"  a  passenger  strolls  over  from  that  coach,  and  strolls 
and  strolls  until  he  comes  to  the  coach  of  Lafitte,  Caillard,  and 
Company,  and  to  the  coupe  window  where  Miss  Ba3nes  is  trying 
to  decipher  her  bonbon. 

He  comes  up  —  and  as  the  night-lamps  fall  on  his  face  and 
beard  —  his  ros}- face,  his  yellow  beard  —  oh!  —  What  means 
that  scream  of  the  joung  lady  in  the  coupe  of  Lafitte,  Caillard 
et  Compagnie  !  I  declare  she  has  dropped  the  letter  which  she 
was  about  to  read.  It  has  dropped  into  a  pool  of  mud  under 
the  dihgence  off  fore-wheel.  And  he  with  the  yellow  beard, 
and  a  sweet  happy  laugh,  and  a  tremble  in  his  deep  voice,  saj's, 
"You  need  not  read  it.  It  was  only  to  tell  you  what  you 
know." 

Then  the  coupe  window  says,  "Oh,  Philip  !  Oh,  my  — " 

My  what?  You  cannot  hear  the  words,  because  the  gray 
Norman  horses  come  squealing  and  clattering  up  to  their  coach- 
pole  with  such  accompanying  cries  and  imprecations  from  the 
liorsekeepers  and  postilions,  that  no  wonder  the  little  warble  is 
lost.  It  was  not  intended  for  you  and  me  to  hear  ;  but  perhaps 
you  can  guess  the  purport  of  the  words.  Perhaps  in  quite  old, 
old  days,  you  may  remember  having  heard  such  little  whispers, 
in  a  time  when  the  song  birds  in  3'our  grove  carolled  that  kind 
of  song  very  pleasantl}"  and  freely.  But  this,  my  good  madam, 
is  written  in  Februar}'.  The  birds  are  gone  :  the  branches  are 
bare  :  the  gardener  has  actually  swept  the  leaves  off'  the  walks  : 
and  the  whole  affair  is  an  affair  of  a  past  year,  3'ou  understand. 
Well!  carpe  diem^  fugit  hora^  &c.  &c.  There,  for  one  minute, 
for  two  minutes,  stands  Philip  over  the  diligence  off  fore-wheel, 
talking  to  Charlotte  at  the  window,  and  their  heads  are  quite 
close  —  quite  close.  What  are  those  two  pairs  of  lips  warbling, 
whispering?  "Hi!  Gare  !  Ohe  !  "  The  liorsekeepers,  I  say, 
quite  prevent  you  from  hearing ;  and  here  come  the  passengers 
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out  of  the  "  Lion  Noir,"  aunt  Mac  still  munching  a  great  slice 
of  bread-and-butter.  Charlotte  is  quite  comfortable,  and  does 
not  want  anything,  dear  aunt,  thank  30U.  I  hope  she  nestles 
in  her  corner,  and  has  a  sweet  slumber.  On  the  journey  the 
twin  diligences  pass  and  repass  each  other.  Perhaps  Charlotte 
looks  out  of  her  window  sometimes  and  towards  the  other  car- 
riage. I  don't  know.  It  is  a  long  time  ago.  What  used  you 
to  do  in  old  days,  ere  railroads  were,  and  when  diligences  ran':' 
The}'  were  slow  enough  :  but  they  have  got  to  their  journey's  end 
somehow.  They  were  tight,  hot,  dusty,  dear,  stuffy,  and  uncom- 
fortable ;  but,  for  all  that,  travelling  was  good  sport  sometimes. 
And  if  the  world  would  have  the  kindness  to  go  back  for  five- 
and-tvventy  or  thirty  years,  some  of  us  who  have  travelled  on 
the  Tours  and  Orleans  Eailway  very  comfortably  w^ould  like  to 
take  the  diligence  journey  now. 

Having  myself  seen  the  city  of  Tours  only  last  year,  of 
course  I  don't  remember  much  about  it.  A  man  remembers 
boyhood,  and  the  first  sight  of  Calais,  and  so  forth.  But  after 
much  travel  or  converse  with  the  world,  to  see  a  new  town  is  to 
be  introduced  to  Jones.  He  is  like  Brown ;  he  is  not  unlike 
Smith.  In  a  little  while  you  hash  him  up  with  Thompson.  I 
dare  not  be  particular,  then,  regarding  Mr.  Firmin's  life  at 
Tours,  lest  I  should  make  topographical  errors,  for  which  the 
critical  schoolmaster  would  justly  inflict  chastisement.  In  the 
last  novel  I  read  about  Tours,  there  were  blunders  from  the  effect 
of  which  you  know  the  wretched  author  never  recovered.  It 
was  by  one  Scott,  and  had  3'oung  Quentin  Durward  for  a  hero, 
and  Isabel  de  Croye  for  a  heroine  ;  and  she  sat  in  her  hostel, 
and  sang,  "  Ah,  County  Gu}',  the  hour  is  nigh."  A  pretty  bal- 
lad enough  :  l)ut  what  ignorance,  my  dear  sir  !  "What  descrip- 
tions of  Tours,  of  Liege,  are  in  that  fallacious  story  !  Yes,  so 
fallacious  and  misleading,  that  I  remember  I  was  sorry,  not 
because  the  description  was  unlike  Tours,  but  because  Tours 
was  unlike  the  description. 

So  Quentin  Firmin  went  and  put  up  at  the  snug  little  hostel 
of  the  "  Faisan  ;  "  and  Isabel  de  Ba3-nes  took  up  her  abode 
with  her  uncle  the  Sire  de  MacWhirter ;  and  I  believe  Master 
Firmin  had  no  more  money  in  his  pocket  than  the  Master  Dur- 
ward whose  stor}'  the  Scottish  novelist  told  some  forty  3'ears 
since.  And  I  cannot  promise  you  that  our  young  English 
adventurer  shall  marry  a  noble  heiress  of  vast  property,  and 
engage  the  Boar  of  Ardennes  in  a  hand-to-hand  combat ;  that 
sort  of  Boar,  madam,  does  not  appear  in  our  modern  dravring- 
room  liistorics.     Of  others,  not  wild,  tiiere  be  plent}'.     They 
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gore  you  in  clubs.  They  seize  you  by  the  doublet,  and  pin  3'ou 
against  posts  in  public  streets.  They  run  at  you  in  parks.  I 
have  seen  them  sit  at  bay  after  dinner,  ripping,  gashing,  tossing, 
a  whole  compan}'.  These  our  young  adventurer  had  in  good 
sooth  to  encounter,  as  is  the  case  with  most  knights.  Who 
escapes  them?  I  remember  an  eminent  person  talking  to  me 
about  bores  for  two  hours  once.  Oh,  you  stupid  eminent  per- 
son !  You  never  knew  that  3'ou  yom'self  had  tusks,  little  eyes 
in  your  hvre  ;  a  bristly  mane  to  cut  into  tooth-brushes ;  and  a 
curly  tail !  I  have  a  notion  that  the  multitude  of  bores  is 
enormous  in  the  world.  If  a  man  is  a  bore  himself,  when  he 
is  bored  —  and  you  can't  den}'  this  statement  —  then  what  am 
I,  what  are  3'ou,  what  your  father,  grandfather,  son  —  all  your 
amiable  acquaintance,  in  a  word?  Of  this  I  am  sure.  Major 
and  Mrs.  MacWhirter  were  not  brilliant  in  conversation.  What 
would  you  and  I  do,  or  say,  if  we  listen  to  the  tittle-tattle  of 
Tours.  How  the  clergyman  was  certainly  too  fond  of  cards, 
and  going  to  the  cafe ;  how  the  dinners  those  Popjoys  gave 
were  too  absurdly  ostentatious ;  and  Popjoy,  we  know,  in  the 
Bench  last  year.  How  Mrs.  Flights,  going  on  with  that  Major 
of  French  Carabiniers,  was  really  too  &,c.  &c.  "  How  could  I 
endure  those  people  ?  "  Philip  would  ask  himself,  when  talking 
of  that  personage  in  after  daj's,  as  he  loved,  and  loves  to  do. 
"How  could  I  endure  them,  I  say?  Mac  was  a  good  man; 
but  I  knew  secretl_y  in  my  heart,  sir,  that  he  was  a  bore.  Well : 
I  loved  him.  I  liked  his  old  stories.  I  liked  his  bad  old  din- 
ners :  there  is  a  very  comfortable  Touraine  wine,  by  the  way  — 
a  very  warming  little  wine,  sir,  Mrs.  Mac  joxx  never  saw,  my 
good  Mrs.  Pendennis.  Be  sure  of  this,  3'ou  never  would  have 
liked  her.  Well,  I  did.  I  liked  her  house,  though  it  was 
damp,  in  a  damp  garden,  frequented  by  dull  people.  I  should 
like  to  go  and  see  that  old  house  now.  I  am  perfectly  happy 
with  my  wife,  but  I  sometimes  go  away  from  her  to  enjoy  the 
luxury  of  living  over  our  old  da3'S  again.  With  nothing  in  the 
world  but  an  allowance  which  was  precarious,  and  had  been 
spent  in  advance  ;  with  no  particular  plans  for  the  future,  and 
a  few  five-franc  pieces  for  the  present,  —  by  Jove,  sir,  how  did 
I  dare  to  be  so  happj'?  What  idiots  we  were,  my  love,  to  be 
happy  at  all !  We  were  mad  to  marr^'.  Don't  tell  me  :  with  a 
purse  which  didn't  contain  three  months'  consumption,  would 
we  dare  to  marry  now?  We  should  be  put  into  the  mad  ward 
of  the  workhouse  :  that  would  be  the  only  place  for  us.  Talk 
about  trusting  in  heaven.  Stuff  and  nonsense,  ma'am !  I 
have  as  good  a  right  to  go  and  buy  a  house  in  Belgrave  Square, 
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and  trust  to  heaven  for  the  payment,  as  I  had  to  marry  when  I 
did.  We  were  paupers,  Mrs.  Char,  and  you  know  that  ver}' 
well ! " 

"  Oh,  yes.  We  were  very  wrong :  very  !  "  says  Mrs.  Char- 
lotte, looking  up  to  her  chandelier  (which,  by  the  way,  is  of  ver}' 
handsome  Venetian  old  glass).  "We  were  very  wrong,  were 
not  we,  my  dearest  ?  "  And  herewith  she  will  begin  to  kiss  and 
fondle  two  or  more  babies  that  disport  in  her  room  —  as  if  two 
or  more  babies  had  anything  to  do  with  Philip's  argument,  that 
a  man  has  no  right  to  marry  who  has  no  pretty  well-assured 
means  of  keeping  a  wife. 

Here,  then,  by  the  banks  of  Loire,  although  Philip  had  but 
a  very  few  francs  in  his  pocket,  and  was  obliged  to  keep  a  sharp 
look-out  on  his  expenses  at  the  Hotel  of  the  "Golden  Pheasant," 
he  passed  a  fortnight  of  such  happiness  as  I,  for  m}'  part,  wish 
to  all  young  folks  who  read  his  veracious  history.  Though  he 
was  so  poor,  and  ate  and  drank  so  modesth'  in  the  house,  the 
maids,  waiters,  the  landlad}'  of  the  "  Pheasant,"  were  as  civil 
to  him  — yes,  as  civil  as  they  were  to  the  goutj'  old  l^.Tarchioness 
of  Carabas  herself,  who  staj-ed  here  on  her  way  to  the  soutli, 
occupied  the  grand  apartments,  quarrelled  with  her  lodging, 
dinner,  breakfast,  bread-and-butter  in  general,  insulted  the 
landlady  in  bad  French,  and  only  paid  her  bill  under  com- 
pulsion. Philip's  was  a  little  bill,  but  he  paid  it  cheerfully. 
He  gave  only  a  small  gratuity  to  the  servants,  but  he  was  kind 
and  hearty,  and  they  knew  he  was  poor.  He  was  kind  and 
hearty,  I  suppose,  because  he  was  so  happy.  I  have  known 
the  gentleman  to  be  by  no  means  civil ;  and  have  heard  him 
storm,  and  hector,  and  browbeat  landlord  and  waiters,  as 
liercely  as  tlie  Marquis  of  Carabas  himself.  But  now  Philip 
the  Bear  was  the  most  gentle  of  bears,  because  his  little  Char- 
lotte was  leading  liim. 

Away  with  troul)le  and  doubt,  with  squeamish  pride  and 
gloomy  care  !  Philip  had  enough  money  for  a  fortnight,  during 
wliich  Tom  (Hazier,  of  the  Monitor,  promised  to  supply  Philip's 
hitters  for  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  All  tlie  designs  of  France, 
Spain,  Russia,  gave  that  idle  "own  correspondent"  not  the 
slightest  anxiety.  In  the  morning  it  was  Miss  Ba3'nes  ;  in  the 
afternoon  it  was  Miss  Baynes.  At  six  it  was  dinner  and 
Charlotte  ;  at  nine  it  was  Charlotte  and  tea.  "  Anyhow,  love- 
making  does  not  spoil  his  appetite,"  Major  MacWhirter  cor- 
rectly remarked.  Indeed,  Philip  had  a  glorious  appetite  ;  and 
h(!alth  bloomed  in  Miss  Chadottii's  cheek,  and  beamed  in  her 
happy  little  heart.     Dr.  Firmin,  in  the  height  of  his  practice. 
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never  completed  a  cure  more  skilfull}-  than  that  which  was 
performed  by  Dr.  Firmin,  junior. 

"  I  ran  the  thing  so  close,  sir,"  I  remember  Philip  bawling 
out,  in  h\»  usual  energetic  way,  whilst  describing  this  period  ol 
his  life's  greatest  happiness  to  his  biographer,  "  that  I  came 
back  to  Paris  outside  the  diligence,  and  had  not  money  enough 
to  dine  on  the  road.  But  I  bought  a  sausage,  su-,  and  a  bit  of 
bread  —  and  a  brutal  sausage  it  was,  sir  —  and  I  reached  my 
lodgings  with  exactly  two  sous  in  my  pocket."  Roger  Bontemps 
himself  was  not  more  content  than  our  easy  philosopher. 

So  Philip  and  Charlotte  ratified  and  sealed  a  treaty  of  Tours, 
which  they  determined  should  never  be  broken  by  either  part}'. 
Marry  without  papa's  consent?  Oh,  never!  Marry  any bodj' 
but  Philip?  Oh,  never  —  never!  Not  if  she  lived  to  be  a 
hundred,  when  Philip  would  in  consequence  be  in  his  hundred 
and  ninth  or  tenth  year,  would  this  young  Joan  have  an}-  but 
her  present  Darby.  Aunt  Mac,  though  she  maj'  not  have  been 
the  most  accomplished  or  highly-bred  of  ladies,  was  a  warm- 
hearted and  affectionate  aunt  Mac.  She  caught  in  a  mild  form 
the  fever  from  these  young  people.  She  had  not  much  to  leave, 
and  Mac's  relations  would  want  all  he  could  spare  when  he  was 
gone.  But  Charlotte  should  have  her  garnets,  and  her  teapot, 
and  her  India  shawl  —  that  she  should.*  And  with  man}'  bless- 
ings this  enthusiastic  old  lady  took  leave  of  her  future  nephew- 
in-law  when  he  returned  to  Paris  and  dut}- .  Crack  your  whip, 
and  scream, j'our  hi/  and  be  oft'  quick,  postilion  and  diligence  ! 
I  am  glad  we  have  taken  Mr.  Firmin  out  of  that  dangerous, 
laz}',  love-making  place.  Nothing  is  to  me  so  sweet  as  senti- 
mental writing.  I  could  have  written  hundreds  of  pages  de- 
scribing Philip  and  Charlotte,  Charlotte  and  Philip.  But  a  stern 
sense  of  duty  intervenes.  M}'  modest  Muse  puts  a  finger  on 
her  lip,  and  says,  "Hush  about  that  business!"  Ah,  ray 
worthy  friends,  you  little  know  what  soft-hearted  people  those 
cynics  are  !  If  30U  could  have  come  on  Diogenes  by  surprise, 
I  dare  sa}-  3'ou  might  have  found  him  leading  sentimental  novels 
and  whimpering  in  his  tub.  Philip  shall  leave  his  sweetheart 
and  go  back  to  his  business,  and  we  will  not  have  one  word 
about  tears,  promises,  raptures,  parting.  Never  mind  about 
these  sentimentalities,  but  please,  rather,  to  depict  to  j^ourself 

*  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  in  later  da3-s,  after  Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter's 
decease,  it  was  found  that  she  had  promised  these  treasures  in  ivriting  to 
several  members  of  her  liusband's  family,  and  that  nmcii  heart-burning 
arose  in  consequence.  But  our  story  has  nothing  to  do  with  these  painful 
disputes. 
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our  young  fellow  so  poor  that  when  the  coach  stops  for  dinner 
at  Orleans  he  can  onh'  afford  to  purchase  a  pennv-loaf  and  a 
sausage  for  his  own  hungr}'  cheek.  When  he  reached  the  "-Hotel 
Poussin,"  with  his  meagre  carpet-bag,  they  served  him  a  supper 
which  he  ate  to  the  admiration  of  all  beholders  in  the  little 
coffee-room.  He  was  in  great  spirits  and  gayet\'.  He  did  not 
care  to  make  any  secret  of  his  poverty,  and  how  he  had  been 
unable  to  afford  to  pay  for  dinner.  Most  of  the  guests  at 
"  Hotel  Poussin  "  knew  what  it  was  to  be  poor.  Often  and  often 
they  had  dined  on  credit  when  they  put  back  their  napkins  into 
their  respective  pigeon-holes.  But  my  landlord  knew  his  guests. 
They  were  poor  men  —  honest  men.  They  paid  him  in  the  end, 
and  each  could  help  his  neighbor  in  a  strait. 

After  Mr.  Firrain's  return  to  Paris,  he  did  not  care  for  a 
while  to  go  to  the  Elysian  Fields.  They  were  not  Elysian  for 
him,  except  in  Miss  Charlotte's  compau}'.  He  resumed  his 
newspaper  correspondence,  which  occupied  but  a  day  in  each 
week,  and  he  had  the  other  six  —  na}-,  he  scribbled  on  the 
seventh  da}-  likewise,  and  covered  immense  sheets  of  letter- 
paper  with  remarks  upon  all  manner  of  subjects,  addressed  to 
a  certain  Mademoiselle,  Mademoiselle  Baynes,  chez  M.  le  Ma- 
jor Mac.  &c.  On  these  sheets  of  paper  Mr.  Firmin  could  talk 
so  long,  so  loudly,  so  ferventl}',  so  eloquently  to  Miss  Baj-nes, 
that  she  was  never  tired  of  hearing,  or  he  of  holding  forth.  He 
began  imparting  his  dreams  and  his  earliest  sensations  to  his 
beloved  before  breakfast.  At  noon-da}'  he  gave  her  his  opinion 
of  the  contents  of  the  morning  papers.  His  packet  was  ordina- 
rily full  and  brimming  over  b}'  post-time,  so  that  his  expres- 
sions of  loA'e  and  fidelity  leaked  from  under  the  cover,  or  were 
squeezed  into  the  queerest  corners,  where,  no  doubt,  it  was  a 
delightful  task  for  Miss  Baynes  to  trace  out  and  detect  those 
little  Cupids  which  a  faithful  lover  despatched  to  her.  It  would 
be,  "•  I  have  found  this  little  corner  unoccupied.  Do  3'ou  know 
what  I  have  to  sa}-  in  it?  Oh,  Charlotte,  I,"  &c.  &c.  M}' 
sweet  young  lady,  3'ou  can  guess,  or  will  one  day  guess,  the 
rest ;  and  will  receive  such  dear,  delightful,  nonsensical  double 
letters,  and  will  answer  them  with  that  elegant  propriet}'  which 
I  have  no  doubt  Miss  Baynes  showed  in  her  replies.  Ah  !  if 
all  who  are  writing  and  receiving  such  letters,  or  who  have 
written  and  received  such,  or  who  remember  writing  and  re- 
ceiving such  letters,  would  order  a  copy  of  this  novel  from  the 
publishers,  what  reams,  and  piles,  and  pyramids  of  paper  our 
ink  would  have  to  blacken  !  Since  Chailotte  and  Philii)  had 
been  engjiged  to  each  other,  he  had  scarcely,  except  in  those 
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dreadful,  ghastl}-  Jays  of  quarrel,  eujoyed  the  luxury  of  absence 
from  his  soul's  blessing  —  the  exquisite  delights  of  writing  to 
her.  He  could  do  few  things  in  moderation,  this  man  —  and  of 
this  delightful  privilege  of  writing  to  Charlotte  he  now  enjoyed 
his  heart's  fill. 

After  brief  enjoyment  of  the  weeks  of  this  rapture,  when 
winter  was  come  on  Paris,  and  icicles  hung  on  the  bough,  how 
did  it  happen  that  one  day,  two  days,  three  days  passed,  and 
the  postman  brought  no  little  letter  in  the  well-known  little 
handwriting  for  Monsieur,  Monsieur  Philip  Firmin,  k  Paris: 
Three  days,  four  days,  and  no  letter.  O  torture,  could  she  be 
ill?  Could  her  aunt  and  uncle  have  turned  against  her,  and 
forbidden  her  to  write,  as  her  father  and  mother  had  done  be- 
fore ?  O  grief,  and  sorrow,  and  rage  !  As  for  jealousy,  our 
leonine  friend  never  knew  such  a  passion.  It  never  entered 
into  his  lordh'  heart  to  doubt  of  his  little  maiden's  love.  But 
still  four,  five  da^'s  haA'e  passed,  and  not  one  word  has  come 
from  Tours.  The  little  "  Hotel  Poussin  "  was  in  a  commotion. 
I  have  said  that  when  our  friend  felt  any  passion  very  strongly 
he  was  sure  to  speak  of  it.  Did  Don  Quixote  lose  any  oppor- 
tunit}'  of  declaring  to  the  world  that  Dulcinea  del  Toboso  was 
peerless  among  women?  Did  not  Antar  bawl  out  in  battle,  '•  I 
am  the  lover  of  Ibla?  "  Our  knight  had  taken  all  the  people  of 
the  hotel  into  his  confidence  somehow.  They  all  knew  of  his 
condition  —  all,  the  painter,  the  poet,  the  half-pay  Polish  offi- 
cer, the  landlord,  the  hostess,  down  to  the  little  knife-boy  who 
used  to  come  in  with,  "  The  factor  comes  of  to  pass  —  no  letter 
this  morning." 

No  doubt  Philip's  political  letters  became,  under  this  out- 
ward pressure,  ver^^  desponding  and  gloomy.  One  day,  as  he 
sat  gnawing  his  moustaches  at  his  desk,  the  little  Anatole  en- 
ters his  apartment  and  cries,  "  Tenez,  M.  Philippe.  That  lady 
again  ! "  And  the  faithful,  the  watchful,  the  active  Madame 
Smolensk  once  more  made  her  appearance  in  his  chamber. 

Phihp  blushed  and  hung  his  head  for  shame.  "  Ungrateful 
brute  that  I  am,"  he  thought;  "  I  have  been  back  more  than 
a  week,  and  never  thought  a  bit  about  that  good,  kind  soul  who 
came  to  my  succor.  I  am  an  awful  egotist.  Love  is  always 
so." 

As  he  rose  up  to  greet  his  friend,  she  looked  so  grave,  and 
pale,  and  sad,  that  he  could  not  but  note  her  demeanor.  "  Bon 
Dieu  !  had  anything  happened?" 

"  Ce  pauvre  General  is  ill,  very  ill,  Philip,"  Smolensk  said, 
in  her  grave  voice. 
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He  was  so  gravely  ill,  Madame  said,  that  his  daughter  had 
been  sent  for. 

"  Had  she  come?  "  asked  Philip,  with  a  start. 

"You  think  but  of  her  —  you  care  not  for  the  poor  old 
man.  You  are  all  the  same,  you  men.  All  egotists  —  all. 
Go !  I  know  3'ou !  I  never  knew  one  that  was  not,"  said 
Madame. 

Philip  has  his  little  faults  :  perhaps  egotism  is  one  of  his 
defects.     Perhaps  it  is  yours,  or  even  mine. 

"  You  have  been  here  a  week  since  Thursday  last,  and  you 
have  never  written  or  sent  to  a  woman  Avho  loves  you  well. 
Go  !     It  was  not  well,  Monsieur  Philippe." 

As  soon  as  he  saw  her,  Philip  felt  that  he  had  been  neglect- 
ful and  ungrateful.  We  have  owned  so  much  already.  But 
how  should  Madame  know  that  he  had  returned  on  Thursday 
week?  When  they  looked  up  after  her  reproof,  his  eager  eyes 
seemed  to  ask  this  question. 

"  Could  she  not  write  to  me  and  tell  me  that  you  were  come 
back?  Perhaps  she  knew  that  you  would  not  do  so  yourself. 
A  woman's  heart  teaches  her  these  experiences  early,"  contin- 
ued the  lad}',  sadl}' ;  then  she  added:  "I  tell  you,  3-ou  are 
good-for-nothings,  all  of  you !  And  I  repent  me,  see  you,  of 
having  had  the  betise  to  pity  you  ! " 

"  I  shall  have  my  quarter's  pay  on  Saturday.  I  was  coming 
to  you  then,"  said  Philip. 

"  AVas  it  that  I  was  si)eaking  of?  What !  3'ou  are  all  cow- 
ards, men  all  I  Oh,  that  I  have  been  beast,  beast,  to  think  at 
last  I  had  found  a  man  of  heart !  " 

How  much  or  how  often  this  poor  Ariadne  had  trusted  and 
been  forsaken,  I  have  no  means  of  knowing,  or  desire  of  in- 
quiring. Perhaps  it  is  as  well  for  the  polite  reader,  who  is 
taken  into  m}'  entire  confidence,  that  we  should  not  know  Ma. 
dame  de  Smolensk's  history  from  the  first  page  to  the  last. 
Granted  that  Ariadne  was  deceived  bj-  Theseus :  but  then  slis 
consoled  herself,  as  we  may  all  read  in  "  Smith's  Dictionary ; " 
and  then  she  must  have  deceived  her  father  in  order  to  run 
away  with  Theseus.  I  suspect  —  I  suspect,  I  say,  that  these 
women  who  are  so  veyy  much  betrayed,  are  —  but  we  are  specu- 
lating on  this  French  lady's  antecedents,  when  Charlotte,  hci 
lover,  and  her  family  are  the  persons  with  whom  we  have 
mainly  to  do. 

These  two,  I  suppose,  forgot  self,  about  which  each  for  a 
moment  had  beea  bus}-,  and  Madame  resumed:  —  "Yes,  you 
have  reason;  JMiss  is  here.     It  was  time.     Hold!     Here  is  a 
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note  from  her."  And  Pliilip's  kind  messenger  once  more  put 
a  paper  into  his  hands. 

'•'  My  dearest  father  is  very,  ver}'  ill.  Oh,  Philip  !  I  am  so 
unhapp3' ;  and  he  is  so  good,  and  gentle,  and  kind,  and  loves 
me  so." 

"It  is  true,"  Madame  resumed.  "Before  Charlotte  came, 
he  thought  only  of  her.  When  his  wife  comes  up  to  him,  he 
turns  from  her.  I  have  not  loved  her  much,  that  lady,  that  is 
true.  But  to  see  her  now,  it  is  navrant.  He  will  take  no  medi- 
cine from  her.  He  pushes  her  awa^'.  Before  Charlotte  came, 
he  sent  for  me,  and  spoke  as  well  as  his  poor  throat  would  let 
him,  this  poor  General !  His  daughter's  arrival  seemed  to 
comfort  him.  But  he  says,  '  Not  my  wife  !  not  my  wife  ! ' 
And  the  poor  thing  has  to  go  awa}'  and  cry  in  the  chamber  at 
the  side.  He  says  —  in  his  French,  you  know  —  he  has  never 
been  well  since  Charlotte  went  away.  He  has  often  been  out. 
He  has  dined  but  rarely  at  our  table,  and  there  has  always  been 
a  silence  between  him  and  Madame  la  Generale.  Last  week  he 
had  a  gi-eat  imflammation  of  the  chest.  Then  he  took  to  bed, 
and  Monsieur  the  Docteur  came  —  the  little  doctor  whom  you 
know.  Then  a  quinsy  has  declared  itself,  and  he  now  is  scarce 
able  to  speak.  His  condition  is  most  gTave.  He  lies  suffering, 
d}ing,  perhaps  —  yes,  dpng,  do  you  hear?  And  j'ou  are 
thinking  of  your  little  school-girl !  Men  are  all  the  same. 
Monsters  I     Go  !  " 

Philip,  who,  I  have  said,  is  verj-  fond  of  talking  about  Philip, 
surveys  his  own  faults  with  great  magnanimity  and  good-humor, 
and  acknowledges  them  without  the  least  intention  to  correct 
them.  "  How  selfish  we  are  !  "  I  can  hear  him  say,  looking  at 
himself  in  the  glass.  "By  George!  sir,  when  I  heard  simul- 
taneously the  news  of  that  poor  old  man's  illness,  and  of  Char- 
lotte's return,  1  felt  that  I  wanted  to  see  her  that  instant.  1 
must  go  to  her,  and  spealc  to  her.  The  old  man  and  his  suffer- 
ing did  not  seem  to  affect  me.  It  is  humiliating  to  have  to  own 
that  we  are  selfish  beasts.  But  we  are,  sir  —  we  are  brutes,  by 
George !  and  nothing  else."  —  And  he  gives  a  finishing  twist 
to  the  ends  of  his  flaming  moustaches  as  he  surveys  them  in 
the  glass. 

Poor  little  Charlotte  was  in  such  affliction  that  of  course  she 
must  have  Pliilip  to  console  her  at  once.  No  time  was  to  be 
lost.  Quick  !  a  cab  this  moment :  and,  coachman,  you  shall 
have  an  extra  for  drink  if  you  go  quick  to  tlie  Avenue  de  Valmy  ! 
Madame  puts  herself  into  the  carriage,  and  as  they  go  along, 
tells  Philip  more  at  length  of  tlie  gloom}'  occurrences  of  the  last 
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few  days.  Four  days  since  the  poor  General  was  so  bad  with  his 
quinsy  that  he  thought  he  should  not  recover,  and  Charlotte 
was  sent  for.  He  was  a  little  better  on  the  day  of  her  arrival ; 
but  yesterday  the  inflammation  had  increased  ;  he  could  not 
swallow  ;  he  could  not  speak  audibly  ;  he  was  in  very  great  suf- 
fering and  danger.  He  turned  away  from  his  wife.  The  un- 
happ3'  Generaless  had  been  to  Madame  Bunch  in  her  tears  and 
grief,  complaining  that  after  twenty  j'ears'  fidelitj'  and  attach- 
ment her  husband  had  withdrawn  his  regard  from  her.  Ba3'nes 
attributed  even  his  illness  to  his  wife  ;  and  at  other  times  said  it 
was  a  just  punishment  for  his  wicked  conduct  in  breaking  his 
word  to  Philip  and  Charlotte.  If  he  did  not  see  his  dear  child 
again  he  must  beg  her  forgiveness  for  having  made  her  suffer  so. 
He  had  acted  wickedly  and  ungratefull}',  and  his  wife  had  forced 
him  to  do  what  he  did.  He  prayed  that  heaven  might  pardon 
him.  And  he  had  behaved  with  wicked  injustice  towards  Philip, 
who  had  acted  most  generousl}'  towards  his  family.  And  he 
had  been  a  scoundrel  —  he  knew  he  had  —  and  Bunch,  and  Mac- 
Whirter,  and  the  Doctor  all  said  so  —  and  it  was  that  woman's 
doing.  And  he  pointed  to  the  scared  wife  as  he  painfully  hissed 
out  these  words  of  anger  and  contrition  :  —  "  When  I  saw  that 
child  ill,  and  almost  made  mad,  because  I  broke  m}'  word,  I 
felt  I  was  a  scoundrel,  Martin  ;  and  I  was  ;  and  that  woman 
made  me  so  ;  and  I  deserA^e  to  be  shot ;  and  I  shan't  recover  ;  I 
tell  you  I  shan't."  Dr.  Martin,  who  attended  the  General,  thus 
described  his  patient's  last  talk  and  behavior  to  Philip. 

It  was  the  doctor  who  sent  Madame  in  quest  of  the  young 
man.  He  found  poor  Mrs.  Baynes  with  hot,  tearless  e3'es  and 
livid  face,  a  wretched  sentinel  outside  the  sick-chamber.  "  You 
will  find  (General  Baynes  very  ill,  sir,"  she  said  to  Philip  with 
a  ghastly  calmness,  and  a  gaze  he  could  scarcely  face.  "  M}' 
daughter  is  in  the  room  with  him.  It  appears  I  have  offended 
him,  and  he  refuses  to  see  me."  And  she  squeezed  a  dr}' 
handkerchief  wliich  she  held,  and  put  on  her  spectacles  again, 
and  tried  again  to  read  the  Bible  in  her  lap. 

Philip  hardly  knew  the  meaning  of  Mrs.  Baj'nes's  words  as 
yet.  He  was  agitated  133-  the  thought  of  the  General's  illness, 
perhaps  b3'  the  notion  that  the  beloved  was  so  near.  Her  hand 
Avas  in  his  a  moment  afterwards  ;  and,  even  in  that  sad  chamber, 
each  could  give  the  other  a  soft  pressure,  a  fond,  silent  signal 
of  mutual  love  and  faith. 

The  poor  man  laid  the  hands  of  tlie  young  people  together, 
and  his  own  upon  them.  The  suffering  to  which  he  had  put  his 
daughter  seemed  to  be  the  crime  which  speciaUy  affected  him. 
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He  thanked  heaven  he  was  able  to  see  he  was  wrong.  He 
whispered  to  his  little  maid  a  pra3'er  for  pardon  in  one  or  two 
words,  which  caused  poor  Charlotte  to  sink  on  her  knees  and 
cover  his  fevered  hand  with  tears  and  kisses.  Out  of  all  her 
heart  she  forgave  him.  She  had  felt  that  the  parent  she  loved 
and  was  accustomed  to  honor  had  been  mercenary  and  cruel. 
It  had  wounded  her  pure  heart  to  be  obliged  to  think  that  her 
father  could  be  other  than  generous,  and  just,  and  good.  That 
he  should  humble  himself  before  her,  smote  her  with  the  keenest 
pang  of  tender  commiseration.  I  do  not  care  to  pursue  this 
last  scene.  Let  us  close  the  door  as  the  children  kneel  by  the 
sufferer's  bedside,  and  to  the  old  man's  petition  for  forgiveness, 
and  to  the  young  gWs  sobbing  vows  of  love  and  fondness,  say 
a  reverent  Amen. 

By  the  following  letter,  which  he  wrote  a  few  da3's  before  the 
fatal  termination  of  his  illness,  the  worthy  General,  it  would 
appear,  had  already  despaired  of  his  recovery :  —  "  M3'  dear 
Mac,  —  I  speak  and  breathe  with  such  difficulty  as  1  write  this 
from  m}'  bed,  that  I  doubt  whether  I  shall  ever  leave  it.  I  do 
not  wish  to  vex  poor  Eliza,  and  in  my  state  cannot  enter  into 
disputes  which  I  know  would  ensue  regarding  settlement  of 
property'.  When  I  left  England  there  was  a  claim  hanging 
over  me  (young  Firmin's)  at  which  I  was  needlesslj'  frightened, 
as  having  to  satisf}'  it  would  swallow  up  much  more  than  every- 
thing I  possessed  in  the  world.  Hence  made  arrangements  for 
leaving  everything  in  Eliza's  name  and  the  children  after.  Will 
with  Smith  and  Thompson,  Ra3'mond  Buildings,  Gray's  Inn. 
Think  Char  worit  he  happy  for  a  long  time  with  her  mother.  To 
break  from  F.,  who  has  been  most  generous  to  us,  will  break 
her  heart.  Will  yon  and  Emil^'  keep  her  for  a  little  ?  I  gave 
F.  my  promise.  As  3'ou  told  me,  I  have  acted  ill  by  him,  which 
1  own  and  deeply'  lament.  If  Char  marries,  she  ought  to  have 
her  share.  May  God  bless  her,  her  father  pram's,  in  case  he 
should  not  see  her  again.  And  with  best  love  to  Emily,  am 
3'ours,  dear  Mac,  sincere!}',  —  Charles  Baynes." 

On  the  receipt  of  this  letter,  Charlotte  disobeyed  her  father's 
wish,  and  set  forth  from  Tours  instantl}',  under  her  worthy 
uncle's  guardianship.  The  old  soldier  was  in  his  comrade's 
room  when  the  General  put  the  hands  of  Charlotte  and  her  lover 
together.  He  confessed  his  fault,  though  it  is  hard  for  those 
who  expect  love  and  reverence  to  have  to  own  to  wi'ong  and  to 
ask  pardon.  Old  knees  are  stiff  to  bend  :  brother  reader,  young 
or  old,  when  our  last  hour  comes,  may  ours  have  grace  to 
do  so. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

RETURNS   TO   OLD    FRIENDS. 

The  three  old  comrades  and  Philip  formed  the  little  mourn- 
ing procession  which  followed  the  General  to  his  place  of  rest 
at  Montmartre.  When  the  service  has  been  read,  and  the  last 
volley  has  been  fired  over  the  buried  soldier,  the  troops  march 
to  quarters  with  a  quick  step,  and  to  a  lively  tune.  Our  vet- 
eran has  been  laid  in  the  grave  with  brief  ceremonies.  We  do 
not  even  prolong  his  obsequies  witli  a  sermon.  His  place  knows 
him  no  longer.  There  are  a  few  who  remember  him  :  a  very, 
very  few  who  grie^'e  for  him  —  so  few  that  to  think  of  them  is 
a  humiliation  almost.  Tlie  sun  sets  on  the  earth,  and  our  dear 
brother  has  departed  off  its  face.  Stars  twinkle;  dews  fall; 
cliildren  go  to  sleep  in  awe  and  maybe  tears  ;  the  sun  rises  ou 
a  new  day,  which  he  has  never  seeu,  and  children  wake  hungry. 
They  are  interested  about  their  new  black  clothes,  perhaps. 
They  are  presentl}"  at  their  work,  plays,  quarrels.  They  are 
looking  forward  to  the  day  when  the  holidays  will  be  over,  and 
the  eyes  which  shone  here  yesterday  so  kindl}'  are  gone,  gone, 
gone.  A  drive  to  the  cemeter}',  followed  by  a  coach  with  four 
acquaintances  di'essed  in  decorous  black,  who  separate  and  go 
to  their  homes  or  clubs,  and  wear  your  crape  for  a  few  days 
after  —  can  most  of  us  expect  much  more?  The  thought  is  not 
ennobling  or  exhilarating,  worthy  sir.  And,  pra}-,  why  should 
we  be  proud  of  ourselves  ?  Is  it  because  we  have  been  so  good, 
or  are  so  wise  and  great,  that  we  expect  to  be  beloved,  la- 
mented, remembered?  Wh}',  great  Xerxes  or  blusteaung  Boba- 
dil  must  know  in  that  last  hour  and  resting-place  how  abject, 
how  small,  how  low,  how  lonely  they  are,  and  what  a  little  dust 
will  cover  them.  Quick,  drums  and  fifes,  a  lively  tune  !  Whip 
the  black  team,  coachman,  and  trot  back  to  town  again — to 
the  world,  and  to  business,  and  duty  ! 

1  am  for  saj'ing  no  single  unkindness  of  General  Baynes 
which  is  not  forced  upon  me  by  my  story-teller's  office.  We 
know  from  Marlborougli's  story  that  the  bravest  man  and  great- 
est military  genius  is  not  always  brave  or  successful  in  his  bat- 
tles with  his  wife ;  that  some  of  the  greatest  warriors  have 
committed  errors  in  accounts  and  the  distribution  of  meum  and 
tuuni.     We  can't  disguise  from  ourselves  the  fact  that  Baynes 
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permitted  himself  to  lie  misled,  and  had  weaknesses  not  quite 
consistent  with  the  highest  virtue. 

When  he  became  aware  that  his  carelessness  in  the  matter 
of  Mrs.  Firmin's  trust-money  had  placed  him  in  her  son's 
power,  we  have  seen  how  the  old  General,  in  order  to  avoid 
being  called  to  account,  fled  across  the  water  with  his  family 
and  all  his  little  fortune,  and  how  terrified  he  was  on  landing 
on  a  foreign  shore  to  find  himself  face  to  face  with  this  dread- 
ful creditor.  Philip's  renunciation  of  all  claims  against  Ba3'ne3 
soothed  and  pleased  the  old  man  wonderfulh-.  But  Philip 
might  change  his  mind,  an  adviser  at  Ba3'nes's  side  repeatedly 
urged.  To  live  abroad  was  cheaper  and  safer  than  to  live  at 
home.  Accordingh'  Ba3'nes,  his  wife,  family,  and  money,  all 
went  into  exile,  and  remained  there. 

What  savings  the  old  man  had  I  don't  accurately  know. 
He  and  his  wife  were  very  dark  upon  this  subject  with  Philip : 
and  when  the  General  died,  his  widow  declared  herself  to  be 
almost  a  pauper !  It  was  impossible  that  Baynes  should  have 
left  much  money ;  but  that  Charlotte's  share  should  have 
amounted  to  —  that  sum  which  may  or  may  not  presently  be 
stated  —  was  a  little  too  absurd  !  You  see  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fir- 
miu  are  travelling  abroad  just  now.  When  I  wrote  to  Firmin, 
to  ask  if  I  might  mention  the  amount  of  his  wife's  fortune,  he 
gave  me  no  answer ;  nor  do  I  like  to  enter  upon  these  matters 
of  calculation  without  his  explicit  permission.  He  is  of  a  hot 
temper ;  he  might,  on  his  return,  grow  angr}'  with  the  friend 
of  his  youth,  and  saj',  ''Sir,  how  dare  you  to  talk  about  my 
private  afl'airs?  and  what  has  the  public  to  do  with  Mrs.  Fir- 
min's private  fortune  ?  " 

When,  the  last  rites  over,  good-natured  uncle  Mac  proposed 
to  take  Charlotte  back  to  Tours  her  mother  made  no  objection. 
The  widow  had  tried  to  do  the  girl  such  an  injury,  that  perhaps 
the  latter  felt  forgiveness  was  impossible.  Little  Char  loved 
Philip  with  all  her  heart  and  strength ;  had  been  authorized' 
and  encouraged  to  do  so,  as  we  have  seen.  To  give  him  up 
now,  because  a  richer  suitor  presented  himself,  was  an  act  of 
treason  from  which  her  faithful  heart  revolted,  aud  she  never 
could  pardon  the  instigator.  Y"ou  see,  in  this  simple  story,  I 
scarcely  care  even  to  have  reticence  or  secrets.  I  don't  want 
you  to  understand  for  a  moment  that  Walsingham  Hel}'  was 
still  crying  his  ej'cs  out  about  Charlotte.  Goodness  bless  you  ! 
It  was  two  or  three  weeks  ago  —  four  or  five  weeks  ago,  that 
he  was  iu  love  with  her  !  He  had  not  seen  the  Duchesse  d'lvry 
then,  al)out  whom  you  may  remeuiber  he  had  the  quarrel  witli 
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Podichon,  at  the  club  in  the  Rue  de  Grammont,  (He  and  the 
Duchesse  wrote  poems  to  each  other,  each  in  the  other's  native 
language.)  The  Charlotte  had  long  passed  out  of  the  young 
fellow's  mind.  That  butterfly  had  fluttered  oft'  from  our  Eng- 
lish rosebud,  and  had  settled  on  the  other  elderly  flower !  I 
don't  know  that  Mrs.  Baynes  was  aware  of  young  Hely's 
fickleness  at  this  present  time  of  which  we  are  writing  ;  but  his 
visits  had  ceased,  and  she  was  angry  and  disappointed  ;  and 
not  the  less  angry  because  her  labor  had  been  in  vain.  On  her 
part,  Charlotte  could  also  be  resolutely  unforgiving.  Take  her 
Philip  from  her !  Never,  never !  Her  mother  force  her  to 
give  up  the  man  whom  she  had  been  encouraged  to  love? 
Mamma  should  have  defended  Philip,  not  betrayed  him !  If 
1  command  my  son  to  steal  a  spoon,  shall  he  obey  me?  And 
if  he  do  obey  and  steal,  and  be  transported,  will  he  love  me 
afterwards  ?  I  think  I  can  hardly  ask  for  so  much  filial  affec- 
tion. 

So  there  was  strife  between  mother  and  daughter  ;  and  anger 
not  the  less  bitter,  on  Mrs.  Baynes's  part,  because  her  husband, 
whose  cupidit3'  or  fear  had,  at  first,  induced  him  to  take  her  side, 
had  deserted  her  and  gone  over  to  her  daughter.  In  the  anger 
of  that  controversy  Baynes  died,  leaving  the  victor}'  and  right 
with  Charlotte.  He  shrank  from  his  wife  :  would  not  speak  to 
her  in  his  last  moments.  The  widow  had  these  injuries  against 
her  daughter  and  Philip :  and  thus  neither  side  forgave  the 
other.  She  was  not  averse  to  the  child's  going  away  to  her 
uncle :  put  a  lean,  hungry  face  against  Charlotte's  lip,  and 
received  a  kiss  which  I  fear  had  but  little  love  in  it.  I  don't 
envy  those  children  who  remain  under  the  widow's  lonely  com- 
mand ;  or  poor  Madame  Smolensk,  who  has  to  endure  the  arro- 
gance, the  grief,  the  avarice  of  that  grim  woman.  Nor  did 
Madame  suffer  under  this  tyranny  long.  Galignants  Messeriger 
very  soon  announced  that  she  had  lodgings  to  let,  and  I  re- 
member being  edified  by  reading  one  day  in  the  Pall  Mall  Ga- 
zette that  elegant  apartments,  select  society,  and  an  excellent 
table  were  to  be  found  in  one  of  the  most  airy  and  fashionable 

quarters  of  Paris.     Inquire  of  Madame  la  Baronne  de  S sk. 

Avenue  de  Valmy,  Champs  Elysees. 

We  guessed  without  difficult}^  how  this  advertisement  found 
its  way  to  the  Pall  MaU  Gazette  ;  and  ver^'  soon  after  its  appear- 
ance Madame  de  Smolensk's  friend,  Mr.  Philip,  made  his  ap- 
pearance at  our  tea-table  in  London.  He  was  alwaj'S  welcome 
amongst  us  elders  and  children.  He  wore  a  crape  on  his  hat. 
As  «oon  as  the  young  ones  were  gone,  you  may  be  sure  he 
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poured  his  stor^-  out ;  and  enlarged  upon  the  death,  the  burial, 
the  quarrels,  the  loves,  the  partings  we  have  narrated.  How- 
could  he  be  put  in  a  wa}'  to  earn  three  or  four  hundred  a  year  ? 
That  was  the  present  question.  Ere  he  came  to  see  us,  he  had 
already  been  totting  up  wa^s  and  means.  He  had  been  with 
our  friend  Mrs.  Brandon :  was  staying  with  her.  The  Little 
Sister  thought  three  hundred  would  be  sufficient.  The}'  could 
have  her  second  floor —  not  for  nothing ;  no,  no,  but  at  a  mod- 
erate price,  which  would  pay  her.  They  could  have  attics,  if 
more  rooms  were  needed.  They  could  have  her  kitchen  fire, 
and  one  maid,  for  the  present,  would  do  all  their  work.  Poor 
little  thing !  She  was  very  young.  She  would  be  past  eigh- 
teen by  the  time  she  could  maiTy ;  the  Little  Sister  was  for 
early  marriages,  against  long  courtships.  "Heaven  helps 
those  as  helps  themselves,"  she  said.  And  Mr.  Philip  thought 
this  excellent  advice,  and  Mr.  Philip's  friend,  when  asked  for 
his  opinion  —  "Candidly  now,  what's  3'our  opinion?"  —  said, 
"  Is  she  in  the  nes\  room?  Of  course  3'ou  mean  you  are  mar- 
ried alread}'." 

PhiUp  roared  one  of  his  great  laughs.  No,  he  was  not  mar- 
vied  already.  Had  he  not  said  that  Miss  Ba3-nes  was  gone 
away  to  Tours  to  her  aunt  and  uncle?  But  that  he  wanted  to 
be  married  ;  but  that  he  could  never  settle  down  to  work  till  he 
married ;  but  that  he  could  have  no  rest,  peace,  health  till  he 
married  that  angel,  he  was  ready  to  confess.  Ready?  All 
the  street  miglit  hear  him  calling  out  the  name  and  expatiating 
on  the  angelic  ciiarms  and  goodness  of  his  Charlotte.  He 
spoke  so  loud  and  long  on  this  subject  that  my  wife  grew  a 
little  tired  ;  and  my  wife  always  likes  to  hear  other  women 
praised,  that  (she  says)  I  know  she  does.  But  when  a  man 
goes  on  roaring  for  an  hour  about  Dulcinea?  You  know  such 
talk  becomes  fulsome  at  last ;  and,  in  fine,  when  he  was  gone, 
my  wife  said,  "  W^ell,  he  is  very  much  in  love  ;  so  were  you  — 
I  mean  long  before  my  time,  sir ;  but  docs  love  pay  the  house- 
keeping bills,  pra}'?" 

"  No,  my  dear.  And  love  is  always  controlled  by  other 
people's  advice:  —  always,"  says  Phihp's  friend;  who,  I  hope, 
you  will  perceive  was  speaking  ironically. 

Philip's  friends  had  listened  not  impatiently  to  Philip's  talk 
about  Philip.  Almost  all  women  will  give  a  sympathizing 
hearing  to  men  who  are  in  love.  Be  they  ever  so  old,  they 
gi'ow  young  again  with  that  conversation,  and  renew  their  own 
early  times.  Men  are  not  quite  so  generous  :  Tityrus  tires  of 
hearing  Cor^'dou  discourse  endlessly  on  the  charms  of  his  shep- 
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herdess.    And  yet  egoUsm  is  good  talk.    Even  dull  autobiogra- 
phies are  pleasant  to  read;  and  if  to  read,  wh}'  not  to  hear? 
Had  Master  Philip  not  been  such  an  egotist,  he  would  not  have 
been  so  pleasant  a  companion.     Can't  30U  like  a  man  at  whom 
you  laugh  a  little  ?    I  had  rather  such  an  open-mouthed  conver- 
sationist than  your  cautious  jaws  that  never  unlock  without  a 
careful  application  of  the  key.     As  for  the  entrance  to  Mr. 
Philip's  mind,  that  door  was  always  open  when  he  was  awake, 
or  not  hungry,  or  in  a  friend's  company.     Besides  his  love,  and 
his  prospects  in  life,  his  poverty,  &c.,  PhiUp  had  other  favorite 
topics  of  conversation.      His   friend  the  Little  Sister  was  a 
great  theme  with  him  ;  his  father  was  another  favorite  subject 
of  his  talk.     By  the  way,  his  father  had  written  to  the  Little 
Sister.     The  doctor  said  he  Avas  sure  to  prosper  in  his  newly 
adopted  country.     He  and  another  physician  had  invented  a 
new  medicine,  which  was  to  eflect  wonders,  and  in  a  few  years 
would  assuredly  make  the  fortune  of  both  of  them.     He  wafi 
never  without  one  scheme  or  another  for  making  that  fortune 
which  never  came.     Whenever  he  drew  upon  poor  PhiUp  for 
little  sums,  his  letters  were  sure  to  be  especially  magniloquent 
and  hopeful.     "  Whenever  the  doctor  says  he  has  invented  the 
philosopher's  stone,"  said  poor  Philip,  "1  am  sure  there  will 
be  a  postscript  to  say  that  a  little  bill  will  be  presented  for  so 
much,  at  so  many  days'  date." 

Had  he  drawn  on  PhiUp  lately?  Philip  told  us  when,  and 
how  often.  We  gave  him  all  the"^benefit  of  our  virtuous  indig- 
nation. As  for  my  wife's  eyes,  they  gleamed  with  anger.  What 
a  man  :  what  a  father  !  Oh,  he  was  incorrigible  !  '•  Yes,  I  am 
afraid  he  is,"  says  poor  Phil,  comically,  with  his  hands  roaming 
at  ease  in  his  pockets.  They  contained  little  else  than  those 
big  hands.  "  My  father  is  of  a  hopeful  turn.  His  views  re- 
gai-ding  property  are  peculiar.  It  is  a  comfort  to  have  such  a, 
distinguished  parent,  isn't  it?  I  am  always  surprised  to  hear 
that  he  is  not  married  again.  I  sigh  for  a  mother-in-law," 
Philip  continued. 

''Oh,  don't,  Philip!"  cried  Mrs.  Laura,  in  a  pet.  ''Be 
generous  :  be  forgiving :  be  noble  :  be  Christian  !  Don't  be 
cynical,  and  imitating  —  you  know  whom  !  " 

Whom  could  she  possibly  mean,  I  wonder?  After  flashes, 
there  came  showers  in  this  lady's  eyes.  From  long  habit  I  can 
understand  her  tlioughts,  although  she  docs  not  utter  them. 
She  was  thinkhig  of  those  poor,  noble,  simple,  friendless  young 
people  ;  and  asking  heaven's  protection  for  them.  I  am  not 
in  the  habit  of  over-praising  my  friends,  goodness  knows      The 
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foibles  of  this  one  I  have  described  honestly  enough.  But  if  I 
write  down  here  that  he  was  courageous,  cheerful  in  adversity, 
generous,  simple,  truth-loving,  above  a  scheme  —  after  having 
said  that  he  was  a  noble  young  fellow  —  dixi ;  and  I  won't  can- 
cel the  words. 

Ardent  lover  as  he  was,  our  friend  was  glad  to  be  back  in 
the  midst  of  the  London  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  bustle.  The 
fog  agreed  with  his  lungs,  he  said.  He  breathed  more  freeh' 
in  our  great  city  than  in  that  little  English  village  in  the  centre 
of  Paris  which  he  had  been  inhabiting.  In  his  hotel,  and  at 
his  cafe  (where  he  composed  his  eloquent '' own  correspond- 
ence"), he  had  occasion  to  speak  a  little  French,  but  it  never 
came  very  trippingly  from  his  stout  English  tongue.  ' '  You 
don't  suppose  I  would  like  to  be  taken  for  a  Frenchman,"  he 
would  say,  with  much  gravity.  I  wonder  who  ever  thought  of 
mistaking  friend  Philip  for  a  Frenchman  ? 

As  for  that  faithful  Little  Sister,  her  house  and  heart  were 
still  at  the  young  man's  service.  We  have  not  visited  Thorn- 
haugh  Street  for  some  time.  Mr.  Philip,  whom  we  have  been 
bound  to  attend,  has  been  too  much  occupied  with  his  love- 
making  to  bestow  much  thought  on  his  afl'ectionate  little  friend. 
She  has  been  trudging  meanwhile  on  her  humble  course  of  life, 
cheerful,  modest,  laborious,  doing  her  dut}',  with  a  helping  little 
hand  readj-  to  relieve  many  a  fallen  wayfarer  on  her  road.  She 
had  a  room  vacant  in  her  house  when  Philip  came  :  —  a  room 
indeed  !  Would  she  not  have  had  a  house  vacant,  if  Philip 
wanted  it  ?  But  in  tlie  interval  since  we  saw  her  last,  the  Little 
Sister,  too,  has  had  to  assume  black  robes.  Her  father,  the 
old  Captain,  has  gone  to  his  rest.  His  place  is  vacant  in  the 
little  parlor :  his  bedroom  is  ready  for  Philip,  as  long  as  Philip 
will  stay.  She  did  not  profess  to  feel  much  affliction  for  the 
loss  of  the  Captain.  She  talked  of  him  constantl}'  as  though 
he  were  present ;  and  made  a  supper  for  Philip,  and  seated  him 
in  her  Pa's  chair.  How  she  bustled  about  on  the  night  when 
Philip  arrived !  AVhat  a  beaming  welcome  there  was  in  her 
kind  ej^es  !  Her  modest  hair  was  touched  with  silver  now  ;  but 
her  cheeks  were  like  apples  ;  her  little  figui'e  was  neat,  and 
light,  and  active  :  and  her  voice,  with  its  gentle  laugh,  and 
little  sweet  bad  grammar,  has  always  seemed  one  of  the  sweet- 
est of  voices  to  me. 

Very  soon  after  Philip's  arrival  in  London,  Mrs.  Brandon 
paid  a  visit  to  the  wife  of  Mr.  Firmin's  humble  servant  and 
biographer,  and  the  two  women  had  a  fine  sentimental  con- 
sultation.    All  good  women,  you  knov,',  are  sentimental.     The 
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idea  of  young  lovers,  of  match-making,  of  amiable  poverty, 
tenderly  excites  and  interests  them.  My  wile,  at  this  time, 
began  to  pour  ofl"  fine  long  letters  to  Miss  Baynes,  to  which  the 
latter  modestly  and  dutifully  replied,  with  many  expressions 
of  fervor  and  gratitude  for  the  interest  which  her  friend  in 
London  was  pleased  to  take  in  the  little  maid.  I  saw  by  these 
answers  that  Charlotte's  union  with  Philip  was  taken  as  a 
received  point  by  these  two  ladies.  They  discussed  the  ways 
and  means.  Thej^  did  not  talk  about  broughams,  settlements, 
town  and  country  houses,  pin-moneys,  trousseaux  :  and  my 
wife,  in  computing  their  sources  of  mcome,  always  pointed  out 
that  Miss  Charlotte's  fortune,  though  certainly  small,  would 
give  a  very  useful  addition  to  the  young  couple's  income. 
"Fifty  pounds  a  year  not  much!  Let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that 
fifty  pounds  a  year  is  a  very  pretty  little  sum  :  if  Philip  can 
but  make  three  hundred  a  year  himself,  Mrs.  Brandon  says 
they  ought  to  be  able  to  live  quite  nicely."  You  ask,  my  gen- 
teel friend,  is  it  possible  that  people  can  live  for  four  hundred 
a  year?  How  do  they  nuinage,  ces  pauvres  ge?is?  The}'  eat, 
they  drink,  they  are  clothed,  the}'  are  warmed,  they  have  roofs 
over  their  heads,  and  glass  in  their  windows  ;  and  some  of 
them  are  as  good,  happy,  and  well-bred  as  their  neighbors  who 
are  ten  times  as  rich.  Then,  besides  this  calculation  of  mone}', 
there  is  the  fond  woman's  firm  belief  that  the  day  will  bring  its 
dail}'  bread  for  those  who  work  for  it  and  ask  for  it  in  the 
proper  quarter;  against  which  reasoning  many  a  man  knows 
it  is  in  vain  to  argue.  As  to  my  own  little  objections  and 
doubts,  my  wife  met  them  by  reference  to  Philip's  former  love- 
affair  with  his  cousin,  Miss  Twj^sden.  "  You  had  no  objection 
in  that  case,  sir,"  this  logician  would  say.  "You  would  have 
had  him  take  a  creature  without  a  heart.  Tou  would  cheerfully 
have  seen  him  made  miserable  for  life,  because  you  thought 
there  was  money  enough  and  a  genteel  connection.  Money 
indeed !  Very  happy  Mrs.  Woolcomb  is  with  her  money. 
Very  creditably  to  all  sides  has  that  marriage  turned  out !  " 
I  need  scarcely  remind  my  readers  of  the  unfortunate  result 
of  that  marriage.  Woolcomb's  beha^ior  to  his  wife  was  the 
agreeable  talk  of  London  society  and  of  the  London  clubs  very 
soon  after  the  pah-  were  joined  together  in  holy  matriuiony. 
Do  we  not  all  remember  how  Woolcomb  was  accused  of  striking 
his  wife,  of  starving  his  wife,  and  how  she  took  refuge  at  home 
and  came  to  her  father's  house  with  a  black  eye?  The  two 
Twysdens  were  so  ashamed  of  this  transaction,  that  father  and 
son  left  off  coming  to  "  Bays's,"  wliere  I  never  heard  their 
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absence  regretted  but  by  one  man,  who  said  that  Talbot  owed 
him  money  for  losses  at  whist  for  which  he  could  get  no  settle- 
ment. 

Should  Mr.  Firmin  go  and  see  his  aunt  in  her  misfortune  ? 
Bygones  might  be  b3-gones,  some  of  Philip's  advisers  thought. 
Now,  Mrs.  Twysden  was  unhappy,  her  heart  might  relent  to 
Philip,  whom  she  certainly  had  loved  as  a  boy.  Philip  had  the 
magnanimity  to  call  upon  her  ;  and  found  her  carriage  waiting 
at  the  door.  But  a  servant,  after  keeping  the  gentleman  wait- 
ing in  the  dreary,  well-remembered  hall,  brought  him  word  that 
his  mistress  was  out,  smiled  in  his  face  with  an  engaging  inso- 
lence, and  proceeded  to  put  cloaks,  court-guides,  and  other 
female  gear  into  the  carriage  in  the  presence  of  this  poor 
deserted  nephew.  This  visit  it  must  be  owned  was  one  of  Mrs. 
Laura's  romantic  efforts  at  reconciling  enemies  :  as  if,  my  good 
creature,  the  Twysdens  ever  let  a  man  into  their  house  who 
was  poor  or  out  of  fashion !  They  lived  in  a  constant  dread 
lest  Philip  should  call  to  borrow  money  of  them.  As  if  they 
ever  lent  money  to  a  man  who  was  in  need !  If  they  ask  the 
respected  reader  to  their  house,  depend  upon  it  they  think  he 
is  well  to  do.  On  the  other  hand,  the  Twysdens  made  a  very 
handsome  entertainment  for  the  new  Lord  of  Whipham  and 
Rmgwood  who  now  reigned  after  his  kinsman's  death.  They 
affably  went  and  passed  Christmas  with  him  in  the  country  ; 
and  they  cringed  and  bowed  before  Sir  John  Ring  wood  as  they 
had  bowed  and  cringed  before  the  earl  in  his  time.  The  old 
earl  had  been  a  Tory  in  his  latter  days,  when  Talbot  Twysden's 
views  were  also  very  conservative.  The  present  Lord  of  Ring- 
wood  was  a  Whig.  It  is  surprising  how  liberal  the  Twysdens 
grew  in  the  course  of  a  fortnight's  after-dinner  conversation 
and  pheasant-shooting  talk  at  Ringwood.  "Hang  it!  you 
know,"  young  Twysden  said,  in  his  office  afterwards,  "  a  fellow 
must  go  with  the  politics  of  his  family,  you  know !  "  and  he 
bragged  about  the  dinners,  wines,  splendors,  cooks,  and  pre- 
serves of  Ringwood  as  freely  as  in  the  time  of  his  noble  grand- 
uncle.  Any  one  who  has  kept  a  house-dog  in  London,  which 
licks  your  boots  and  your  platter,  and  fawns  for  the  bones  in 
your  dish,  knows  how  the  animal  barks  and  flies  at  the  poor 
who  come  to  the  door.  The  Twysdens,  father  and  son,  were 
of  this  canine  species  :  and  there  are  vast  packs  of  such  dogs 
here  and  elsewhere. 

If  Philip  opened  his  heart  to  us,  and  talked  unreservedly 
regarding  his  hopes  and  his  plans,  you  may  be  sure  he  had  his 
little  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon,  also  in  his  confidence,  and  that  no 
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person  in  the  world  was  more  eager  to  serve  him.  Whilst  we 
were  talking  about  what  was  to  be  done,  this  little  lady  was 
also  at  work  in  her  favorite's  behalf.  She  had  a  firm  ally  in 
Mrs.  Mugford,  the  proprietor's  lady  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
Mrs.  Mugford  had  long  been  interested  in  Philip,  his  misfor- 
tunes and  his  love-afl^airs.  These  two  good  women  had  made 
a  sentimental  hero  of  him.  Ah  !  that  they  could  devise  some 
feasible  scheme  to  help  him  !  And  such  a  chance  actually  did 
very  soon  present  itself  to  these  delighted  women. 

In  almost  all  the  papers  of  the  new  year  appeared  a  brilliant 
advertisement,  announcing  the  speed}^  appearance  in  Dublin 
of  a  new  paper.  It  was  to  be  called  The  .Shamrock,  and  its 
first  number  was  to  be  issued  on  the  ensuing  St.  Patrick's  day. 
I  need  not  quote  at  length  the  advertisement  which  heralded 
the  advent  of  this  new  periodical.  The  most  famous  pens  of 
the  national  party  in  Ireland  were,  of  course,  engaged  to  con- 
tribute to  its  columns.  Those  pens  would  be  hammered  into 
steel  of  a  diff'erent  shape  when  the  opportunity  should  offer. 
Beloved  prelates,  authors  of  world-wide  fame,  bards,  the  bold 
strings  of  whose  lyres  had  rung  through  the  isle  already,  and 
made  millions  of  noble  hearts  to  beat,  and,  by  consequence, 
double  the  number  of  eyes  to  fill ;  philosophers,  renowned  for 
science ;  and  illustrious  advocates,  whose  manly  voices  had 
ever  spoken  the  language  of  hope  and  freedom  to  an  &c.  &c., 
would  be  found  rallying  round  the  journal,  and  proud  to  wear 
the  symbol  of  The  Shamrock.  Finally,  Michael  Cassid}^, 
Esq.,  was  chosen  to  be  the  editor  of  this  new  journal. 

This  was  the  M.  Cassid}^  Esq.,  who  appeared,  I  think,  at 
Mr.  Firmiu's  call-supper ;  and  who  had  long  been  the  sub- 
editor of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  If  Michael  went  to  Dame 
Street,  why  should  not  Philip  be  sub-editor  at  Pall  Mall  ?  Mrs. 
Brandon  argued.  Of  course  there  would  be  a  score  of  candi- 
dates for  Michael's  office.  The  editor  would  like  the  patronage. 
Barnct,  Mugford's  partner  in  the  Gazette,  would  wish  to  ap- 
point his  man.  Cassidy,  before  retiring,  would  assuredly  inti- 
mate his  approaching  resignation  to  scores  of  gentlemen  of  his 
nation,  who  would  not  object  to  take  the  Saxon's  pay  until 
they  finally  shook  his  j-oke  off,  and  would  eat  his  bread  until 
the  happy  moment  arrived  when  they  could  knock  out  his  brains 
in  fair  battle.  As  soon  as  Mrs.  Brandon  heard  of  the  vacant 
place,  that  moment  she  determined  that  Philip  should  have  it. 
It  was  surprising  what  a  quantity  of  information  our  little  friend 
possessed  about  artists,  and  pressmen,  and  their  lives,  families, 
ways  and  means.     Man}'  gentlemen  of  both  professions  came 
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to  Mr.  Ridley's  chambers,  and  called  on  the  Little  Sister  on 
their  way  to  and  fro.  How  Tom  Smith  had  left  the  Herald^ 
and  gone  to  the  Post ;  what  price  Jack  Jones  had  for  his  pic- 
tm-e,  and  who  sat  for  the  principal  figures.  —  I  promise  you 
Madam  Brandon  had  all  these  interesting  details  by  heart ; 
and  I  think  I  have  described  this  little  person  very  inadequately- 
if  I  have  not  made  you  understand  that  she  was  as  intrepid  a 
little  jobber  as  ever  lived,  and  never  scrupled  to  go  any  length 
to  serve  a  friend.  To  be  Archbishop  of  Canterbur}',  to  be 
professor  of  Hebrew,  to  be  teacher  of  a  dancing-school,  to  be 
organist  for  a  church :  for  any  conceivable  place  or  function 
tliis  little  person  would  have  asserted  Philip's  capabiht}-. 
"  Don't  tell  me!  He  can  dance  or  preach  (as  the  case  may 
be),  or  write  beautiful !  And  as  for  being  unfit  to  be  a  sub- 
editor, I  want  to  know,  has  he  not  as  good  a  head  and  as  good 
an  education  as  that  Cassidy,  indeed?  And  is  not  Cambridge 
College  the  best  college  in  the  world?  It  is,  I  say.  And  he 
went  there  ever  so  long.  And  he  might  have  taken  the  very 
best  prize,  onl}-  money  was  no  object  to  him  then,  dear  fellow, 
and  he  did  not  Mke  to  keep  the  poor  out  of  what  he  didn't 
want ! " 

Mrs.  Mugford  had  always  considered  the  young  man  as  very 
haughty,  but  quite  the  gentleman,  and  speedily  was  infected  by 
her  gossip's  enthusiasm  about  him.  My  wife  hired  a  fl}-,  packed 
several  of  the  children  into  it,  called  upon  Mrs.  Mugford,  and 
chose  to  be  delighted  with  that  lady's  garden,  with  that  lady's 
nursery  —  with  everything  that  bore  the  name  of  Mugford.  It 
was  a  curiosity  to  remark  in  what  a  flurr}-  of  excitement  these 
women  plunged,  and  how  the}'^  schemed,  and  coaxed,  and  ca- 
balled, in  order  to  get  this  place  for  their  protege.  My  wife 
thought  —  she  merely  happened  to  surmise  —  nothing  more  of 
course  —  that  Mrs.  Mugford's  fond  desire  was  to  shine  in  the 
world.  "Could  we  not  ask  some  people — with  —  with  what 
you  call  handles  to  their  names,  —  I  think  I  before  heard  you 
use  some  such  term,  sir, — to  meet  the  Mugfords?  Some  of 
Phihp's  old  friends,  who  I  am  sure  would  be  ver}'  happy  to 
serve  him."  Some  such  artifice  was,  I  own,  practised.  We 
coaxed,  cajoled,  fondled  the  Mugfords  for  Philip's  sake,  and 
heaven  foi'give  Mrs.  Laura  her  hypocrisy.  We  had  an  enter- 
tainment then.  I  own.  We  asked  our  finest  compan}^  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Mugford  to  meet  them  :  and  we  prayed  that  unlucky 
Philip  to  be  on  his  best  behavior  to  all  persons  who  were  In- 
yited  to  the  feast. 

Before  my  wife  this  lion  of  a  Firmin  was  as  a  lamb.    Rough, 
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captious,  and  overbearing  in  general  societ}',  with  those  Avhom 
he  loved  and  esteemed  Philip  was  of  all  men  the  most  modest 
and  humble.  He  would  never  tire  of  playing  with  our  children, 
joining  in  their  games,  laughing  and  roaring  at  their  little 
sports.  I  have  never  had  such  a  laugher  at  my  jokes  as  Philip 
Firmin.  I  think  mj^  wife  liked  him  for  that  noble  guffaw  with 
which  he  used  to  salute  those  pieces  of  wit.  He  arrived  a  little 
late  sometimes  with  his  laughing  chorus,  but  ten  people  at 
table  were  not  so  loud  as  this  faithful  friend.  On  the  contrary, 
when  those  people  for  whom  he  has  no  liking  venture  on  a  pini 
or  other  pleasantr}',  I  am  bound  to  own  that  Philip's  acknowl- 
edgment of  their  waggery  must  be  anything  but  pleasant  or 
flattering  to  them.  Now,  on  occasion  of  this  important  din- 
ner, I  enjoined  him  to  be  very  kind,  and  very  civil,  and  ver}' 
much  pleased  with  everybody,  and  to  stamp  upon  nobod3''s 
corns,  as,  indeed,  why  should  he,  in  life?  Who  was  he  to 
be  censor  morum'?  And  it  has  been  said  that  no  man  could 
admit  his  own  faults  with  a  more  engaging  candor  than  our 
friend. 

We  invited,  then,  Mngford,  the  proprietor  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette,  and  his  wife  ;  and  Bickerton,  the  editor  of  that  period- 
ical ;  Lord  Egham,  Philip's  old  college  friend  ;  and  one  or  two 
more  gentlemen.  Our  invitations  to  the  ladies  were  not  so  for- 
tunate. Some  were  engaged,  others  awa}*  in  the  country  keep- 
ing Christmas.  In  fine,  we  considered  ourselves  rather  lucky 
in  securing  old  Lad}^  Hixie,  who  lives  hard  hy  in  Westminster, 
and  who  will  pass  for  a  lady  of  fashion  when  no  person  of  greater 
note  is  present.  My  wife  told  her  that  the  object  of  the  diinier 
was  to  make  our  friend  Firmin  acquainted  with  the  editor  and 
proprietor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  with  whom  it  was  important 
that  he  should  be  on  the  most  amicable  footing.  Oh !  verj- 
well.  Lady  Hixie  promised  to  be  quite  gTacious  to  the  news- 
paper gentleman  and  his  wife  ;  and  kept  her  promise  most 
gi-aciously  during  the  evening.  Our  good  friend  Mrs.  Mugford 
was  the  first  of  our  guests  to  arrive.  She  drove  "  in  her  trap" 
from  her  villa  in  the  suburbs  ;  and  after  putting  up  his  carriage 
at  a  neighboring  liver3'-stable,  her  groom  volunteered  to  help 
our  servants  in  waiting  at  dinner.  His  zeal  and  activitj^  were 
remarkable.  China  smashed  and  dish-covers  clanged  in  the 
passage.  Mrs.  Mugford  said  that  "  Sam  was  at  his  old  tricks  ; " 
and  I  hope  the  hostess  showed  she  was  mistress  of  herself 
amidst  that  fall  of  china.  Mrs.  Mugford  came  before  the  ap- 
pointed hour,  she  said,  in  order  to  see  our  children.  "With 
our  lute  London  dinner-hours,"  she  remarked,  "children  was 
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iiever  seen  now."  At  Ham})stead,  hers  always  appeared  at  the 
dessert,  and  enlivened  the  table  with  their  innocent  outcries  for 
oranges  and  struggles  for  sweetmeats.  In  the  nursery,  where 
one  little  maid,  in  her  crisp  long  night-gown,  was  sa3-ing  her 
prayers  ;  where  another  little  person,  in  the  most  airy  costume, 
was  standing  before  the  great  barred  fire  ;  where  a  thu'd  Lili- 
putian  was  sitting  up  in  its  nightcap  and  surplice,  surveying  the> 
scene  below  from  its  crib  ;  —  the  ladies  found  our  dear  Little 
Sister  installed.  She  had  come  to  see  her  little  pets  (she  had 
known  two  or  three  of  them  from  the  ver}'  earliest  times).  She 
was  a  great  favorite  amongst  them  all ;  and,  I  believe,  con- 
spired with  the  cook  down  below  in  preparing  certain  delicacies 
for  the  table.  A  fine  conversation  then  ensued  about  our  chil- 
dren, about  the  Mugford  children,  about  babies  in  general. 
And  then  the  artful  women  (the  house-mistress  and  the  Little 
Sister)  brought  Philip  on  the  tapis,  and  discoursed,  a  qui  mieux, 
about  his  virtues,  his  misfortunes,  his  engagement,  and  that 
dear  little  creature  to  whom  he  was  betrothed.  This  conversa- 
tion went  on  until  can-iage- wheels  were  heard  in  the  square, 
and  the  knocker  (there  were  actually  knockers  in  that  old-fash- 
ioned place  and  time)  began  to  peal.  "  Oh,  bother  !  There's 
the  company  a-comin',"  Mrs.  Mugford  said  ;  and  arranging  her 
cap  and  flounces,  with  neat-handed  Mrs.  Brandon's  aid,  came 
down  stairs,  after  taking  a  tender  leave  of  the  little  people, 
to  whom  she  sent  a  present  next  day  of  a  pile  of  fine  Christmas 
books,  which  had  come  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  for  review. 
The  kind  woman  had  been  coaxed,  wheedled,  and  won  over 
to  our  side,  to  Philip's  side.  He  had  her  vote  for  the  sub- 
editorship,  whatever  might  ensue. 

Most  of  our  guests  had  already  arrived,  when  at  length  Mrs. 
Mugford  was  announced.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she  pre- 
sented a  remarkable  appearance,  and  that  the  splendor  of  her 
attire  was  such  as  is  seldom  beheld. 

Bickerton  and  Philip  were  presented  to  one  another,  and 
had  a  talk  about  French  politics  before  dinner,  during  which 
conversation  Philip  behaved  with  perfect  discretion  and  polite- 
ness. Bickerton  had  happened  to  hear  Philip's  letters  well 
spoken  of —  in  a  good  quarter,  mind  ;  and  his  cordiality  in- 
creased when  Lord  Egliara  entered,  called  Philip  by  his  sur- 
name, and  entered  into  a  perfectly  free  conversation  with  him. 
Old  Lad)^  Hixie  went  into  perfectly  good  society,  Bickerton 
condescended  to  acknowledge.  "As  for  Mrs.  Mugford,"  says 
he,  with  a  glance  of  wondering  compassion  at  that  ladj',  "of 
course,    I    need  not  tell   you  that  she  is  seen  nowhere  —  no- 
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where."  This  said,  Mr.  Bickerton  stepped  forward,  and  calnily 
paLronized  m}-  wife,  gave  me  a  good-natured  nod  for  my  own 
part,  reminded  Lord  Egham  that  he  had  had  the  pleasure  of 
meeting  him  at  Egham  ;  and  then  fixed  on  Tom  Page,  of  the 
Bread-and-Butter  Office  (wlio,  I  own,  is  one  of  our  most  genteel 
guests),  with  whom  he  entered  into  a  discussion  of  some  poUti- 
cal  matter  of  that  day  —  I  forget  what :  but  the  main  point  was 
that  he  named  two  or  three  leading  public  men  with  whom  he 
had  discussed  the  question,  whatever  it  might  be.  He  named 
very  great  names,  and  led  us  to  understand  that  with  the  pro- 
prietors of  those  very  great  names  he  was  on  the  most  intimate 
and  confidential  footing.  With  his  owners  —  with  the  proprie- 
tor of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  he  was  on  the  most  distant  terms, 
and  indeed  I  am  afraid  that  his  behavior  to  myself  and  m}'  wife 
was  scarcely  respectful.  I  fancied  I  saw  Philip's  brow  gather- 
ing wrinkles  as  his  eye  followed  this  man  strutting  from  one 
person  to  another,  and  patronizing  each.  The  dinner  was  a 
little  late,  from  some  reason  best  known  in  the  lower  regions. 
"  I  take  it,"  saj's  Bickerton,  winking  at  Philip,  in  a  pause  of 
the  conversation,  "  that  our  good  friend  and  host  is  not  much 
used  to  giving  dinners.  The  mistress  of  the  house  is  evidently 
in  a  state  of  perturbation."  Philip  gave  such  a  horrible  grimace 
that  the  other  at  first  thought  he  was  in  pain. 

"  You,  who  have  lived  a  great  deal  with  old  Ringwood, 
know  what  a  good  dinner  is,"  Bickerton  continued,  giving  Firmin 
a  knov/ing  look. 

"Any  dinner  is  good  which  is  accompanied  with  such  a 
welcome  as  I  get  here,"  said  Philip. 

"Oh!  very  good  people,  very  good  people,  of  course!" 
cries  Bickerton. 

I  need  not  say  he  thinks  he  has  perfectly  succeeded  in  adopt- 
ing the  air  of  a  man  of  the  world.  He  went  off  to  Lady  Hixie 
and  talked  with  her  about  the  last  great  party  at  which  he  had 
met  her ;  and  then  he  turned  to  the  host,  and  remarked  that 
my  friend,  the  doctor's  son,  was  a  fierce-looking  fellow.  In 
five  minutes  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  make  himself  hated  by 
Mr.  Firmin.  He  walks  through  the  world  patronizing  his  bet- 
ters. "  Our  good  friend  is  not  much  used  to  giving  dinners,"  — 
isn't  he?  I  say,  what  do  you  mean  by  continuing  to  endure 
this  man?  Tom  Page,  of  the  Bread-and-Butter  office,  is  a 
well-known  diner-out ;  Lord  Egham  is  a  peer ;  Bickerton,  in  a 
prett}'  loud  voice,  talked  to  one  or  other  of  these  during  dinner 
and  across  the  table.  He  sat  next  to  ]\Irs.  Mugford,  but  he 
turned  his  back  on  that  bewildered  woman,  and  never  conde- 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD.  93 

scended  to  address  a  word  to  her  personally.  "  Of  course,  I 
understand  you,  in}'  dear  fellow,"  he  said  to  me  when,  on  the 
retreat  of  the  ladies,  we  approached  within  whispering  distance. 
"  You  have  these  people  at  dinner  for  reasons  of  state.  You 
have  a  book  coming  out,  and  want  to  have  it  noticed  in  the 
paper.  I  make  a  point  of  keeping  these  people  at  a  distance  — 
the  only  way  of  dealing  with  them,  I  give  you  my  word." 

Not  one  offensive  word  had  Philip  said  to  the  chief  writer 
of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ;  and  I  began  to  congratulate  myself 
that  oiu'  dinner  would  pass  without  any  mishap,  when  some  one 
unluckily  happening  to  praise  the  wine,  a  fresh  supply  was 
ordered.  "•  Very  good  claret.  Who  is  your  wine-merchant? 
Upon  my  word,  I  get  better  claret  here  than  I  do  in  Paris  ■ — 
don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Farmer?  Where  do  you  generall}'  dine 
at  Paris  ?  " 

"  I  generally  dine  for  thirty  sous,  and  three  francs  on  grand 
days,  Mr.  Beckerton,"  growls  Philip. 

"My  name  is  Bickerton."  ("What  a  \'T.ilgar  thing  for  a 
fellow  to  talk  about  his  thirty-sous  dinners  !  "  murmured  ray 
neighbor  to  me.)  "Well,  there  is  no  accounting  for  tastes! 
When  I  go  to  Paris,  I  dine  at  the  '  Trois  Frcres.'  Give  me  the 
Burgundy  at  the  '  Trois  Freres.'" 

"  That  is  because  30U  great  leader-writers  are  paid  better 
than  poor  correspondents.  I  shall  be  delighted  to  be  able  to 
dine  better."  And  with  this  Mr.  Firmin  smiles  at  Mr.  Mug- 
ford,  his  master  and  owner. 

"  Nothing  so  vulgar  as  talking  shop,"  says  Bickerton,  rather 
loud. 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  shop  I  keep.  Are  you  of  yours, 
Mr.  Bickerton?  "  growls  PhiUp. 

"  F.  had  him  there,"  says  Mr.  Mugford. 

Mr.  Bickerton  got  up  from  table,  turning  quite  pale.  "  Do 
you  mean  to  be  offensive,  sir?  "  he  asked.  , 

"  OflTensive,  sir?  No,  sir.  Some  men ai-e  offensive  without 
meaning  it.  Tou  have  been  several  times  to-night !  "  says  Lord 
Philip. 

"  I  don't  see  that  I  am  called  upon  to  bear  this  kind  of  thing 
at  any  man's  table!"  cried  Mr.  Bickerton.  "Lord  Egham, 
I  wish  you  good-night !  " 

"  I  say,  old  boy,  what's  the  row  about?  "  asked  his  lordship. 
And  we  were  all  astonished  as  my  guest  rose  and  left  the  table 
in  great  wrath. 

"  Serve  him  right,  Plrmin,!  say  !  "  said  Mr.  Mugford,  again 
drinking  off"  a  glass. 
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"  Why,  don't  you  know?"  says  Tom  Page.  "  His  father 
keeps  a  haberdasher's  shop  at  Cambridge,  and  sent  him  to  Ox- 
ford, where  he  took  a  good  degree." 

And  this  had  come  of  a  dinner  of  conciliation  —  a  dinner 
which  was  to  advance  Philip's  interest  in  life  ! 

"Hit  him  again,  I  say,"  cried  Mugford,  whom  wine  had 
rendered  eloquent.  "  He's  a  supercilious  beast,  that  Bickerton 
is,  and  I  hate  him,  and  so  does  Mrs.  M." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

NARRATES  THAT   FAMOUS   JOKE    ABOUT   MISS   GRIGSBT. 

For  once  Phihp  found  that  he  had  offended  without  giving 
general  offence.  In  the  confidence  of  female  intercourse,  Mrs. 
Mugford  had  alread}^  in  her  own  artless  but  powerful  lan- 
guage, confirmed  her  husband's  statement  regarding  Mr.  Bick- 
erton, and  declared  that  B.  was  a  beast,  and  she  was  only 
sorry  that  Mr.  F.  had  not  hit  him  a  little  harder.  So  different 
are  the  opinions  which  different  individuals  entertain  of  the 
same  event!  I  happen  to  know  that  Bickerton,  on  his  side, 
went  away,  averring  that  we  were  quarrelsome,  underbred  peo- 
ple ;  and  that  a  man  of  any  refinement  had  best  avoid  that 
kind  of  society.  He  does  really  and  seriously-  beUeve  himself 
our  superior,  and  will  lecture  almost  any  gentleman  on  the  art 
of  being  one.  This  assurance  is  not  at  all  uncommon  with  your 
'parvenu.  Proud  of  his  newly  acquired  knowledge  of  the  art  of 
exhausting  the  contents  of  an  egg,  the  well-known  little  boy  of 
the  apologue  rushed  to  impart  his  knowledge  to  his  grand- 
mother, who  had  been  for  manj-  3'ears  familiar  with  the  process 
which  the  child  had  just  discovered.  Which  of  us  has  not  met 
with  some  such  instructors?  I  know  men  who  would  be  read}' 
to  step  forward  and  teach  Taglioni  how  to  dance,  Tom  Sayers 
how  to  box,  or  tlie  Chevalier  Bayard  how  to  be  a  gentleman. 
We  most  of  us  know  such  men,  and  undergo,  from  time  to  time, 
the  ineffable  benefit  of  their  patronage. 

Mugford  went  away  from  our  little  entertainment  vowing, 
by  George,  that  Philip  shouldn't  want  for  a  friend  at  the  proper 
season ;  and  this  proper  season  very  speedily  arrived.  I 
laughed  one  day  on  going  to  the  Pall  Mali  Gazette  ottice,  to  find 
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f*hilip  installed  in  the  sub-editor's  room,  with  a  provision  of 
scissors,  wafers,  and  paste-pots,  snipping  paragraphs  from  this 
paper  and  that,  altering,  condensing,  giving  titles,  and  so 
forth  ;  and,  in  a  word,  in  regular  harness.  The  three-headed 
calves,  the  great  prize  gooseberries,  the  old  maiden  ladies 
of  wonderful  ages  who  at  length  died  in  country  places  —  it 
was  wonderful  (considering  his  little  experience)  how  Firmin 
hunted  out  these.  He  entered  into  all  the  spirit  of  his  busi- 
ness. He  prided  himself  on  the  clever  titles  which  he  found 
for  his  paragraphs.  When  his  paper  was  completed  at  the 
week's  end,  he  survej^ed  it  fondl}'  —  not  the  leading  articles, 
or  those  profound  and  3'et  brilliant  literary  essays  which  ap- 
peared in  the  Gazette  —  but  the  births,  deaths,  marriages,  mar- 
kets, trials,  and  what  not.  As  a  shop-bo}',  having  decorated 
his  master's  window,  goes  into  the  street,  and  pleased  surveyi 
his  work ;  so  the  fair  face  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  rejoiced  Mr. 
Firmin,  and  Mr.  Bince,  the  printer  of  the  paper.  They  looked 
with  an  honest  pride  upon  the  result  of  their  joint  labors.  Noi 
did  Firmin  relish  pleasantry  on  the  subject.  Did  his  friend* 
allude  to  it,  and  ask  if  he  had  shot  an}-  especially  fine  canard 
that  week  ?  Mr.  Philip's  brow  would  corrugate  and  his  cheeks 
redden.  He  did  not  like  jokes  to  be  made  at  his  expense  : 
was  not  his  a  singular  antipathy  ? 

V\\  his  capacity  of  sub-editor,  the  good  fellow  had  the  priv- 
ilege of  taking  and  giving  away  countless  theatre  orders,  and 
panorama  and  diorama  tickets  :  the  Fall  Mall  Gazette  was  not 
above  accepting  such  little  bribes  in  those  da3's,  and  Mrs. 
Mugford's  familiarity  with  the  names  of  opera  singers,  and 
splendid  appearance  in  an  opera-box,  was  quite  remarkable. 
Friend  Philip  would  bear  away  a  heap  of  these  cards  of  ad- 
mission, delighted  to  carr}^  ofl'  our  young  follfs  to  one  exhibi- 
tion or  another.  But  once  at  the  diorama,  where  our  young 
people  sat  in  the  darkness,  very  much  frightened  as  usual,  a 
voice  from  out  the  midnight  gloom  cried  out:  "  IF/io  ha$ 
come  in  with  orders  from  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette?"  A  lad}',  two 
scared  children,  and  Mr.  Sub-editor  Philip,  all  trembled  at  this 
dreadful  summons.  I  think  I  should  not  dare  to  print  the 
stor}^  even  now,  did  I  not  know  that  Mr.  Firmin  was  travelling 
abroad.  It  was  a  blessing  the  place  was  dark,  so  that  none 
could  see  the  poor  sub-editor's  blushes.  Rather  than  cause 
any  mortification  to  this  lady,  I  am  sure  Philip  would  have, 
submitted  to  rack  and  torture.  But,  indeed,  her  annoyance 
was  ver^'  slight,  except  in  seeing  her  friend  annoyed.  The 
l*umor  of  the  scene  surpassed  the  annoyance  in  the  lady's  mind, 
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and  caused  her  to  laugh  at  the  mishap ;  but  I  own  our  little 
boy  (who  is  of  an  aristocratic  turn,  and  rather  too  sensitive  to 
ridicule  from  his  schoolfellows)  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  talk 
upon  the  subject,  or  to  let  the  world  know  that  he  went  to  a 
place  of  public  amusement  "  with  an  order." 

As  for  Philip's  landlady,  the  Little  Sister,  she,  you  know, 
had  been  familiar  with  the  press,  and  pressmen,  and  orders  for 
the  play  for  years  past.  She  looked  quite  3'oung  and  pretty, 
(with  her  kind  smiling  face  and  neat  tight  black  dress,  as  she 
came  to  the  theatre  —  it  was  to  an  Easter  piece  —  on  Philip's 
arm,  one  evening.  Our  children  saw  her  from  their  cab,  as 
they,  too,  were  di'ivhig  to  the  same  performance.  It  was 
'•  Look,  mamma  !  There's  Philip  and  the  Little  Sister !  "  And 
then  came  such  smiles,  and  nods,  and  delighted  recognitions  from 
the  cab  to  the  two  friends  on  foot !  Of  course  1  have  forgotten 
what  was  the  piece  which  we  all  saw  on  that  Easter  evening. 
But  those  children  will  never  forget ;  no,  though  they  live  to  be 
a  hundred  years  old,  and  though  their  atx^ontion  was  distracted 
from  the  piece  b}-  constant  observation  of  I^hilip  and  his  com- 
panion in  the  pubhc  boxes  opposite. 

Mr.  Firmin's  work  and  pay  were  both  light,  and  he  accepted 
both  very  cheerfully.  He  saved  money  out  of  his  little  sti- 
pend. It  was  surprising  how  economically  he  could  live  with 
his  little  landlady's  aid  and  counsel.  He  would  come  to  us, 
recounting  his  feats  of  parsimony  with  a  childish  delight :  he 
loved  to  contemplate  his  sovereigns,  as  week  by  week  the  little 
pile  accumulated.  He  kept  a  sharp  eye  upon  sales,  and  pur- 
chased now  and  again  articles  of  furniture.  In  this  way  he 
brought  home  a  piano  to  his  lodgings,  on  which  he  could  no 
more  play  than  he  could  on  the  tight-rope  ;  but  he  was  given 
to  understand  that  it  was  a  ver}'  fine  instrument ;  and  my  wife 
pla3'ed  on  it  one  da^^  when  we  went  to  visit  him,  and  he  sat 
listening,  with  his  great  hands  on  his  knees,  in  ecstasies.  He 
was  thinking  how  one  day,  please  heaven,  he  should  see  other 
hands  touching  the  keys  —  and  pla^'er  and  instrument  disap- 
j)eared  in  a  mist  before  his  happy  eyes.  His  purchases  were 
not  all  alwaj's  lucky.  For  example,  he  was  sadly  taken  in  at 
an  auction  about  a  little  pearl  ornament.  Some  artful  Hebrews 
at  the  sale  conspired  and  "  ran  him  up,"  as  the  phrase  is,  to  a 
price  more  than  equal  to  the  value  of  the  trinket.  "But  you 
know  who  it  was  for,  ma'am,"  one  of  Philip's  apologists  said. 
"  If  she  would  like  to  wear  his  ten  fingers  he  would  cut  'em  off 
and  send  'em  to  her.  But  he  keeps  'em  to  write  her  letters 
and  verses  —  and  most  beautiful  they  are,  too." 
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"And  the  dear  fellow,  who  was  bred  np  in  splendor  and 
luxury,  Mrs.  Mngford,  as  you,  ma'am,  know  too  well  —  he 
won't  drink  no  wine  now.  A  little  whiskey-  and  a  glass  of  beer 
is  all  he  takes.  And  his  clothes  —  he  who  used  to  be  so  grand 
—  you  see  how  he  is  now,  ma'am.  Always  the  gentleman, 
and,  indeed,  a  finer  or  grander  looking  gentleman  never  entered 
a  room  ;  but  he  is  saving  —  you  know  for  what,  ma'am." 

And,  indeed,  Mrs.  Mugford  did  know ;  and  so  did  Mrs. 
Pendennis  and  Mrs.  Brandon.  And  these  three  women  worked 
themselves  into  a  perfect  fever,  interesting  themselves  for  Mr. 
Firmin.  And  Mugford,  in  his  rough,  funny  wa}',  used  to  sa}-, 
"  Mr.  P.,  a  certain  Mr.  Heff  has  come  and  put  our  noses  out 
of  joint.  He  has,  as  sure  as  my  name  is  Hem.  And  I  am 
getting  quite  jealous  of  our  sub-editor,  and  that  is  the  long  and 
short  of  it.  But  it's  good  to  see  him  haw-haw  Biekerton  if 
ever  the}^  meet  in  the  office,  that  it  is  !  Biekerton  won't  bully 
him  any  more,  I  promise  3-ou  !  " 

The  conclaves  and  conspiracies  of  these  women  were  endless 
in  Philip's  behalf.  One  da^- ,  I  let  the  Little  Sister  out  of  my 
house  with  a  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  in  a  great  state  of 
flurr}-  and  excitement,  which  perhaps  communicates  itself  to 
the  gentleman  who  passes  her  at  his  own  door.  The  gentle- 
man's wife  is,  on  her  part,  not  a  little  moved  and  excited. 
"What  do  you  think  Mrs.  Brandon  says?  Philip  is  learning 
shorthand.  He  says  he  does  not  think  he  is  clever  enough 
to  be  a  writer  of  any  mark ;  —  but  he  can  be  a  reporter,  and 
with  this,  and  his  place  at  Mr.  Mugford's,  be  thinks  he  can 
earn  enough  to  —  Oh,  he  is  a  fine  fellow ! "  I  suppose 
feminine  emotion  stopped  the  completion  of  this  speech.  But 
when  Mr.  Philip  slouched  in  to  dinner  that  da}-,  his  hostess  did 
homage  before  him  ;  she  loved  him  ;  she  treated  him  with  a 
tender  respect  and  sympathy  which  her  like  are  ever  wont  to 
bestow  upon  brave  and  honest  men  in  misfortune. 

Why  should  not  Mr.  Philip  Firmin,  barrister-at-law,  bethink 
him  that  he  belonged  to  a  profession  which  has  helped  very 
man}'  men  to  competence,  and  not  a  few  to  wealth  and  honors? 
A  barrister  might  surely  hope  for  as  good  earnings  as  could 
be  made  by  a  newspaper  reporter.  We  all  knoAv  instances  of 
men  who,  having  commenced  their  careers  as  writers  for  the 
press,  had  carried  on  the  legal  profession  simultaneously,  and 
attained  the  greatest  honors  of  the  bar  and  the  bench.  "  Can 
I  sit  in  a  Pump  Court  garret  waiting  for  attorney's?"  asked 
poor  Phil;  "I  shall  break  my  heart  before  they  come.  My 
brains  are  not  worth  much;  I  should  addle  them  altogether  in 
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poring  over  law  books.  I  am  not  at  all  a  clever  fellow  you 
see ;  and  I  haven't  the  ambition  and  obstinate  will  to  succeed 
which  can-}'  on  many  a  man  with  no  greater  capacity  than  my 
own.  I  may  have  as  good  brains  as  Bickerton,  for  example : 
but  I  am  not  so  bumptious  as  he  is.  B}'  claiming  the  first  place 
wherever  he  goes,  he  gets  it  very  often.  M}-  dear  friends,  don't 
you  see  how  modest  I  am  ?  There  never  was  a  man  less  likely 
to  get  on  than  myself —  you  must  own  that ;  and  I  tell  you 
that  Charlotte  and  I  must  look  forward  to  a  life  of  poverty,  of 
cheese-parings,  and  second-floor  lodgings  at  Pentonville  or 
Islington.  That's  about  my  mark.  1  would  let  her  off,  only  I 
Iniow  she  would  not  take  me  at  my  word  —  the  dear  little  thing  ! 
She  has  set  her  heart  upon  a  hnlking  pauper  :  that's  the  truth. 
And  I  tell  you  what  I  am  going  to  do.  I  am  going  serioush-  to 
learn  the  profession  of  povert}',  and  make  myself  master  of  it. 
What's  the  price  of  cow-heel  and  tripe?  You  don't  know.  I 
do  ;  and  the  right  place  to  buy  'em.  I  am  as  good  a  judge  of 
sprats  as  any  man  in  London.  My  tap  in  life  is  to  be  small 
beer  hencefoi'th,  and  I  am  gi-owing  quite  to  Uke  it,  and  think  it 
is  brisk,  and  pleasant,  and  wholesome."  There  was  not  a  little 
truth  in  Philip's  account  of  himself,  and  his  capacities  and  in- 
capacities. Doubtless,  he  was  not  born  to  make  a  great  name 
for  himself  in  the  world.  But  do  we  like  those  onl}-  who  are 
famous  ?  As  well  say  we  will  only  give  our  regard  to  men  who 
have  ten  thousand  a  year,  or  are  more  than  six  feet  high. 

While  of  his  three  female  friends  and  advisers,  my  wife  ad- 
mired Philip's  humihty,  Mrs,  Brandon  and  Mrs.  Mugford  were 
rather  disappointed  at  his  want  of  spirit,  and  to  think  that  he 
aimed  so  low.  I  shall  not  say  which  side  Firmin's  biogi-apher 
took  in  this  matter.  Was  it  my  business  to  applaud  or  rebuke 
him  for  being  humble-minded,  or  was  I  called  upon  to  advise 
at  all?  My  amiable  reader,  acknowledge  that  you  and  I  in 
life  pretty  much  go  our  own  wa^'.  We  eat  the  dishes  we 
like  because  we  like  them,  not  because  our  neighbor  relishes 
them.  We  rise  early,  or  sit  up  late  ;  we  work,  idle,  smoke,  or 
what  not,  because  we  choose  so  to  do,  not  because  the  doctor 
orders.  Philip,  then,  was  like  you  and  me,  who  will  have  our 
own  way  when  Ave  can.  Will  we  not?  If  you  won't,  you  do 
not  deserve  it.  Instead  of  hungering  after  a  stalled  ox,  he 
was  accustoming  himself  to  be  content  with  a  dinner  of  herbs. 
Instead  of  braving  the  tempest,  he  chose  to  take  in  sail,  creep 
along  shore,  and  wait  for  calmer  weather. 

So,  on  Tuesday  of  every  week  let  us  say,  it  was  this  modest 
sub-editor's  duty  to  begin  snipping  and  pasting  paragraphs  for 
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the  ensuing  Saturday's  issue.  He  cut  down  the  parliamentary 
speeches,  giving  due  favoritism  to  the  orators  of  the  Pall  Mall 
GoMette  party,  and  meagre  outUnes  of  their  opponent's  dis- 
courses. If  the  leading  public  men  on  the  side  of  the  Pall 
Mall  Gazette  gave  entertainments,  you  ma}'  be  sure  they  were 
duly  chronicled  in  the  fashionable  intelligence  ;  if  one  of  their 
party  wrote  a  Ijook,  it  was  pretty  sure  to  get  praise  from  the 
critic.  I  am  speaking  of  simple  old  days,  jou  understand.' 
Of  course  there  is  no  puffing,  or  jobbing,  or  false  praise,  or  un- 
fair censure  now.  Ever}^  critic  knows  what  he  is  writing  about, 
and  writes  with  no  aim  but  to  icll  truth. 

Thus  Philip,  the  dandy  of  two  jears  back,  was  content  to 
wear  the  shabbiest  old  coat ;  Philip,  the  Philippus  of  one-and- 
twenty,  who  rode  showy  horses,  and  rejoiced  to  display  his 
horse  and  person  in  the  Park,  now  humbly-  took  his  place  in 
an  omnibus,  and  only  on  occasions  indulged  in  a  cab.  P'rom 
the  roof  of  the  larger  vehicle,  he  would  salute  his  friends  with 
perfect  affability,  and  stare  down  on  his  aunt  as  she  passed  in 
her  barouche.  He  never  could  be  quite  made  to  acknowledge 
that  she  purposely  would  not  see  him  ;  or  he  Avould  attribute 
her  blindness  to  the  quarrel  which  they  had  had,  not  to  his 
poverty  and  present  position.  As  for  his  cousin  Ringwood, 
"  That  fellow  would  commit  any  baseness,"  Philip  acknowl- 
edged ;  "  and  it  is  I  who  have  cut  him"  our  friend  averred. 

A  real  danger  was  lest  our  friend  should  in  his  poverty  be- 
come more  haughty  and  insolent  than  he  had  been  in  his  da3-s 
of  better  fortune,  and  that  he  should  make  companions  of  men 
who  were  not  his  equals.  Whether  was  it  better  for  him  to  be 
slighted  in  a  fashionable  club,  or  to  swagger  at  the  head  of  the 
company  in  a  tavern  parlor?  This  was  the  danger  we  might 
fear  for  Firmin.  It  was  impossible  not  to  confess  that  he 
was  choosing  to  take  a  lower  place  in  the  world  than  that  to 
which  he  had  been  born. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  Philip  is  lowered,  because  he  is  poor?" 
asked  an  angiy  lad}',  to  whom  this  remark  was  made  by  her 
husband  —  man  and  wife  being  both  very  good  friends  to  Mr. 
Firmin. 

"My  dear,"  replies  the  worldling  of  a  husband,  "suppose 
Philip  were  to  take  a  fancy  to  buy  a  donkey  and  sell  cabbages  ? 
He  would  be  doing  no  harm ;  but  there  is  no  doubt  he  would 
lower  himself  in  the  world's  estimation." 

"Lower  himself!"  says  the  lady,  with  a  toss  of  her  head. 
"  No  man  lowers  himself  by  pursuing  an  honest  calling.  No 
man ! " 
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"  Very  good.  There  is  Grundsell,  the  greengrocer,  out  of 
Tuthill  Street,  who  waits  at  our  dinners.  Instead  of  asking 
him  to  wait,  we  should  beg  him  to  sit  down  at  table ;  or  per- 
haps we  should  wait,  and  stand  with  a  napkin  behind  Grund- 
sell." 

*'  Nonsense ! " 

"  Grundsell's  calling  is  strictl}'  honest,  unless  he  abuses  hia 
oportunities,  and  smuggles  away  —  " 

"  —  smuggles  away  stuff'  and  nonsense  !  " 

"Ver}'  good;  Grundsell  is  7iot  a  fitting  companion,  then, 
for  us,  or  the  nine  little  Grundsells  for  our  children.  Then  why 
should  Philip  give  up  the  friends  of  his  3'outh,  and  forsake  a 
cUib  for  a  tavern  parlor?  You  can't  say  our  little  friend,  Mrs. 
Brandon,  good  as  she  is,  is  a  fitting  companion  for  him?" 

"If  he  had  a  good  little  wife,  he  would  have  a  companion 
of  his  own  degree  ;  and  he  would  be  twice  as  happy ;  and  he 
would  be  out  of  all  danger  and  temptation  —  and  the  best  thing 
he  can  do  is  to  marry  directly  ! "  cries  the  lad}'.  "  And,  my 
dear,  I  think  I  shall  write  to  Charlotte  and  ask  her  to  come 
and  stay  with  us." 

There  was  no  withstanding  this  argument.  As  long  as 
Charlotte  was  with  us  we  were  sure  that  Philip  would  be  out 
of  harm's  way,  and  seek  for  no  other  company.  There  was 
a  snug  little  bedroom  close  by  the  quarters  inhabited  b}-  our 
own  children.  M}^  wife  pleased  herself  b}'  adorning  this  cham- 
ber, and  uncle  Mac  happening  to  come  to  London  on  business 
about  this  time,  the  young  lady  came  over  to  us  under  his  con- 
voy, and  I  should  like  to  describe  the  meeting  between  her  anc} 
Mr.  Philip  in  our  parlor.  No  doubt  it  was  very  edifying. 
But  my  wife  and  I  were  not  present,  vous  congevez.  We  only 
heard  one  shout  of  surprise  and  delight  from  Philip  as  he  went 
into  the  room  where  the  young  lady  was  waiting.  We  had  but 
said,  "  Go  into  the  parlor,  Philip.  You  will  find  your  old  frienct 
Major  Mac  there.  He  has  come  to  London  on  business,  and 
has  news  of — "  There  was  no  need  to  speak,  for  here 
Philip  straightway  bounced  into  the  room. 

And  then  came  the  shout.  And  then  out  came  Major  Mac, 
with  such  a  droll  twinkle  in  his  ej^es  !  What  artifices  and  h}'- 
pocrisies  had  we  not  to  practise  previousl} ,  so  as  to  keep  our 
secret  from  our  children,  who  assuredly  would  have  discovered 
it !  I  must  tell  3'ou  that  the  paterfamilias  had  guarded  against 
the  innocent  prattle  and  inquiries  of  the  children  regarding  the 
preparation  of  the  little  bedroom,  by  informing  them  that  it 
"syaa  intended  for  Miss  Grigsby,  the  governess,  with  whose  acj- 
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vent  they  had  long  been  threatened.  And  one  of  our  girls, 
when  the  unconscious  Philip  arrived,  said,  "  Phihp  ifj'ougo 
into  the  parlor  you  will  find  Miss  Grigshy,  the  governess^  there." 
And  then  Philip  entered  into  that  parlor,  and  then  arose  that 
shout,  and  then  out  came  uncle  Mac,  and  then,  &c.  &c.  And 
we  called  Charlotte  Miss  Grigsby  all  dinner-time  ;  and  we  called 
her  Miss  Grigsby  next  day ;  and  the  more  we  called  her  Miss. 
Grigsby  the  more  we  all  laughed.  And  the  bab}',  who  could  not 
speak  plain  yet,  called  her  Miss  Gibby,  and  laughed  loudest  of 
all ;  and  it  was  such  fun.  But  I  think  Philip  and  Charlotte 
liad  the  best  of  the  fun,  my  dears,  though  they  may  not  have 
laughed  quite  so  loud  as  we  did. 

As  for  Mrs.  Brandon,  who,  3'ou  rafiy  be  sure,  speedily  came 
to  pay  us  a  visit,  Charlotte  blushed,  and  looked  quite  beautiful 
when  she  went  up  and  kissed  the  Little  Sister.  ' '  He  have  told 
you  about  me,  then  !  "  she  said,  in  her  soft  little  voice,  smooth- 
ing the  3'oung  lady's  brown  hair.  "  Should  I  have  known  him 
at  all  but  for  you,  and  did  you  not  save  his  life  for  me  when 
he  was  ill?"  asked  Miss  Bajnes.  "  And  ma3ai't  I  love  every- 
body^ who  loves  him?"  she  asked.  And  we  left  these  women 
alone  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  during  which  they  became  the 
most  intimate  friends  in  the  world.  And  all  our  household, 
great  and  small,  including  the  nurse,  (a  woman  of  a  most  jeal- 
ous, domineering,  and  uncomfortable  fidelity,)  thought  well  of 
our  gentle  young  guest,  and  welcomed  Miss  Grigsby. 

Charlotte,  you  see,  is  not  so  exceedingly  handsome  as  to 
cause  other  women  to  perjure  themselves  b}'  protesting  that  she 
is  no  great  things  after  all.  At  the  period  with  which  w^e  are 
concerned,  she  certainly  had  a  lovely  complexion,  which  her 
black  dress  set  off,  perhaps.  And  when  Philip  used  to  come 
into  the  room,  she  had  always  a  fine  garland  of  roses  ready 
to  offer  him,  and  growing  upon  her  cheeks,  the  moment  he 
appeared.  Her  manners  are  so  entirel}^  unaffected  and  simple 
that  they  can't  be  otherwise  than  good  :  for  is  she  not  grateful,! 
truthful,  unconscious  of  self,  easily  pleased  and  interested  in 
others  ?  Is  she  very  witt}'  ?  I  never  said  so  —  though  that  she 
appreciated  some  men's  wit  (whose  names  need  not  be  men- 
tioned) I  cannot  doubt.  "  I  say,"  cries  Philip,  on  that  memo- 
rable first  night  of  her  arrival,  and  when  she  and  other  ladies 
had  gone  to  bed,  "  by  George  !  isn't  she  glorious,  I  say  !  What 
can  I  have  done  to  win  such  a  pure  little  heart  as  that?  Non 
sum,  dignus.  It  is  too  much  happiness  —  too  much,  by  George  ! " 
And  his  voice  breaks  behind  his  pipe,  and  he  squeezes  two  fists 
snto  eyes  that  are  brimful  of  joy  and  thanks.     Where  Fortune 
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bestows  such  a  bount}'  us  this,  T  think  wc  need  not  pit3'  a  man 
for  what  she  withdraws.  As  Philip  walks  away  at  midnight, 
(walks  awa}'?  is  turned  out  of  doors  :  or  surely  he  would  have 
gone  on  talking  till  dawn,)  with  the  rain  beating  in  his  face,  and 
fifty  or  a  hundred  pounds  for  all  his  fortune  in  his  pocket,  I 
think  there  goes  one  of  the  happiest  of  men  —  the  happiest  and 
richest.  For  is  he  not  possessor  of  a  treasure  which  he  could 
not  buy,  or  would  not  sell,  for  all  the  wealth  of  the  world? 

My  wife  may  say  what  she  will,  but  she  assuredly  is  answer- 
able for  the  invitation  to  Miss  Baynes,  and  for  all  "that  ensued 
in  consequence.  At  a  hint  that  she  would  be  a  welcome  guest 
in  our  house,  in  London,  where  all  her  heart  and  treasure  lay, 
Charlotte  Baynes  gave  up  straightwa}-  her  dear  aunt  at  Tours, 
who  had  been  kind  to  her ;  her  dear  uncle,  her  dear  mamma, 
and  all  her  dear  brothers  —  following  that  natiu'al  law  which 
oi'dains  that  a  woman,  under  certain  circumstances,  shall  resign 
home,  parents,  brothers,  sisters,  for  the  sake  of  that  one  indi- 
vidual who  is  henceforth  to  be  dearer  to  her  than  all.  Mrs. 
Baj'nes,  the  widow,  growled  a  complaint  at  her  daughter's 
ingTatitude,  but  did  not  refuse  her  consent.  She  ma}-  have 
known  that  little  Hel}-,  Charlotte's  volatile  admirer,  had  flut- 
tered off  to  another  flower  by  this  time,  and  that  a  pursuit  of 
that  butterfly  was  in  vain :  or  she  may  have  heard  that  he  was 
going  to  pass  the  spring  —  the  butterfly  season — in  London, 
and  hoped  that  he  perchance  might  again  light  on  her  girl. 
Ilowbeit,  she  was  glad  enough  that  her  daughter  should  accept 
an  invitation  to  our  house,  and  owned  that  as  3-et  the  poor  child's 
share  of  this  life's  pleasures  had  been  but  small.  Charlotte's 
modest  little  trunks  were  again  packed,  then,  and  the  poor 
child  was  sent  oft',  I  won't  sa}'  with  how  small  a  provision  of 
l)Ocket-mone}-,  bj^  her  mother.  But  the  thrifty  woman  had  but 
little,  and  of  it  was  determined  to  give  as  little  as  she  could. 
"Heaven  will  provide  for  my  child,"  she  would  piousl}^  say; 
and  hence  interfered  very  little  with  those  agents  whom  heaven 
'Sent  to  befriend  her  children.  "Her  mother  told  Charlotte 
that  she  would  send  her  some  mone}^  next  Tuesday,"  the  Major 
t<jld  us;  "but,  between  ourselves,  I  doubt  whether  she  will. 
Between  ourselves,  m}-  sister-in-law  is  always  going  to  give 
money  next  Tuesday' :  but  somehow  Wednesda}'  comes,  and 
the  mone}'  has  not  arrived.  1  could  not  let  the  little  maid  be 
without  a  few  guineas,  and  have  provided  her  out  of  a  half-pa}' 
purse  ;  but  mark  me,  that  i)ay-day  Tuesday  will  never  come." 
Shall  I  deny  or  confirm  the  worthy  Major's  statement?  Thus 
far  I  will  sa}',  that  Tuesday  most  certainl}'  came  ;  and  a  letter 
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from  her  mamma  to  Charlotte,  which  said  that  one  of  her  broth- 
ers and  a  younger  sister  were  going  to  stay  with  Aunt  Mac ; 
and  that  as  Char  was  so  happy  with  her  most  hospitable  and 
kind  friends,  a  fond  widowed  mother,  who  had  given  up  all 
pleasures  for  herself,  would  not  interfere  to  prevent  a  darling 
child's  happiness. 

It  has  been  said  that  three  women,  whose  names  have  been 
given  up,  were  conspiring  in  the  behalf  of  this  3"0ung  person 
and  the  young  man  her  sweetheart.  Three  days  after  Char- 
lotte's arrival  at  our  house,  my  wife  persists  in  thinking  that 
a  drive  into  the  country  would  do  the  child  good,  orders  a 
brougham,  dresses  Charlotte  in  her  best,  and  trots  away  to 
see  Mrs.  Mugford  at  Hampstead.  Mrs.  Brandon  is  at  Mrs. 
Mugford's,  of  course  quite  by  chance :  and  I  feel  sure  that 
Charlotte's  friend  compliments  Mrs.  Mugford  upon  her  garden, 
upon  her  nursery,  upon  her  luncheon,  upon  everything  that  is 
hers.  "Why,  dear  me,"  says  Mrs.  Mugford  (as  the  ladies 
discourse  upon  a  certain  subject),  "  what  does  it  matter?  Me 
and  Mugford  married  on  two  pound  a  week ;  and  on  two  pound 
a  week  my  dear  eldest  children  were  born.  It  was  a  hard  strug- 
gle sometimes,  but  we  were  all  the  happier  for  it ;  and  I'm  sure 
if  a  man  won't  risk  a  little  he  don't  deserve  much.  I  know  1 
would  risk,  if  I  were  a  man,  to  marry  such  a  pretty  young  dear. 
And  I  should  take  a  young  man  to  be  but  a  mean-spirited  fel- 
low who  waited  and  went  shilly-shallying  when  he  had  but  to 
say  the  word  and  be  happ}'.  I  thought  Mr.  F.  was  a  brave, 
courageous  gentleman,  I  did,  Mrs.  Brandon.  Do  3'ou  want  me 
for  to  have  a  bad  opinion  of  him  ?  My  dear,  a  little  of  that 
cream.  It's  very  good.  We  'ad  a  dinner  yesterday,  and  a 
cook  down  from  town  on  purpose."  This  speech,  with  appro- 
priate imitations  of  voice  and  gesture,  was  repeated  to  the  pres- 
ent biographer  b}'  the  present  biographer's  wife,  and  he  now 
began  to  see  in  what  webs  and  meshes  of  conspiracy  these  artful 
women  had  enveloped  the  subject  of  the  present  biogi-aphj'. 

Like  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  the  other  matron,  Charlotte's  friend, 
Mrs.  Mugford  became  interested  in  the  gentle  3'oung  creature, 
and  kissed  her  kindl}',  and  made  hei-  a  present  on  going  away. 
It  was  a  brooch  in  the  shape  of  a  thistle,  if  I  remember  aright, 
set  with  amethysts  and  a  loveh^  Scottish  stone  called,  I  believe, 
a  cairngorm.  "  She  ain't  no  style  about  her;  and  I  confess, 
from  a  general's  daughter,  brought  up  on  the  Continent,  I  should 
have  expected  better.  But  we'll  show  her  a  little  of  the  world 
and  the  opera,  Brandon,  and  she'll  do  very  well,  of  that  I  make 
no  doubt."     And  Mrs.  Mugford  took  Miss  Baynes  to  the  opera. 
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and  pointed  out  the  other  people  of  fashion  there  assembled. 
And  delighted  Charlotte  was.  I  make  no  doubt  there  was  a 
young  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  at  the  back  of  the  box 
who  was  very  happ}'  too.  And  this  year,  Philip's  kinsman's 
wife,  Lady  Ringwood,  had  a  box,  in  which  Philip  saw  her  and 
her  daughters,  and  little  Ringwood  Twysden  pacing  assiduous 
court  to  her  ladyship.  They  met  in  the  crush-room  b}'  chance 
again,  and  Lad}-  Ringwood  looked  hard  at  Philip  and  the  blush- 
ing young  lad}'  on  his  arm.  And  it  happened  that  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford's  carriage  —  the  little  one-horse  trap  which  opens  and  shuts 
so  conveniently  —  and  Lady  Ringwood's  tall,  emlilazoned  char- 
iot of  state,  stopped  the  way  together.  And  from  the  tall 
emblazoned  chariot  the  ladies  looked  not  unkindl}'  at  the  trap 
which  contained  the  beloved  of  Philip's  heart :  and  the  carriages 
departed  each  on  its  way ;  and  Ringwood  Twysden,  seeing  his 
■cousin  advancing  towards  him,  turned  ver}'  pale,  and  dodged 
at  a  double  quick  down  an  arcade.  But  he  need  not  have  been 
afraid  of  Philip.  Mr.  Firmin's  heart  was  all  softness  and  be- 
nevolence at  that  time.  He  was  thinking  of  those  sweet,  sweet 
eyes  that  had  just  glanced  to  him  a  tender  good-night ;  of  that 
little  hand  which  a  moment  since  had  hung  with  fond  pressure 
on  his  arm.  Do  you  suppose  in  such  a  frame  of  mind  he  had 
leisure  to  think  of  a  nauseous  little  reptile  crawling  behind  him  ? 
He  was  so  happy  that  night,  that  Philip  was  King  Philip  again. 
And  he  went  to  the  "  Haunt,"  and  sang  his  song  of  Garryoioen 
na  gloria,  and  greeted  the  boys  assembled,  and  spent  at  least 
three  shillings  over  his  supper  and  drinks.  But  the  next  day 
being  Sunday,  Mr.  Firmiu  was  at  Westminster  Abbey,  listen- 
ing to  the  sweet  church  chants,  by  the  side  of  the  very  same 
3'oung  person  whom  he  had  escorted  to  the  opera  on  the  night 
before.  The}-  sat  together  so  close  that  one  must  have  heard 
exactly  as  well  as  the  other.  I  dare  say  it  is  edifying  to  listen 
to  anthems  a  deux.  And  how  complimentary  to  the  clergyman 
to  have  to  wish  that  the  sermon  was  longer !  Througli  the 
vast  cathedral  aisles  the  organ  notes  peal  gloriously.  Ruby 
and  topaz  and  amethyst  blaze  from  the  great  church  windows. 
Under  the  tall  arcades  the  young  people  went  together.  Hand 
in  hand  they  passed,  and  thought  no  ill. 

Do  gentle  readers  begin  to  tire  of  this  spectacle  of  billing 
and  cooing?  I  have  tried  to  describe  Mr.  Philip's  love-affairs 
with  as  few  words  and  in  as  modest  phrases  as  may  be  —  omit- 
ting the  raptures,  the  passionate  vows,  the  reams  of  correspond- 
ence, and  the  usual  commonplaces  of  his  situation.  And  yet, 
my  dear  madam,  though  you  and  I  may  be  past  the  age  of 
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billing  and  cooing,  though  your  ringlets,  which  I  remember  a 
lovely  auburn,  are  now  —  well  —  are  now  a  rich  purple  and 
green  black,  and  my  brow  may  be  as  bald  as  a  cannon-ball ;  — 
I  say,  though  we  are  old,  we  are  not  too  old  to  forget.  We 
may  not  care  about  the  pantomime  much  now,  but  we  like  to 
take  the  young  folks,  and  see  them  rejoicing.  From  the  win- 
dow where  I  write,  I  can  look  down  into  the  garden  of  a  certain 
square.  In  that  garden  1  can  at  this  moment  see  a  young 
gentleman  and  lady  of  my  acquaintance  pacing  up  and  down. 
They  are  talking  some  such  talk  as  Milton  imagines  our  first 
parents  engaged  in  ;  and  yonder  garden  is  a  paradise  to  my 
30ung  friends.  Did  they  choose  to  look  outside  the  raihngs  of 
the  square,  or  at  any  other  objects  than  each  other's  noses,  they 
might  see  —  the  tax-gatherer  we  will  say  —  with  his  book, 
knocking  at  one  door,  the  doctor's  brougham  at  a  second,  a 
hatchment  over  the  windows  of  a  third  mansion,  the  baker's 
boy  discoursing  with  the  housemaid  over  the  railings  of  a  fourth. 
But  what  to  them  are  these  phenomena  of  life  ?  Arm  in  arm 
my  young  folks  go  pacing  up  and  down  their  Eden,  and  dis- 
coursing about  that  happy  time  which  I  suppose  is  now  draw- 
ing near,  about  that  charming  little  snuggery  for  which  the 
furniture  is  ordered,  and  to  which,  miss,  your  old  friend  and 
very  humble  servant  will  take  the  liberty  of  forwarding  his  best 
regards  and  a  neat  silver  teapot.  I  dare  say,  with  these  young 
people,  as  with  Mr.  Philip  and  Miss  Charlotte,  all  occurrences 
of  life  seemed  to  have  reference  to  that  event  which  forms  the 
subject  of  their  perpetual  longing  and  contemplation.  There 
is  the  doctor's  brougham  driving  away,  and  Imogene  says  to 
Alonzo,  "  What  anguish  I  shall  have  if  you  are  ill!"  Then 
there  is  the  carpenter  putting  up  the  hatchment.  "  Ah,  my 
love,  if  you  were  to  die,  I  think  they  might  put  up  a  hatchment 
for  both  of  us,"  says  Alonzo,  with  a  killing  sigh.  Both  sympa- 
thize with  Mary  and  the  baker's  boy  whispering  over  the  rail- 
ings. Go  to,  gentle  baker's  bo}',  we  also  know  what  it  is  to 
love  ! 

The  whole  soul  and  strength  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  being 
bent  upon  marriage,  I  take  leave  to  put  in  a  document  which 
Philip  received  at  this  time  ;  and  can  imagine  that  it  occasioned 
no  little  sensation  .•  — 

"  AsTOR  House,  New  York. 

"  And  60  you  are  returned  to  the  great  city  —  to  the  fumum,  the  strepi- 

titm,  and  I  sincerely  hope  the  opes  of  our  Rome!     Your  own  letters  are  but 

brief;  but  I  have  an  occasional  correspondent  (there  are  few,  alas!  who 

remember  the  exile  !)  who  keeps  me  au  courant  of  my  Philip's  history,  and 


106  thp:  advextures  ok  liiij.ir 

tellu  me  that  you  are  industrious,  that  you  arc  cheerful,  that  you  prosper. 
Cheerfulness  is  the-  companion  of  Industry,  Prosperity  their  offspring. 
That  that  prosperity  may  attain  the  fullest  growth,  is  an  absent  father's 
fondest  prayer  !  Perhaps  ere  long  I  shall  be  able  to  announce  to  you  that 
I  too  am  prospering.  I  am  engaged  in  pursuing  a  scientific  discovery  here 
(it  is  medical,  and  connected  with  my  own  profession),  of  which  the  results 
oiifiht  to  lead  to  Fortune,  unless  the  jade  has  for  ever  deserted  George 
Brand  Firmin  !  So  you  have  embarked  in  the  drudgery  of  the  press,  and 
!iave  become  a  member  of  the  fourth  estate.  It  has  been  despised,  and  press- 
man and  poverty  were  for  a  long  time  supposed  to  be  synonymous.  But 
the  power,  the  wealth  of  the  press  are  daily  developing,  and  they  will  in- 
crease yet  further.  I  confess  I  should  have  liked  to  hear  that  my  Philip 
was  pursuing  his  profession  of  the  bar,  at  which  honor,  splendid  compe- 
tence, nay,  aristocratic  rank,  are  the  prizes  of  the  bold,  the  industrious,  and  the 
desm-ving.  Why  should  you  not  ?  —  should  I  not  still  hope  that  you  may 
gain  legal  eminence  and  position  ?  A  father  who  has  had  much  to  suffer, 
who  is  descending  the  vale  of  years  alone  and  in  a  distant  land,  would  be 
soothed  in  his  exile  if  he  thought  his  son  would  one  day  be  able  to  repair 
tlie  shattered  fortunes  of  his  race.  But  it  is  not  yet,  I  fondly  think,  too 
late.  You  may  yet  qualifj'^  for  the  bar,  and  one  of  its  prizes  may  fall  to 
you.  I  confess  it  was  not  without  a  pang  of  grief  I  heard  from  our  kind 
little  friend  Mrs.  B.,  you  were  studying  shorthand  in  order  to  become  a 
newspaper  reporter.  And  has  Fortune,  then,  been  so  relentless  to  me  that 
my  son  is  to  be  compelled  to  follow  such  a  calling  ?  I  shall  try  and  be 
resigned.     I  had  hoped  higher  things  for  you  —  for  me. 

"My  dear  boy,  with  regard  to  your  romantic  attachment  for  Miss 
Baynes,  which  our  good  little  Brandon  narrates  to  me,  in  her  peculiar  or- 
thographic, but  with  much  touching  simplicity,  —  I  make  it  a  rule  not  to  say  a 
vvord  of  comment,  of  warning,  or  remonstrance.  As  sure  as  you  are  your 
father's  son,  you  will  take  your  own  line  in  any  matter  of  attachment  to  a 
woman,  and  all  the  fathers  in  the  world  won't  stop  you.  In  Philip  of 
four-and-twenty  I  recognize  his  father  thirty  years  ago.  My  father 
scolded,  entreated,  quarrelled  with  me,  never  forgave  me.  I  will  learn  to 
be  more  generous  towards  my  son.  I  may  grieve,  but  I  bear  you  no  malice. 
If  ever  I  achieve  wealth  again,  you  shall  not  be  deprived  of  it.  I  suffered 
80  myself  from  a  harsh  father,  that  I  will  never  be  one  to  my  son ! 

"  As  you  have  put  on  the  livery  of  the  Muses,  and  regularly  entered 
yourself  of  the  Fraternity  of  the  Press,  what  say  you  to  a  little  addition 
to  your  income  by  letters  addressed  to  my  friend,  the  editor  of  the  new 
journal,  called  here  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  It  is  the  fash- 
ionable journal  published  here  ;  and  your  qualifications  are  precisely  those 
which  would  make  your  services  valuable  as  a  contributor.  Doctor  Ger- 
aldine,  the  editor,  is  not,  I  believe,  a  relative  of  the  Leinster  family,  but  a 
iW'lf-made  man,  who  arrived  in  this  country  some  years  since,  poor,  and  an 
e.xile  from  his  native  country.  He  advocates  Repeal  politics  in  Ireland  ; 
but  with  these  of  course  you  need  have  nothing  to  do.  And  he  is  nmch 
too  liberal  to  expect  these  from  his  contributors.  I  have  been  of  service 
professionally  to  Mrs.  Geraldine  and  himself.  M^^  friend  of  the  Emerald 
introduced  me  to  the  doctor.  Terrible  enemies  in  print,  in  private  they  are 
j)erfectly  good  friends,  and  the  little  passages  of  arms  between  the  two  jour- 
nalists serve  rather  to  amuse  than  to  irritate.  '  The  grocer's  boy  from  Or- 
mond  Quay  '  (Geraldine  once,  it  appears,  engaged  in  that  useful  but  humble 
calling),  and  the  '  miscreant  from  Cork  '  —  the  editor  of  the  Emerald  comes 
from  that  city  — assail  each  other  in  public,  but  drink  whiskey -and-vvater 
<falore  in  private.     If  you  write  for  Geraldine,  of  course  you  will  say  nothing- 
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"lisrespectful  about  grocers'  boys.  His  dollars  are  good  silver,  of  that  you  may 
be  sure.  Dr.  G.  knows  a  part  of  your  history :  he  knows  that  you  are  now 
fairly  engaged  in  literary  pursuits ;  that  you  are  a  man  of  education,  a 
gentleman,  a  man  of  the  world,  a  man  of  courage.  1  have  answered  for 
your  possessing  all  these  qualities.  (The  doctor,  in  his  droll,  humorous 
way,  said  that  if  you  were  a  chip  of  the  old  block  you  would  be  just  what 
he  called  'the  grit.')  Political  treatises  are  not  so  much  wanted  as  per- 
sonal news  regarding  the  notabilities  of  London,  and  these,  I  assured  hira, 
you  were  the  very  man  to  be  able  to  furnish.  You,  who  know  everybody  ; 
who  Iiave  lived  with  the  great  world  —  the  world  of  lawyers,  the  world  of 
tvrtists,  the  world  of  the  university  —  have  already  had  an  experience  which 
few  gentlemen  of  the  press  can  boast  of,  and  may  turn  that  experience  to 
profit.  Suppose  you  were  to  trust  a  little  to  your  imagination  in  composing 
these  letters  ?  there  can  be  no  harm  in  being  poetical.  Suppose  an  intelli- 
gent correspondent  writes  that  he  has  met  the  D-ke  of  W-U-ngt-n,  had  a 
private  interview  with  the  Pr-m-r,  and  so  forth,  who  is  to  say  him  nay  'f 
And  this  is  the  kind  of  talk  our  gobemouches  of  New  York  delight  in.  My 
worthy  friend,  Doctor  Geraldine,  for  example  —  between  ourselves  his 
name  is  Finnigan,  but  his  private  history  is  strictly  etitre  nous  —  when  he 
first  came  to  New  York  astonished  the  people  by  the  copiousness  of  his 
anecdotes  regarding  the  English  aristocracy,  of  whom  he  knows  as  much  as 
he  does  of  the  Court  of  Pekin.  He  was  smart,  ready,  sarcastic,  amusing ; 
he  found  readers  :  from  one  success  he  advanced  to  another,  and  the  Ga- 
zette of  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  is  likely  to  make  this  worthy  man's  fortune. 
You  really  may  be  serviceable  to  him,  and  may  justly  earn  the  liberal  re- 
muneration which  he  offers  for  a  weekly  letter.  Anecdotes  of  men  and 
women  of  fashion  —  the  more  gay  and  lively  the  more  welcome  —  the 
quicquid  agunt  homines,  in  a  word,  —  should  be  the  farrago  libelli.  Who  are 
the  reigning  beauties  of  London  "?  and  Beauty,  you  know,  has  a  rank  and 
fashion  of  its  own.  Has  any  one  lately  won  or  lost  on  the  turf  or  at  play  ? 
What  are  the  clubs  talking  about  ?  Are  there  any  duels  'i  What  is  the 
last  scandal  ?  Does  the  good  old  Duke  keep  his  health  1  Is  that  afifair 
over  between  the  Duchess  of  This  and  Captain  That  ? 

"  Such  is  the  information  which  our  badauds  here  like  to  have,  and  for 

which  my  friend  the  doctor  will  pay  at  the  rate  of dollars  per  letter. 

Your  name  need  not  appear  at  all.  The  remuneration  is  certain.  C'est  it 
prendre  on  a  laisser,  as  our  lively  neighbors  say.  Write  in  the  first  place  in 
confidence  to  me  ;  and  in  whom  can  you  confide  more  safely  than  in  yosr 
father  ? 

"  You  will,  of  course,  pay  your  respects  to  your  relative  the  new  Lord 
of  Ringwood.  For  a  young  man  whose  family  is  so  powerful  as  yours, 
there  can  surely  be  no  derogation  in  entertaining  some  feudal  respect,  and 
who  knows  whether  and  how  soon  Sir  John  Ringwood  may  be  able  to  help 
his  cousin  'i  By  the  way.  Sir  John  is  a  Whig,  and  your  paper  is  a  Conser- 
vative. But  you  are,  above  all,  homme  du  monde.  In  such  a  subordinate 
place  as  you  occupy  with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  a  man's  private  politics  do 
not  surely  count  at  all.  If  Sir  John  Ringwood,  your  kinsman,  sees  any 
way  of  helping  you,  so  much  the  better,  and  of  course  your  politics  will  be 
those  of  your  family.  I  have  no  knowledge  of  him.  He  was  a  very  quiet 
man  at  college,  where,  I  regret  to  say,  your  father's  friends  were  not  of  the 
quiet  sort  at  all.  I  trust  I  have  repented.  I  have  sown  my  wild  oats.  And 
ah !  liow  pleased  I  shall  be  to  hear  that  my  Philip  has  bent  his  proud  head 
a  little,  and  is  ready  to  submit  more  than  he  used  of  old  to  the  customs  of 
tlie  world.  Call  upon  Sir  John,  then.  As  a  Whig  gentleman  of  large  es- 
tate, I  need  not  tell  you  that  he  will  expect  respect  from  you.     He  is  your 
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kinsman  ;  the  representative  of  your  grandfather's  gallant  and  noble  race. 
He  bears  the  name  your  mother  bore.  To  her  my  Philip  was  always  gen- 
tle, and  for  her  sake  you  will  comply  with  the  wishes  of 

"  Your  affectionate  father, 

"  G.  B,  F." 

"  I  have  not  said  a  word  of  compliment  to  mademoiselle.  I  wish  her  so 
well  that  I  own  I  wish  she  were  about  to  marry  a  richer  suitor  than  my 
dear  son.  Will  fortune  ever  permit  me  to  embrace  my  daugliter-in-law, 
and  take  your  children  on  my  knee  ?  You  will  speak  kindly  to  them  of 
their  grandfather,  will  you  not  1  Poor  General  Baynes,  I  have  heard, 
used  violent  and  unseemly  language  regarding  me,  which  I  most  heartily 
pardon.  I  am  grateful  when  I  think  that  I  never  did  General  B.  an  injury  : 
grateful  and  proud  to  accept  benefits  from  my  own  son.  These  I  treasure 
up  in  my  heart ;  and  still  hope  I  shall  be  able  to  repay  with  something  more 
substantial  than  my  fondest  prayers.  Give  my  best  wishes,  then,  to  Miss 
Charlotte,  and  try  and  teach  her  to  think  kindly  of  her  Philip's  father." 

Miss  Charlotte  Ba3-ues,  who  kept  the  name  of  Miss  Grigsby, 
the  governess,  amongst  all  the  roguish  children  of  a  facetious 
father,  was  witli  us  one  month,  and  her  mamma  expressed  great 
cheerfulness  at  her  absence,  and  at  the  thought  that  she  had 
found  such  good  friends.  After  two  months,  her  uncle,  Major 
MacWhirter,  returned  from  visiting  his  relations  in  the  North, 
and  offered  to  take  his  niece  back  to  France  again.  He  made 
this  proposition  with  the  joUiest  air  in  the  world,  and  as  if  his 
niece  would  jump  for  J03"  to  go  back  to  her  mother.  But  to  the 
Major's  astonishment.  Miss  Baynes  turned  quite  pale,  ran  to 
her  hostess,  flung  herself  into  that  lady's  arms,  and  then  there 
began  an  osculatory  performance  which  perfectly  astonished 
the  good  Major.  Charlotte's  friend,  holding  Miss  Baynes  tight 
in  her  embrace,  looked  fiercely  at  the  Major  over  the  girl's 
shoulder,  and  defied  him  to  take  her  away  from  that  sane- 
tuar3^ 

' '  Oh,  you  dear,  good  dear  friend ! "  Charlotte  gurgled  out, 
and  sobbed  I  know  not  what  more  expressions  of  fondness  and 
gratitude. 

But  the  truth  is,  that  two  sisters,  or  mother  and  daughter, 
could  not  love  each  other  more  heartily  than  these  two  person- 
ages. Mother  and  daughter  forsooth  !  You  should  have  seen 
Charlotte's  piteous  look  when  sometimes  the  conviction  would 
come  on  her  that  she  ought  at  length  to  go  home  to  mamma ; 
such  a  look  as  I  can  fanc}'  Iphigenia  casting  on  Agamemnon, 
when,  in  obedience  to  a  painful  sense  of  duty,  he  was  about  to 
—  to  use  the  sacrificial  knife.  No,  we  all  loved  her.  The 
children  would  howl  at  the  idea  of  parting  with  their  Miss 
Grigsby.     Charlotte,  in  return,  helped  them  to  ver^'  pretty  les- 
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sona  in  music  and  French  —  served  hot,  as  it  were,  from  her 
own  recent  studies  at  Tours  —  and  a  good  daily  governess 
operated  on  the  rest  of  their  education  to  ever3^body's  satis- 
faction. 

And  so  months  rolled  on  and  our  3'oung  favorite  still  re- 
mained with  us.  Mamma  fed  the  little  maid's  purse  with  occa- 
sional remittances  ;  and  begged  her  hostess  to  supply  her  with 
all  necessary  articles  from  the  milliner.  Afterwards,  it  is  true, 
Mrs.  General  Baynes  *  *  But  why  enter  upon  these  pain- 
ful family  disputes  in  a  chapter  which  has  been  devoted  to 
sentiment  ? 

As  soon  as  Mr.  Firmin  received  the  letter  above  faithfully 
copied,  (with  the  exception  of  the  pecuniary  offer,  which  I  do 
not  consider  myself  at  liberty  to  divulge,)  he  hurried  down  from 
Thornhaugh  Street  to  Westminster.  He  dashed  by  Buttons, 
the  page  ;  he  took  no  notice  of  my  wondering  wife  at  the  draw- 
ing-room door ;  he  rushed  to  the  second  floor,  bursting  open  the 
schoolroom  door,  where  Charlotte  was  teaching  our  dear  third 
daughter  to  play  "  In  m}'  Cottage  near  a  Wood," 

"  Charlotte  !  Chariotte  !  "  he  cried  out. 

"La,  Philip!  don't  you  see  Miss  Grigsby  is  giving  us  les- 
sons?" said  the  children. 

But  he  would  not  listen  to  those  wags,  and  still  beckoned 
Charlotte  to  him.  That  young  woman  rose  up  and  followed 
him  out  of  the  door,  as,  indeed,  she  would  have  followed  him 
out  of  the  window ;  and  there,  on  the  stairs,  they  read  Dr. 
Firmin's  letter,  with  their  heads  quite  close  together,  j^ou 
understand. 

"Two  hundred  a  year  more,"  said  Philip,  his  heart  throb- 
bing so  that  he  could  hardly  speak  ;  "  and  your  fifty  —  and  two 
hundred  the  Gazette  —  and  —  " 

"Oh,  Philip!"  was  all  Charlotte  could  say,  and  then  — 
There  was  a  pretty  group  for  the  children  to  see,  and  for  an 
artist  to  draw ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

WAYS     AND      MEANS. 

Of  course  any  man  of  the  world,  who  is  possessed  of  decent 
l)rudeiice,  will  perceive  that  the  idea  of  marrying  on  four  hun- 
dred and  fifty  pounds  a  year,  so  secured  as  was  Master  Philip's 
income,  was  preposterous  and  absurd.  In  the  first  place,  you 
can't  live  on  four  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year,  that  is  a 
certaint}'.  People  do  live  on  less,  I  believe.  But  a  life  with- 
out a  brougham,  without  a  decent  house,  without  claret  for 
dinner,  and  a  footman  to  wait,  can  hardly  be  called  existence. 
Philip's  income  might  fail  an}*  day.  He  might  not  please  the 
American  paper.  He  might  quarrel  with  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
And  then  what  would  remain  to  him  ?  Onl}'  poor  little  Char- 
lotte's fifty  pounds  a  year !  So  Philip's  most  intimate  male 
friend  —  a  man  of  the  world,  and  with  a  good  deal  of  experi- 
ence—  argued.  Of  course  I  was  not  surprised  that  Philip  did 
not  choose  to  take  my  advice  ;  though  I  did  not  expect  he 
would  become  so  violently  angr^',  call  names  almost,  and  use 
most  rude  expressions,  when,  at  his  express  desire^  tliis  advice 
was  tendered  to  him.  If  he  did  not  want  it,  why  did  he  ask 
for  it?  The  advice  might  be  unwelcome  to  him,  but  why  did 
he  choose  to  tell  me  at  my  own  table,  over  my  own  claret,  that 
it  was  the  advice  of  a  sneak  and  a  worldling?  My  good  fellow, 
that  claret,  though  it  is  a  second  growth,  and  I  can  afford  no 
better,  costs  seventy-two  shillings  a  dozen.  How  much  is  six 
times  three  hundred  and  sixty-five?  A  bottle  a  day  is  the 
least  you  can  calculate  (the  fellow  would  come  to  ray  house  and 
drink  two  bottles  to  himself,  with  the  utmost  nonchalance). 
A  bottle  per  diem  of  that  light  claret — of  that  second-growth 
stuff —  costs  one  hundred  and  four  guineas  a  year,  do  you 
understand?  or,  to  speak  plainly-  with  3on,  one  hundred  and  nine 
pounds  four  shillings  ! 

"Well,"  says  "Phihp,  "aprcs?  We'll  do  without.  Mean- 
time I  will  take  what  I  can  get ! "  and  he  tosses  off  about  a 
pint  as  he  speaks  (these  mousseline  glasses  are  not  only  enor- 
mous, but  they  break  by  dozens) .  He  tosses  off  a  pint  of  my 
Larose,  and  gives  a  great  roar  of  laughter,  as  if  he  had  said  a 
fiood  thing ! 
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Philip  Firmin  is  coarse  and  offensive  at  times,  and  Bickerton 
in  holding  this  opinion  is  not  altogether  wrong. 

'•'■  rU  drink  claret  when  I  come  to  you,  old  boy,"  he  says, 
grinning  ;  "  and  at  home  I  will  have  whiske}- -and- water. " 

"  But;  suppose  Charlotte  is  ordered  claret !  " 

"  Well,  she  can  have  it,"  says  this  liberal  lover  ;  "  a  bottle 
wiU.  last  her  a  week." 

"  Don't  3'ou  see,"  I  shriek  out,  "  that  even  a  bottle  a  week 
costs  something  like  —  six  by  fifty -two  —  eighteen  pounds  a 
year !  "  (I  own  it  is  realh'  only  fifteen  twelve  ;  but,  in  the 
imrry  of  argument,  a  man  may  stretch  a  figure  or  so.)  "  Eigh- 
teen pounds  for  Charlotte's  claret ;  as  much,  at  least,  you  great 
boozy  toper,  for  your  whiskey  and  beei-.  Why,  you  actually 
want  a  tenth  part  of  your  income  for  the  liquor  you  consume  ! 
And  then  clothes  ;  and  then  lodging  ;  and  then  coals  ;  and  then 
doctor's  bills  ;  and  then  pocket-money  ;  and  then  sea-side  for 
the  little  dears.  Just  have  the  kindness  to  add  these  things 
up,  and  you  will  find  that  you  have  about  two-and-ninepeuce 
left  to  pa}^  the  grocer  and  the  butcher." 

"  What  you  call  prudence,"  saj's  Philip,  thumping  the  table, 
and,  of  course,  breaking  a  glass,  "  I  call  cowardice  —  I  call 
blasphemy  !  Do  you  mean,  as  a  Christian  man,  to  tell  me  that 
two  young  people  and  a  family,  if  it  should  please  heaven  to 
send  them  one,  cannot  subsist  upon  five  hundred  pounds  a  year? 
Look  round,  sir,  at  the  myriads  of  God's  creatures  who  live, 
love,  are  happy  and  poor,  and  be  ashamed  of  the  wicked  doubt 
which  you  utter  !  "  And  he  starts  up,  and  strides  up  and  down 
the  dining-room,  curling  his  flaming  moustache,  and  rings  the 
bell  fiercely,  and  says,  "  Johnson,  I've  broke  a  glass.  Get  me 
another." 

In  the  drawing-room,  my  wife  asks  what  we  two  were  fight- 
ing about?  And,  as  Charlotte  is  up  stairs,  telling  the  children 
stories  as  they  arc  put  to  bed,  or  writing  to  her  dear  nuunnia, 
or  what  not,  our  friend  bursts  out  with  more  rude  and  ^■iok'ut 
expressions  than  he  had  used  in  the  dining-room  over  my  glasses 
which  he  was  smashing,  tells  my  own  wife  that  I  am  an  atheist, 
or  at  best  a  miserable  sceptic  and  Sadducee  :  that  i  doubt  of 
the  goodness  of  heaven,  and  am  not  thankful  for  my  daily 
bread.  And,  with  one  of  her  kindling  looks  direcied  towards 
the  young  man,  of  course  my  wife  sides  with  him.  Miss  Char 
presentlj'  came  down  from  the  young  folks,  and  went  to  the 
piano,  and  played  us  Beethoven's  "  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome," 
which  always  soothes  me,  and  channs  me,  so  that  I  fancy  it  is 
a  poem  of  Tennyson  in  music.  „  And  our  children,  us  the^'  sink 
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off  to  sleep  overhead,  like  to  hear  soft  music,  which  soothes 
them  into  skimber,  Miss  Baynes  sa^-s.  And  Miss  Charlotte 
looks  verj'  prett}'  at  her  piano  :  and  Philip  lies  gazing  at  her, 
with  his  great  feet  and  hands  tumbled  over  one  of  our  arm- 
chairs. And  the  music,  with  its  solemn  cheer,  makes  us  all 
ver}'  happy  and  kind-hearted,  and  ennobles  us  somehow  as  we 
listen.  And  my  wife  wears  her  benedictory  look  whenever  she 
turns  towards  these  3'oung  people.  She  has  worked  herself  up 
to  the  opinion  that  yonder  couple  ought  to  marry.  She  can 
give  chapter  and  verse  for  her  belief.  To  doubt  about  the 
matter  at  all  is  wicked  according  to  her  notions.  And  there 
are  certain  points  upon  which,  I  humbly  own,  that  I  don't  dare 
to  argue  with  her. 

When  the  women  of  the  house  have  settled  a  matter,  is 
there  much  use  in  man's  resistance?  If  my  harem  orders  that 
I  shall  wear  a  3'ellow  coat  and  pink  trousers,  I  know  that,  be- 
fore three  months  are  over,  I  shall  be  walking  about  in  rose- 
tendre  and  canary-colored  garments.  It  is  the  perseverance 
which  conquers,  the  dailj^  return  to  the  object  desired.  Take 
my  advice,  my  dear  sir,  when  you  see  3'our  womankind  resolute 
about  a  matter,  give  up  at  once,  and  have  a  quiet  life.  Perhaps 
to  one  of  these  evening  entertainments,  where  Miss  Baynes 
played  the  piano,  as  she  did  very  pleasantly,  and  Mr.  Philip's 
great  clumsy  fist  turned  the  leaves,  little  Mrs.  Brandon  would 
come  tripping  in,  and  as  she  surveyed  the  young  couple,  her 
remark  would  be,  "  Did  3'ou  ever  see  a  better  suited  couple?" 
When  I  came  home  from  chambers,  and  passed  the  dining- 
room  door,  my  eldest  daughter  with  a  knowing  face  would  bar 
tlie  way  and  say,  "  You  mustn't  go  in  there,  papa !  Miss 
Grigsby  is  there,  and  Master  Philip  is  not  to  be  disturbed  at  his 
lessons  !  "  Mrs.  Mugford  had  begun  to  arrange  marriages  be- 
tween her  young  people  and  ours  from  the  very  first  da}'  she 
saw  us  ;  and  Mrs.  M.'s  ch.  filly  Toddles,  rising  two  years,  and 
our  three-year  old  colt  Bill^'bo}',  were  reheai'sing  in  the  nursery 
the  endless  little  comedy  which  the  grown-up  young  persons 
were  performing  in  the  drawing-room. 

With  the  greatest  frankness  Mrs.  Mugford  gave  her  opinion 
that  Philip,  with  four  or  five  hundred  a  year,  would  be  no 
better  than  a  sneak  if  he  dela3'ed  to  marry.  How  much  had 
she  and  Mugford  when  ihey  married,  she  would  like  to  know? 
"  Emil}'  Street,  Pentonvillc,  was  where  we  had  apartments," 
she  remarked;  "we  were  j^inched  sometimes;  but  we  owed 
nothing  :  and  our  housekeeping  liooks  I  can  show  3'ou."  I  be- 
lieve Mrs.  M.  actually  brouglit  these  dingy  relics  of  her  honey- 
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moon  for  m}^  wife's  inspection.  I  tell  j-ou,  my  house  was  peopled 
with  these  friends  of  matrimon}'.  Flies  were  for  ever  in  requi- 
sition, and  our  boys  were  very  sullcy  at  having  to  sit  for  an 
hour  at  Schoolbred's,  while  certain  ladies  lingered  there  over 
blankets,  tablecloths,  and  what  not.  Once  I  found  my  wife  and 
Charlotte  flitting  about  Wardour  Street,  the  former  lady  much 
interested  in  a  gi-eat  Dutch  cabinet,  with  a  glass  cupboard  and 
corpulent  drawers.  And  that  cabinet  was,  ere  long,  carted  off 
to  Mrs.  Brandon's,  Thornhaugh  Street ;  and  in  that  glass  cup- 
board there  was  presently  to  be  seen  a  neat  set  of  china  for  tea 
and  breakfast.  The  end  was  approaching.  That  event,  with 
which  the  third  volume  of  the  old  novels  used  to  close,  was  at 
hand.  I  am  afraid  our  young  people  can't  drive  off  from  St. 
George's  in  a  chaise  and  four,  and  that  no  noble  relative  will 
lend  them  his  castle  for  the  honeymoon.  Well :  some  people 
cannot  drive  to  happiness,  even  with  four  horses ;  and  other 
folks  can  reach  the  goal  on  foot.  My  venerable  Muse  stoops 
down,  unlooses  her  cothurnus  with  some  difficulty,  and  prepares 
to  fling  that  old  shoe  after  the  pair. 

Tell,  venerable  Muse !  what  were  the  marriage  gifts  which 
friendship  provided  for  Philip  and  Charlotte?  Philip's  cousin, 
Ringwood  Twysden,  came  simpering  up  to  me  at  "  Bays's  Club  " 
one  afternoon,  and  said:  "  I  hear  my  precious  cousin  is  going 
to  marry.  I  think  I  shall  send  him  a  broom  to  sweep  a 
crossin'."  I  was  nearly  going  to  say,  "This  was  a  piece  of 
generosity  to  be  expected  from  3'our  father's  son  ; "  but  the  fact 
is,  that  I  did  not  think  of  this  withering  repartee  until  I  was 
crossing  St.  j£?mes's  Park  on  my  way  home,  when  Tw3'sden  of 
course  was  out  of  ear-shot.  A  great  number  of  my  best  wit- 
ticisms have  been  a  little  late  in  making  then-  appearance  in  the 
world.  If  we  could  but  hear  the  w»spoken  jokes,  how  we  should 
all  laugh  ;  if  we  could  but  speak  them,  how  witty  we  should  be  ! 
When  3^ou  have  left  the  room,  you  have  no  notion  what  clever 
things  I  was  going  to  say  when  you  balked  me  by  going  awa}'. 
Well,  then,  the  fact  is,  the  Twysden  family  gave  Philip  nothing 
on  his  marriage,  being  the  exact  sum  of  regard  which  they  pro- 
fessed to  have  for  him. 

Mrs.  Major  MacWhirter  gave  the  bride  an  Indian  brooch, 
representing  the  Taj  Mahal  at  Agra,  which  General  Baynes  had 
given  to  his  sister-in-law  in  old  days.  At  a  later  period,  it  is 
true,  Mrs.  Mac  asked  Charlotte  for  the  brooch  back  again  ;  but 
this  was  when  many  family  quarrels  had  raged  between  the 
relatives  —  quarrels  which  to  describe  at  length  would  be  to  tax 

too  much  the  writer  and  the  readers  of  this  history. 

. -^ 
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Mrs.  Mugf<jrd  presented  aii  elegant  plated  coffee-pot,  six 
drawing-room  iilmtinacs  (spoils  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette) ,  3iX\6. 
fourteen  richl\'  cut  jelly-glasses,  most  useful  for  negus  if  the 
young  couple  gave  evening-parties  ;  for  dinners  thej^  would  not 
be  able  to  aftbrd. 

Mrs.  Brandon  made  an  offering  of  two  tablecloths  and  twelve 
dinner  napkins  most  beautifully  worked,  and  I  don't  know  how 
much  house  linen. 

The  Lady  of  the  Present  Writer  —  Twelve  tea-spoons  in 
bullion,  and  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs.  Mrs.  Baj-nes,  Philip's 
mother-in-law,  sent  him  also  a  pair  of  sugar-tongs,  of  a  light 
manufacture,  easilj'  broken.  He  keeps  a  tong  to  the  present 
da}^  and  speaks  very  satirically  regarding  that  relic. 

Philip's  Inn  of  Court  —  A  bill  for  commons  and  Inn  taxes, 
with  the  Treasurer's  compliments. 

And  these,  I  thinlv,  formed  the  items  of  poor  little  Charlotte's 
meagre  trousseau.  Before  Cinderella  went  to  the  ball  she  was 
almost  as  rich  as  our  little  maid.  Charlotte's  mother  sent  a 
grim  consent  to  the  child's  marriage,  but  declined  herself  to 
attend  it.  She  was  ailing  and  poor.  Her  year's  widowhood 
was  just  over.  She  had  her  other  children  to  look  after.  My 
impression  is  that  Mrs.  Ba3^nes  thought  that  she  would  be  out 
of  Philip's  power  so  long  as  she  remained  abroad,  and  that 
the  General's  savings  would  be  secure  from  him.  So  she  dele- 
gated her  authority  to  Philip's  friends  in  London,  and  sent  her 
daughter  a  moderate  wish  for  her  happiness,  which  ma}-  or  may 
not  have  profited  the  young  people. 

"Well,  m}-  dear,  you  are  rich,  compared  to  what  I  was, 
when  I  married,"  little  Mrs.  Brandon  said  to  her  young  friend. 
"  You  will  have  a  good  husband.  That  is  more  than  I  had. 
You  will  have  good  friends  ;  and  I  was  almost  alone  for  a  time, 
until  it  pleased  God  to  befriend  me."  It  was  not  without  a 
feeling  of  awe  that  we  saw  these  young  people  commence  that 
voyage  of  life  on  which  henceforth  they  were  to  journey  to- 
gether ;  and  I  am  sure  that  of  the  small  company  who  accom- 
panied them  to  the  silent  little  chapel  where  they  were  joined 
in  marriage  tlun-e  was  not  one  who  did  not  follow  them  with 
tender  good  wishes  and  heartfelt  prayers.  They  had  a  little 
purse  provided  for  a  month's  holiday.  They  had  health,  hope, 
good  spirits,  good  friends.  I  have  never  learned  that  life's 
trials  were  over  after  marriage  ;  only  luck}'  is  he  who  has  a 
loving  companion  to  share  them.  As  for  the  lady  with  whom 
Charlotte  had  stayed  before  her  marriage,  she  was  in  a  state  of 
the  most   lachrymose  seutimentaUty.     She  sat  on  the  bed  iu 
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the  chamber  -which  the  Uttle  maid  had  vacated.  Her  tears 
flowed  copiously.  She  knew  not  why,  she  could  not  tell  how 
the  girl  had  wound  herself  round  her  maternal  heart.  And  I 
think  if  heaven  had  decreed  this  ^oung  creature  should  be 
poor,  it  had  sent  her  many  blessings  and  treasures  in  com- 
pensation. 

Every  respectable  man  and  woman  in  London  will,  of 
course,  pity  these  3'oung  people,  and  reprobate  the  mad  risk 
which  they  were  running,  and  yet,  by  the  influence  and  exam- 
ple of  a  sentimental  wife  probably-,  so  niadl^'  sentimental  have 
I  become,  that  I  own  sometimes  I  almost  fancy  these  mis- 
guided wretches  were  to  be  envied. 

A  melanchol}'  little  chapel  it  is  where  they  were  married, 
and  stands  hard  b}-  our  house.  We  did  not  decorate  the  church 
with  flowers,  or  adorn  the  beadles  with  white  ribbons.  We 
had,  I  must  confess,  a  dreary  little  breakfast,  not  in  the  least 
enlivened  by  Mugford's  jokes,  who  would  make  a  speech  de 
circonstance^  which  was  not,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  reported  in 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette.  "We  shan't  charge  you  for  advertis- 
ing the  marriage  there^  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Mugford  said.  "And 
I've  alreadj'  took  it  myself  to  Mr.  Burjoyce."  Mrs.  Mugford 
had  insisted  upon  pinning  a  large  white  favor  upon  John,  who 
drove  her  from  Hampstead :  but  that  was  the  only  ornament 
present  at  the  nuptial  ceremony,  much  to  the  disappointment 
of  the  good  lady.  There  was  a  very  pretty  cake,  with  two 
doves  in  sugar,  on  the  top,  which  the  Little  Sister  made  and 
sent,  and  no  other  h3meneal  emblem.  Our  little  girls  as 
bridesmaids  appeared,  to  be  sure,  in  new  bonnets  and  dresses, 
but  ever3'body  else  looked  so  quiet  and  demure,  that  when  we 
went  into  the  church,  three  or  four  street  urchins  knocking 
about  the  gate,  said,  "Look  at  'em.  The\'re  going  to  be 
'ung."  And  so  the  words  are  spoken,  and  the  indissolu- 
ble knot  is  tied.  Amen.  For  better,  for  worse,  for  good 
days  or  evil,  love  each  other,  cling  to  each  other,  dear  friends. 
Fulfil  3'our  course,  and  accomplish  your  life's  toil.  In  sorrow, 
soothe  each  other ;  in  illness,  watch  and  tend.  Cheer,  fond 
wife,  the  husband's  struggle  ;  lighten  his  gloomj'  hours  with 
your  tender  smiles,  and  gladden  his  home  with  your  love. 
Husband,  father,  whatsoever  j-our  lot,  be  your  heart  pure,  jour 
life  honest.  For  the  sake  of  those  w^ho  bear  your  name,  let 
no  bad  action  sully  it.  As  you  look  at  those  innocent  faces, 
which  ever  tenderly  greet  you,  be  yours,  too,  innocent,  and 
3'our  conscience  without  reproach.  As  the  young  people  kneel 
before   the   altar-railing,  some   such   thoughts   as   these   pass 
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through  a  friend's  mind  who  witnesses  the  ceremony  of 
their  marriage.  Is  not  all  we  hear  in  that  place  meant  to 
apply  to  ourselves,  and  to  be  carried  away  for  everyday 
cogitation  ? 

After  the  ceremony  we  sign  the  book,  and  walk  back  de- 
murely to  breakfast.  And  Mrs.  Mugford  does  not  conceal  her 
disappointment  at  the  small  preparations  made  for  the  recep- 
tion of  the  marriage  party.  ''  I  call  it  shabby,  Brandon  ;  and 
I  speak  my  mind.  No  favors.  Only  your  cake.  No  speeches 
to  speak  of.  No  lobster-salad :  and  wine  on  the  side-board. 
I  thought  your  Queen  Square  friends  knew  how  to  do  the  thing 
better !  When  one  of  my  gurls  is  married,  I  promise  you  we 
shan't  let  her  go  out  of  the  back-door ;  and  at  least  we  shall 
have  the  best  four  grays  that  Newman's  can  furnish.  It's  my 
belief  your  young  friend  is  getting  too  fond  of  money,  Brandon, 
and  so  I  have  told  Mugford."  But  these,  you  see,  were  only 
questions  of  taste.  Good  Mrs.  Mugford's  led  her  to  a  green 
satin  dress  and  a  pink  turban,  when  other  ladies  were  in  gray 
or  quiet  colors.  The  intimacy  between  our  two  families  dwin- 
dled immediately  after  Philip's  marriage ;  Mrs.  M.,  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  setting  us  down  as  shabb3--geuteel  people,  and  she 
couldn't  bear  screwing  —  never  could  ! 

Well:  the  speeches  were  spoken.  The  bride  was  kissed, 
and  departed  with  her  bridegroom :  they  had  not  even  a  valet 
and  lady's-maid  to  bear  them  company.  The  route  of  the 
happy  pair  was  to  be  Canterbury,  Folkestone,  Boulogne,  Am 
iens,  Paris,  and  Italy  perhaps,  if  their  little  stock  of  pocket- 
monev  would  serve  them  so  far.  But  the  very  instant  when 
half  was  spent,  it  was  agreed  that  these  young  people  should 
turn  their  faces  homeward  again ;  and  meanwhile  the  printer 
and  Mugford  himself  agreed  that  they  would  do  Mr.  Sub- 
editor's duty.  How  much  had  they  in  the  little  purse  for  their 
pleasure-journey?  That  is  no  business  of  ours,  surely;  but 
with  youth,  health,  happiness,  love,  amongst  their  posses- 
sions, I  don't  think  our  young  friends  had  need  to  be  discon- 
tented. Away  then  they  drive  in  their  cab  to  the  railway 
station.  Farewell,  and  heaven  bless  you,  Charlotte  and  Philip  ! 
I  have  said  how  I  found  my  wife  crying  in  her  favorite's  vacant 
bedroom.  The  marriage  table  did  coldly  furnish  forth  a  funeral 
kind  of  dinner.  The  cold  chicken  choked  us  all,  and  the  jelly 
was  but  a  sickly  compound  to  my  taste,  though  it  was  the 
Little  Sister's  niost  artful  manufacture,  I  own  for  one  I  was 
quite  miserable.  I  found  no  comfort  at  clubs,  nor  could  the 
last  new  novel  fix  my  attention.     I  saw  Philip's  eyes,   and 
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heard  the  warble  of  Charlotte's  sweet  voice.  I  walked  off 
from  "Bays's,"  and  through  Old  Parr  Street,  where  PhUip 
had  lived,  and  his  parents  entertained  me  as  a  boy ;  and  then 
tramped  to  Thornhaugh  Street,  rather  ashamed  of  myself. 
The  maid  said  mistress  was  in  Mr.  Philip's  rooms,  the  two 
pair,  —  and  what  was  that  I  heard  on  the  piano  as  I  entered 
the  apartment?  Mrs.  Brandon  sat  there  hemming  some  chintz 
window-curtains,  or  bed-curtains,  or  what  not :  by  her  side  sat 
my  own  eldest  girl  stitching  awa}"  very  resolutely  ;  and  at  the 
piano  —  the  piano  which  Philip  had  bought  —  there  sat  my  own 
wife  picking  out  that  "  Dream  of  Saint  Jerome,"  of  Beethoven, 
which  Charlotte  used  to  play  so  delicatel3^  We  had  tea  out  of 
Philip's  tea-things,  and  a  nice  hot  cake,  which  consoled  some 
of  us.  But  I  have  known  few  evenings  more  melancholy  than 
that.  It  felt  like  the  first  night  at  school  after  the  holidays, 
when  we  all  used  to  trj^  and  appear  cheerful,  3'ou  know.  But 
ah !  how  dismal  the  ga3'et3'  was ;  and  how  drear}'  that  lying 
awake  in  the  night,  and  thinking  of  the  happ}^  daj's  just  over  ! 

The  way  in  which  we  looked  forward  for  letters  from  our 
bride  and  bridegroom  was  quite  a  curiosity-.  At  length  a  letter 
arrived  from  these  personages :  and  as  it  contains  no  secret,  I 
take  the  liberty  to  print  it  in  extenso. 


"  Amiens,  Friday.    Paris,  Saturday. 

"Dearest  Friends,  —  (For  the  dearest  friends  you  are  to  us,  and  will 
continue  to  be  as  long  as  we  live)  —  We  perform  our  promise  of  writing  to 
you  to  say  that  we  are  well,  and  safe,  and  happy !  Philip  says  I  mustn't 
use  dashes,  but  I  can't  help  it.  He  says,  he  supposes  I  am  dashing  off  a 
letter.  You  know  his  joking  way.  Oh,  what  a  blessing  it  is  to  see  him  so 
happy.  And  if  he  is  happy  I  am.  I  tremble  to  think  how  happy.  He  sits 
opposite  me,  smoking  his  cigar,  looking  so  noble !  /  like  it,  and  I  went  to 
our  room  and  brought  him  this  one.  He  says,  '  Char,  if  I  were  to  say  bring 
me  your  head,  you  would  order  a  waiter  to  cut  it  off.'  Pray,  did  I  not 
promise  three  days  ago  to  love,  honor,  and  obey  him,  and  am  I  going  to 
break  ray  promise  already  ?  I  hope  not.  I  pray  not.  All  my  life  I  hope 
I  shall  be  trying  to  keep  that  promise  of  mine.  We  liked  Canterbury 
almost  as  much  as  dear  Westminster.  We  had  an  open  carriage  and  took 
a  glorious  drive  to  Folkestone,  and  in  the  crossing  Philip  was  ill,  and  I  wasn't. 
And  he  looked  very  droll;  and  he  was  in  a  dreadful  bad  humor;  and  that 
was  my  first  appearance  as  nurse.  I  think  I  should  like  him  to  be  a  little 
ill  sometimes,  so  that  I  may  sit  up  and  take  care  of  him.  We  went  through 
the  cords  at  the  custom-house  at  Boulogne ;  and  I  remembered  how,  two 
years  ago,  I  passed  through  those  very  cords  with  my  poor  papa,  and  he 
stood  outside,  and  saw  us  !  We  went  to  the  '  Hotel  des  Bains.'  We  walked 
about  the  town.  We  went  to  the  Tintelleries,  where  we  used  to  live,  and 
to  your  house  in  the  Haute  Ville,  where  I  remember  everything  as  if  it  was 
yesterday.  Don't  you  remember,  as  we  were  walking  one  day,  you  said, 
'  Charlotte,  there  is  the  steamer  coming ;  there  is  the  smoke  of  his  funnel ; ' 
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and  I  saiJ,  '  What  steamer?  '  and  you  said,  '  The  Philip,  to  be  sure.'  And 
he  came  up,  smoking  his  pipe  !  We  passed  over  and  over  the  old  ground 
where  we  used  to  walk.  We  went  to  the  pier,  and  gave  money  to  the  poor 
little  hunchback  who  plays  the  guitar,  and  he  said,  '  Merci,  madame.'  How 
droll  it  sounded  ?  And  that  good  kind  Marie  at  the  '  Hotel  des  Bains '  re- 
membered xis,  and  called  us  '  mes  enfans.'  And  if  j'^ou  were  not  the  most 
good-natured  woman  in  the  world,  I  think  I  should  be  ashamed  to  write  such 
nonsense. 

"  Think  of  Mrs.  Brandon  having  knitted  me  a  purse,  which  she  gave 
me  as  we  went  away  from  dear,  dear  Queen  Square ;  and  when  I  opened  it, 
there  were  five  sovereigns  in  it !  When  we  found  what  the  purse  contained, 
Philip  used  one  of  his  great  jurons  (as  he  alwa)-s  does  when  he  is  most 
tender-hearted),  and  he  said  that  woman  was  an  angel,  and  that  we  would 
keep  those  five  sovereigns,  and  never  change  them.  Ah !  I  am  thankful 
my  husband  has  such  friends!  I  will  love  all  who  love  him  —  you  most 
of  all.  For  were  not  you  the  means  of  bringing  this  noble  heart  to  me  ? 
I  fancy  I  have  known  bigger  people,  since  I  have  known  you,  and  some  of 
your  friends.  Their  talk  is  simpler,  their  thoughts  are  greater  than  — 
those  with  whom  I  used  to  live.  P.  says,  heaven  has  given  Mrs.  Brandon 
such  a  great  heart,  that  she  must  have  a  good  intellect.  If  loving  my 
Philip  be  wisdom,  I  know  some  one  who  will  be  very  wise ! 

"  If  I  was  not  in  a  very  great  hurry  to  see  mamma,  Philip  said  we 
might  stop  a  day  at  Amiens.  And  we  went  to  the  Cathedral,  and  to  whom 
do  you  think  it  is  dedicated  ?  to  my  saint :  to  Saint  Firmin  !  and  oh !  I 
prayed  to  heaven  to  give  me  strength  to  devote  my  life  to  my  saint's  service, 
to  love  him  always,  as  a  pure  true  wife :  in  sickness  to  guard  him,  in  sor- 
row to  sootlie  him.  I  will  try  and  learn  and  study,  not  to  make  my  intellect 
equal  to  Iiis  — very  few  women  can  hope  for  that  —  but  that  I  may  better 
comprehend  him,  and  give  him  a  companion  more  worthy  of  him.  I  wonder 
whether  there  are  many  men  in  the  world  as  clever  as  our  husbands  1 
Though  Philip  is  so  modest.  He  says  he  is  not  clever  at  all.  Yet  I  know 
he  is,  and  grander  somehow  than  other  men.  I  said  nothing,  but  I  used  to 
listen  at  Queen  Square ;  and  some  who  came  who  thought  best  of  them- 
selves, seemed  to  rce  pert,  and  worldly,  and  small ;  and  some  were  like 
princes  somehow.  My  Philip  is  one  of  the  princes.  Ah,  dear  friend  !  may 
I  not  give  thanks  where  thanks  are  due,  that  I  am  chosen  to  be  the  wife 
of  a  true  gentleman  ?  Kind,  and  brave,  and  loyal  PhiEp !  Honest  and 
generous,  — above  deceit  or  selfish  scheme.  Oh  !  I  hope  it  is  not  wrong  to 
be  so  happy ! 

"  We  wrote  to  mamma  and  dear  Madame  Smolensk  to  say  we  were  com- 
ing. Mamma  finds  Madame  de  Valentinois'  boarding-house  even  dearer 
than  dear  Madame  Smolensk's.  I  don't  mean  a  pun  !  She  says  she  has 
found  out  that  Madame  de  Valentinois'  real  name  is  Cornichon ;  that  she 
was  a  person  of  the  worst  character,  and  that  cheating  at  e'cartc'  was  prac- 
tised at  her  house.  She  took  up  her  own  two  francs  and  another  two-franc 
piece  from  the  card-table,  saying  that  Colonel  Boulotte  was  cheating,  and 
by  rights  the  money  was  hers.  She  is  going  to  leave  Madame  de  Valen- 
tinois at  the  end  of  her  month,  or  as  soon  as  her  children,  who  have  the 
measles,  can  move.  She  desired  that  on  no  account  I  would  come  to  see 
her  at  Madame  V.'s ;  and  she  brought  Philip  12/.  10s.  in  five-franc  pieces, 
which  she  laid  down  on  the  table  before  him,  and  said  it  was  my  first 
quarter's  payment.  It  is  not  due  yet,  I  know.  '  But  do  you  think  I  will 
he  beholden,'  says  she,  '  to  a  man  like  you  ! '  And  P.  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders, and  put  the  rouleau  of  silver  pieces  into  a  drawer.  He  did  not  say  a 
word,  b\it,  of  course,  I  saw  he  was  ill  pleased.     '  What  shall  we  do  with 
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your  fortune,  Char? '  he  said,  when  mamiim  went  away.  Ami  a  part  we 
spent  at  the  opera  and  at  Ve'ry's  restaurant,  where  we  took  our  dear  kind 
Madame  Smolensk.  Ah,  how  good  that  woman  was  to  me !  Ah,  how  I 
suffered  in  that  house  when  mamma  wanted  to  part  me  from  Philip !  We 
walked  by  and  saw  the  windows  of  the  room  where  that  horrible,  horrible 
tragedy  was  performed,  and  Philip  shook  his  fist  at  the  green  jalousies. 
'  Good  heavens  ! '  he  said :  '  how,  my  darling,  how  I  was  made  to  suffer 
there  ! '  I  bear  no  malice.  I  will  do  no  injury.  But  I  can  never  forgive : 
never !  I  can  forgive  mamma,  who  made  my  husband  so  unhappy ;  but 
can  I  love  her  agaua  ?  Indeed  and  indeed  I  have  tried.  Often  and  often 
in  my  dreams  that  horrid  tragedy  is  acted  over  again ;  and  they  are  taking 
him  from  me,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  should  die.  When  I  was  with  you  I  used 
often  to  be  afraid  to  go  to  sleep  for  fear  of  that  dreadful  dream,  and  I 
kept  one  of  his  letters  under  my  pillow  so  that  I  might  hold  it  in  the 
night.  And  now!  No  one  can  part  us!  —  oh,  no  one! — until  the  end 
comes  ! 

"  He  took  me  about  to  all  his  old  bachelor  haunts ;  to  the  '  Hotel  Pous- 
sin,'  where  he  used  to  live,  which  is  very  dingy  but  comfortable.  And  he 
introduced  me  to  the  landlady,  in  a  Madras  handkerchief,  and  to  the  land- 
lord (in  earrings  and  with  no  coat  on),  and  to  the  little  boy  who  frottes  the 
floors.  And  he  said,  '  Tiens '  and  '  merci,  madame ! '  as  we  gave  him  a  five- 
franc  piece  out  of  my  fortune.  And  then  we  went  to  the  cafe  opposite  the 
Bourse,  where  Philip  used  to  write  his  letters ;  and  then  we  went  to  the 
Palais  Royal,  where  Madame  de  Smolensk  was  in  waiting  for  us.  And 
then  we  went  to  the  play.  And  then  we  went  to  Tortoni's  to  take  ices. 
And  then  we  walked  a  part  of  the  way  home  with  Madame  Smolensk  un- 
der a  hundred  million  blazing  stars  ;  and  then  we  walked  down  the  Champs 
Elyse'es  avenues,  by  which  Philip  used  to  come  to  me,  and  beside  the 
plashing  fountains  shining  under  the  silver  moon.  And,  oh,  Laura !  I 
wonder  under  the  silver  moon  was  anybody  so  happy  as  your  loving  and 
grateful  C.  F." 

"  P.S."  [In  the  handwriting  of  Philip  Firmin,  Esq.]  —  My  deab 
Friknds.  — I'm  so  jolly  that  it  seems  like  a  dream.  I  have  been  watching 
Charlotte  scribble,  scribble  for  an  hour  past ;  and  wondered  and  thought 
is  it  actually  true  1  and  gone  and  convinced  myself  of  the  truth  by  looking 
.Ht  the  paper  and  the  dashes  which  she  will  put  under  the  words.  My  dear 
friends,  what  have  I  done  in  life  that  I  am  to  be  made  a  present  of  a  little 
angel  ?  Once  there  was  so  much  wrong  in  me,  and  my  heart  was  so  black 
.ind  revengeful,  that  I  knew  not  what  might  happen  to  me.  She  came  and 
rescued  me.  The  love  of  this  creature  purifies  me  —  and  —  and  I  think 
that  is  all.  I  think  I  only  want  to  say  that  I  am  the  happiest  man  in 
Europe.  That  Saint  Firmin  at  Amiens  !  Didn't  it  seem  like  a  good  omen  1 
By  St.  George !  I  never  heard  of  St.  F.  until  I  lighted  on  him  in  the  cathe- 
dral. When  shall  we  write  next  1  Where  shall  we  tell  you  to  direct  ? 
We  don't  know  where  we  are  going.  We  don't  want  letters.  But  we  are  not 
the  less  grateful  to  dear  kind  friends ;  and  our  names  are 

"P.  andC.  F." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

DESCRIBES   A     SITUATION   INTERESTING   BUT   NOT   UNEXPECTED- 

Only  very  «rilfiil  and  silly  children  cry  after  the  moon.  Sen- 
sible people  \f  .10  have  shed  their  sweet  tooth  can't  be  expected 
to  be  ver}'  loach  interested  about  honey.  We  may  hope  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  enjo3'ed  a  pleasant  wedding  tour  and 
that  sort  of  thing :  but  as  for  chronicling  its  delights  or  ad- 
ventures, Miss  Sowerby  and  I  vote  that  the  task  is  altogether 
needless  and  immoral.  Young  people  are  already'  much  too 
sentimental,  and  inclined  to  idle,  maudlin  reading.  Life  is 
earnest,  Miss  Sowerby  remarks  (with  a  strong  inclination  to 
spell  ''  earnest"  with  a  large  E).  Life  is  labor.  Life  is  duty. 
Life  is  rent.  Life  is  taxes.  Life  brings  its  ills,  bills,  doctor's 
pills.  Life  is  not  a  mere  calendar  of  honey  and  moonshine. 
Very  good.  But  without  love,  Miss  Sowerb3',  life  is  just  death, 
and  I  know,  my  dear,  3'ou  would  no  more  care  to  go  on  with  it, 
than  with  a  new  chapter  of —  of  our  dear  friend  Boreham's 
new  story. 

Between  ourselves,  Philip's  humor  is  not  much  more  light- 
some than  that  of  the  ingenious  contemporary  above  named  ; 
but  if  it  served  to  amuse  Philip  himself,  why  balk  him  of  a 
little  sport?  Well,  then  :  he  wrote  us  a  great  ream  of  lumber- 
ing pleasantries,  dated  Paris,  Thursday ;  Geneva,  Saturda}'. 
Summit  of  Mont  Blanc,  Monda}' ;  Timbuctoo,  Wednesda}*. 
Pekin,  Friday  —  with  facetious  descriptions  of  those  sjDots  and 
cities.  He  said  that  in  the  last-named  place,  Charlotte's  shoes 
being  worn  out,  those  which  she  purchased  were  rather  tight 
for  her,  and  the  high  heels  annoyed  her.  He  stated  that  the 
beef  at  Timbuctoo  was  not  cooked  enough  for  Charlotte's  taste, 
and  that  the  Emperor's  attentions  were  becoming  rather  marked, 
and  so  forth  ;  whereas  poor  little  Char's  simple  postscripts  men- 
tioned no  travelling  at  all ;  but  averred  that  the}'  were  sta3ing 
at  Saint  Germain,  and  as  happy  as  the  da}-  was  long.  As 
happ3'  as  the  da}' was  long?  As  it  was  short,  alas!  Their 
little  purse  was  veiy  slenderly  furnished  ;  and  in  a  \evy,  very 
brief  holiday,  poor  Philip's  few  napoleons  had  almost  all  rolled 
away.  Luckily,  it  was  pay-day  when  the  3'Oung  people  came 
back  to  London.  They  were  almost  reduced  to  the  Little 
Sister's  wedding  present :    and  surel}^  the}'  would  rather  work 
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than  purchase  a  few  hours'  more  ease  with  that  poor  widow's 
mite. 

Who  talked  and  was  afraid  of  poverty?  Philip,  with  his  two 
newspapers,  averred  that  he  had  enough  ;  more  than  enough  ; 
could  save  ;  could  put  b}'.  It  was  at  this  time  that  Ridley,  the 
Academician,  painted  that  sweet  picture.  No.  1,976  —  of  course 
you  remember  it —  "  Portrait  of  a  Lady."  He  became  roman- 
tically attached  to  the  second-floor  lodger  ;  would  have  no  noisy 
parties  in  his  rooms,  or  smoking,  lest  it  should  annoy  her. 
Would  Mrs.  Firmin  desire  to  give  entertainments  of  her  own? 
His  studio  and  sitting-room  were  at  her  orders.  He  fetched 
and  carried.  He  brought  presents  and  theatre-boxes.  He  was  ^ 
her  slave  of  slaves.  And  she  gave  him  back  in  return  for  all 
this  romantic  adoration  a  condescending  shake  of  a  soft  little 
hand,  and  a  kind  look  from  a  pair  of  soft  eyes,  with  which  the 
painter  was  fain  to  be  content.  Low  of  stature,  and  of  mis- 
shapen form,  J.  J.  thought  himself  naturally  outcast  from  mar- 
riage and  love,  and  looked  in  with  longing  eyes  at  the  paradise 
which  he  was  forbidden  to  enter.  And  Mr.  Philip  sat  within 
this  Palace  of  Delight ;  and  lolled  at  his  ease,  and  took  his 
pleasure,  and  Charlotte  ministered  to  him.  And  once  in  a  way, 
my  lord  sent  out  a  crumb  of  kindness,  or  a  little  cup  of  comfort, 
to  the  outcast  at  the  gate,  who  blessed  his  benefactress,  and  my 
lord  his  benefactor,  and  was  thankful.  Charlotte  had  not  two- 
pence :  but  she  had  a  httle  court.  It  was  the  fashion  for  Philip's 
friends  to  come  and  bow  before  her.  Very  fine  gentlemen  who 
had  known  him  at  college,  and  forgot  him,  or  sooth  to  say, 
thought  him  rough  and  overbearing,  now  suddenly'  remembered 
him,  and  his  young  wife  had  quite  fashionable  assemblies  at  her 
five  o'clock  tea-table.  All  men  hked  her,  and  Miss  Sowerby  of 
coarse  says  Mrs.  Firmin  was  a  good-natured,  quite  harmless 
little  woman,  rather  pretty,  and  — you  know,  my  dear  —  such  as 
men  like.  Look  you,  if  I  like  cold  veal,  dear  Sowerb}',  it  is 
that  my  tastes  are  simple.  A  fine  tough  old  dr}'  camel,  no 
doubt,  is  a  much  nobler  and  more  sagacious  animal  —  and  per- 
haps 3'ou  think  a  double  hump  is  quite  a  delicacy. 

Yes  :  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  success.  She  had  scarce  anj^  female 
friends  as  yet,  being  too  poor  to  go  into  the  world  :  but  she  had 
Mrs.  Pendennis,  and  dear  little  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford,  whose  celebrated  trap  repeatedly  brought  delicacies  for 
the  bride  from  Hampstead,  whose  chaise  was  once  or  twice  a 
week  at  Philip's  door,  and  who  was  very  much  exercised  and 
impressed  by  the  fine  company  whom  she  met  in  Mrs.  Firmin's 
apartments,    "  Lord  Thingambury's  card  !  what  next,  Brandoa, 
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upon  my  word?  Lady  Slowby  at  home?  well,  I  never,  Mrs. 
B.  !  "  In  such  artless  phrases  Mrs.  Mugford  would  express 
her  admiration  and  astonishment  during  the  earlj'  time,  and 
when  Charlotte  still  retained  the  good  lady's  favor.  That  a 
state  of  things  far  less  agreeable  ensued,  I  must  own.  But 
though  there  is  ever  so  small  a  cloud  in  the  sky  even  now,  let 
us  not  heed  it  for  a  while,  and  bask  and  be  content  and  happy 
in  the  sunshine.  "Oh,  Laura,  I  tremble  when  I  think  how 
happy  I  am  !  "  was  our  little  bird's  perpetual  warble,  "  How 
did  I  live  when  I  was  at  home  with  mamma?"  she  would  sa}'. 
''  Do  you  know  that  Philip  never  even  scolds  me?  If  he  were 
to  say  a  rough  word  I  think  I  should  die  ;  whereas  mamma  was 
barking,  barking  from  morning  till  night,  and  I  didn't  care  a 
pin."  This  is  what  comes  of  injudicious  scolding,  as  of  any 
other  drug.  The  wholesome  medicine  loses  its  effect.  The 
inured  patient  calmly  takes  a  dose  that  would  frighten  or  kill  a 
stranger.  Poor  Mrs.  Barnes's  crossed  letters  came  still,  and  I 
am  not  prepared  to  pledge  my  word  that  Charlotte  read  them 
all.  Mrs.  B.  offered  to  come  and  superintend  and  take  care 
of  dear  Philip  when  an  interesting  event  should  take  place. 
But  Mrs.  Brandon  was  alread}-  engaged  for  this  important  oc- 
casion, and  Charlotte  became  so  alarmed  lest  her  mother  should 
invade  her,  that  Philip  wrote  curtly,  and  positively  forbade 
Mrs.  Baynes.  You  remember  the  picture  "  A  Cradle  "  by  J.  J.  ? 
the  two  little  rosy  feet  brought  I  don't  know  how  many  hundred 
guineas  apiece  to  Mr.  Ridley.  The  mother  herself  did  not  study 
babydom  more  fondly  and  devotedly-  than  Ridley  did  in  the  ways, 
looks,  features,  anatomies,  attitudes,  babj'-clothes,  &c.,  of  this 
first-born  infant  of  Charlotte  and  Philip  Plrmin.  My  wife  is  verj^ 
angry  because  I  have  forgotten  whether  the  first  of  the  young 
Firmin  brood  was  a  boy  or  a  girl,  and  says  I  shall  forget  the 
names  of  m^^  own  children  next.  Well?  "  At  this  distance  of 
time,  I  think  it  was  a  bo}',  —  for  their  boy  is  very  tall,  30U 
know  —  a  great  deal  taller —  Not  a  boy?  Then,  between  our- 
selves, I  have  no  doubt  it  was  a  —  "  "A  goose,"  says  the  lad}-, 
wiiich  is  not  even  reasonable. 

This  is  certain,  we  all  thought  the  young  mother  looked  ver\' 
prett}'  with  her  pink  cheeks  and  beaming  eyes,  as  she  bent  over 
the  little  infant.  J.  J.  says  he  thinks  there  is  something  heav- 
enly in  the  looks  of  Aoung  mothers  at  that  time.  Nay,  he  goes 
so  far  as  to  declare  tliat  a  tigress  at  the  Zoological  Gardens 
looks  beautiful  and  gentle  as  slie  bends  her  black  nozzle  over 
her  cubs.  And  if  a  tigress,  why  not  Mrs.  Philip?  O  ye  powers 
of  sentiment,  in  what  a  state  J.  J.  was  about  this  3'oung  woman  J 
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There  is  a  brightness  in  a  young  mother's  eye  :  there  are  pearl 
and  rose  tints  on  her  cheek,  which  are  sure  to  fascinate  a 
painter.  This  artist  used  to  hang  about  Mrs.  Brandon's  rooms, 
till  it  was  droll  to  see  him.  I  believe  he  took  off  his  shoes  in 
his  own  studio,  so  as  not  to  disturb  by  his  creaking  the  ladj' 
overhead.  He  purchased  the  most  preposterous  mug,  and  other 
presents  for  the  infant.  Philip  went  out  to  his  club  or  his 
newspaper  as  he  was  ordered  to  do.  But  Mr.  J.  J.  could  not 
i)e  got  away  from  Thornhaugh  Street,  so  that  little  Mrs.  Bran- 
don laughed  at  him  :  —  absolutely  laughed  at  him. 

During  all  this  while  Philip  and  his  wife  continued  in  the 
very  greatest  favor  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mugford,  and  were 
invited  by  that  worth^^  couple  to  go  with  their  infant  to  Mug- 
ford's  villa  at  Hampstead,  where  a  change  of  air  might  do  good 
to  dear  baby  and  dear  mamma.  Philip  went  to  this  village 
reti'eat.  Streets  and  terraces  now  cover  over  the  house  and 
grounds  which  worthy  Mugford  inhabited,  and  which  people 
say  he  used  to  call  his  Russian  Irby.  He  had  amassed  in 
a  small  space  a  heap  of  countr}'  pleasures.  He  had  a  little 
garden ;  a  little  paddock ;  a  little  greenhouse  ;  a  little  cucum- 
ber-frame ;  a  little  stable  for  his  little  trap ;  a  little  Guernsey 
cow  ;  a  little  dairy  ;  a  little  pigst}' ;  and  with  this  little  treasure 
the  good  man  was  not  a  little  content.  He  loved  and  praised 
everything  that  was  his.  No  man  admired  his  own  port  more 
than  Mugford,  or  paid  more  compliments  to  his  own  butter  and 
home-baked  bread.  He  enjoyed  his  own  happiness.  He  ap- 
preciated his  own  worth.  He  loved  to  talk  of  the  days  when 
he  was  a  poor  boy  on  London  streets,  and  now — "now  try 
that  glass  of  port,  my  boy,  and  say  whether  the  Lord  Mayor 
has  got  an}'  better,"  he  would  say,  winking  at  his  glass  and  his 
compau}'.  To  be  virtuous,  to  be  lucky,  and  constantly  to  think 
and  own  that  you  are  so  —  is  not  this  true  happiness  ?  To  sing 
hj'mns  in  praise  of  himself  is  a  charming  amusement  —  at  least 
to  the  performer ;  and  anybody  who  dined  at  Mugford's  table 
was  pretty  sure  to  hear  some  of  this  music  after  dinner.  I 
am  sorry  to  say  Philip  did  not  care  for  this  trumpet-blowing. 
He  was  frightfully  bored  at  Haverstock  Hill ;  and  when  bored , 
Mr.  Philip  is  not  altogether  an  agi-eeable  companion.  He  will 
yawn  in  a  man's  face.  He  will  contradict  you  freely.  He  will 
say  the  mutton  is  tough,  or  the  wine  not  fit  to  drink  ;  that  such 
and  such  an  orator  is  overrated,  and  such  and  such  a  politician 
is  a  fool.  Mugford  and  his  guest  had  battles  after  dinner,  had 
actually  high  words.  "  What-hever  is  it,  Mugford?  and  what 
were  you  quarrelling  about  in  the  dining-room  ? "  asks  Mrs. 
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Mugford.  "  Quarrelling?  It's  only  the  sub-editor  snoring," 
said  tlie  gentleman,  with  a  jElushed  face.  "  My  wine  ain't  good 
enough  for  him  ;  and  now  my  gentleman  must  put  his  boots 
upon  a  chair  and  go  to  sleep  under  my  nose.  He  is  a  cool 
hand,  and  no  mistake,  Mrs.  M."  At  this  juncture  poor  little 
Char  would  genth^  glide  down  from  a  visit  to  her  baby :  and 
would  pla}'  something  on  the  piano,  and  soothe  the  rising 
anger ;  and  thus  Philip  would  come  in  from  a  little  walk  in  the 
shrubberies,  where  he  had  been  blowing  a  little  cloud.  Ah ! 
there  was  a  little  cloud  rising  indeed :  —  quite  a  little  one  — 
nay,  not  so  little.  When  you  consider  that  Philip's  bread  de- 
pended on  the  good-will  of  these  people,  you  will  allow  that  his 
friends  might  be  anxious  regarding  the  future.  A  word  from 
Mugford,  and  Philip  and  Charlotte  and  the  child  were  adrift 
on  the  world.  And  these  points  Mr.  Firmin  would  freely 
admit,  while  he  stood  discoursing  of  his  own  affairs  (as  he 
loved  to  do),  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  his  back  warming 
at  our  fire. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  says  the  candid  bridegroom,  "these 
things  are  constantly  in  my  head.  I  used  to  talk  about  'em  to 
Char,  but  I  don't  now.  The}'  disturb  her,  the  poor  thing  ;  and 
she  clutches  hold  of  the  baby  ;  and  —  and  it  tears  my  heart  out 
to  think  that  any  grief  should  come  to  her.  I  try  and  do  my 
best,  my  good  people  —  but  when  I'm  bored,  I  can't  help  show- 
ing I'm  bored,  don't  you  see?  I  can't  be  a  hypocrite.  No, 
not  for  two  hundred  a  year  or  for  twent}'  thousand.  You  can't 
make  a  silk  purse  out  of  that  sow's  ear  of  a  Mugford.  A  very 
good  man.  I  don't  say  no.  A  good  father,  a  good  husband, 
a  generous  host,  and  a  most  tremendous  bore  and  cad.  Be 
agreeable  to  him?  How  can  I  be  agreeable  when  I  am  being 
killed?  He  has  a  stor}^  about  Leigh  Hunt  being  put  into 
Newgate,  where  Mugford,  bringing  him  proofs,  saw  Lord 
Byron.  I  cannot  keep  awake  during  that  story  any  longer ; 
or,  if  awake,  I  grind  my  teeth,  and  swear  inwardly,  so  that  I 
know  I'm  dreadful  to  hear  and  see.  Well,  Mugford  has  3'ellow 
satin  sofas  in  the  '  d roaring-room '  —  " 

' '  Oh,  Philip  !  "  says  a  lady  ;  and  two  or  three  circumjacent 
children  set  up  an  insane  giggle,  which  is  speedilj'  and  sternly 
silenced. 

"I  tell  3'ou  she  calls  it  '  droaring-room.'  You  know  she 
does,  as  well  as  I  do.  She  is  a  good  woman  :  a  kind  woman  : 
a  hot-tempered  woman.  I  hear  her  scolding  the  servants  in 
the  kitchen  with  immense  vehemence,  and  at  prodigious  length. 
But  how  can  Char  frankly  be  the  friend  of  a  woman  who  calls 
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a  drawing-room  a  droaring-room  ?  With  our  dear  little  friend 
in  Thornhaugh  Street  it  is  different.  She  makes  no  pretence 
even  at  equalit}' .  Here  is  a  patron  and  patroness,  don't  you 
see?  When  Mugford  walks  me  round  his  paddock  and  gar- 
dens, and  says,  '  Look  year,  Firmin  ;'  or  scratches  one  of  his 
pigs  on  the  back,  and  says  '  We'll  'ave  a  cut  of  this  fellow  on 
Saturday'" — (explosive  attempts  at  insubordination  and  de- 
rision on  the  part  of  the  children  again  are  severely  checked 
by  the  parental  authorities)  —  "  '  we'll  'ave  a  cut  of  this  fellow 
on  Saturday,'  I  felt  inclined  to  throw  him  or  myself  into  the 
trough  over  the  palings.  Do  you  know  that  that  man  put  that 
hand  into  his  pocket  and  offered  me  some  filberts  ?  " 

Here  I  own  the  lad}^  to  whom  Philip  was  addressing  himself 
turned  pale  and  shuddered. 

"I  can  no  more  be  that  man's  friend  que  celui  du  domes- 
tique  qui  vient  d'apporter  le  what-d'you-call'em  ?  le  coal-scuttle 

—  (John  entered  the  room  with  that  useful  article  during 
Philip's  oration  —  and  we  allowed  the  elder  children  to  laugh 
this  time,  for  the  fact  is,  none  of  us  knew  the  French  for  coal- 
scuttle, and  I  will  wager  there  is  no  such  word  in  Chambaud), 
"  This  holding  back  is  not  arrogance,"  Philip  went  on.  "  This 
reticence  is  not  want  of  humility.  To  serve  that  man  honestly 
is  one  thing ;  to  make  friends  with  him,  to  laugh  at  his  dull 
jokes,  is  to  make  friends  with  the  mammon  of  unrighteous- 
ness, is  subservienc}'  and  hypocrisy  on  m}^  part.  I  ought  to 
say  to  him,  Mr.  Mugford,  I  will  give  3'ou  my  work  for  your 
wage ;  I  will  compile  your  paper,  I  will  produce  an  agreeable 
miscellany  containing  proper  proportions  of  news,  politics,  and 
scandal,  put  titles  to  your  paragi-aphs,  see  the  Pall  3IaU  Gazette 
ship-shape  through  the  press,  and  go  home  to  my  wife  and  din- 
ner.    You  are  my  emplo3'er,  but  you  are  not  m}'  friend,  and 

—  bless  m}^  soul !  there  is  five  o'clock  striking  !  "  (The  time- 
piece in  our  drawing-room  gave  that  announcement  as  he  was 
speaking.)  "  We  have  what  Mugford  calls  a  white-choker  din- 
ner to-da}',  in  honor  of  the  pig  !  "  And  with  this  Philip  plunges 
out  of  the  house,  and  I  hope  reached  Hampstead  in  time  for  the 
entertainment. 

Philip's  friends  in  Westminster  felt  no  little  doubt  about  his 
prospects,  and  the  Little  Sister  shared  their  alarm.  "  They 
are  not  fit  to  be  with  those  folks,"  Mrs.  Brandon  said,  "  though 
as  for  Mrs.  Philip,  dear  thing,  I  am  sure  nobody  can  ever 
quaiTcl  with  her.  With  me  it's  different.  I  never  had  no  edu- 
cation, you  know  —  no  more  than  the  Mugfords,  but  I  don't 
like  to  see  my  Philip  sittiu'  down  as  if  he  was  the  guest  and 
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equal  of  that  fellar."  Nor  indeed  did  it  ever  enter  "  that 
fellar's  "  head  that  Mr.  Frederick  Mugford  could  be  Mr.  Philip 
FirxMin's  equal.  With  our  knowledge  of  the  two  men,  then, 
we  all  dismall}-  looked  forward  to  a  rupture  between  Firmiu 
and  his  patron. 

As  for  the  New  York  journal,  we  were  more  easy  in  respect 
to  Philip's  success  in  that  quarter.  Several  of  his  friends  made 
a  vow  to  help  him.  We  clubbed  club-stories  ;  we  begged  from 
our  polite  friends  anecdotes  (that  would  bear  sea-transport)  of 
the  fashionable  world.  We  happened  to  overhear  the  most 
remarkable  conversations  between  the  most  influential  public 
characters  who  had  no  secrets  from  us.  We  had  astonishing 
intelligence  at  most  European  courts  ;  exclusive  reports  of  the 
Emperor  of  Russia's  last  joke  —  his  last?  his  next,  very  likely. 
We  knew  the  most  secret  designs  of  the  Austrian  Privy  Coun- 
cil ;  the  views  which  the  Pope  had  in  his  eye ;  who  was  the 
latest  favorite  of  the  Grand  Turk,  and  so  on.  The  Upper  Ten 
Thousand  at  New  York  were  supplied  with  a  quantity  of  in- 
formation which  I  trust  profited  them.  It  was  "  Palmerston 
remarked  yesterday  at  dinner,"  or,  "  The  good  old  Duke  said 
last  night  at  Apsley  House  to  the  French  Ambassador,"  and 
the  rest.  The  letters  were  signed  "  Philalethes  ;  "  and,  as  no- 
body was  wounded  by  the  shafts  of  our  long  bow,  I  trust  Mr. 
Philip  and  his  friends  may  be  pardoned  for  twanging  it.  By 
information  procured  from  learned  female  personages,  we  even 
managed  to  give  accounts,  more  or  less  correct,  of  the  latest 
ladies'  fashions.  We  were  members  of  all  the  clubs  ;  we  were 
present  at  the  routs  and  assembUes  of  the  political  leaders  of 
both  sides.  We  had  little  doubt  that  Philalethes  would  be 
successful  at  New  York,  and  looked  forward  to  an  increased 
payment  for  his  labors.  At  the  end  of  the  first  year  of  Philip 
Firmin's  married  life,  we  made  a  calculation  by  which  it  was 
clear  that  he  had  actually  saved  money.  His  expenses,  to  be 
sure,  were  increased.  There  was  a  baljy  in  the  nursery :  but 
there  was  a  little  bag  of  sovereigns  in  the  cupboard,  and  the 
thrifty  young  fellow  hoped  to  add  still  more  to  his  store. 

We  were  relieved  at  finding  that  Firmin  and  his  wife  were 
not  invited  to  repeat  their  visit  to  their  employer's  house  at 
Hampstead.  An  occasional  invitation  to  dinner  was  still  sent 
to  the  young  people  ;  but  Mugford,  a  haughty  man  in  his  way, 
with  a  proper  spirit  of  his  own,  had  the  good  sense  to  see  that 
much  intimacy  could  not  arise  between  him  and  his  sub-editor, 
and  magnanimously  declined  to  be  angry  at  the  young  fellow's 
easy  superciliousness.     I  think  that  indefatigable  Little  Sister 
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was  the  peacemaker  between  the  houses  of  Mugford  and  Firmin 
junior,  and  that  she  kept  both  Philip  and  his  master  on  their 
good  behavior.  At  all  events,  and  when  a  quarrel  did  arise 
between  them,  I  grieve  to  have  to  own  it  was  poor  Philip  who 
was  in  the  wrong. 

You  know  in  the  old,  old  daj's  the  ^oung  king  and  queen 
never  gave  an}'  christening  entertainment  without  neglecting  to 
invite  some  old  fairy,  who  was  furious  at  the  omission.  I  am 
sorry  to  say  Charlotte's  mother  was  so  angry  at  not  being  ap- 
pointed godmother  to  the  new  baby,  that  she  omitted  to  make 
her  little  quarterly  payment  of  121.  10s.  ;  and  has  altogether 
discontinued  that  payment  from  that  remote  period  up  to  the 
present  time  ;  so  that  Philip  says  his  wife  has  brought  him  a 
fortune  of  35/.,  paid  in  three  instalments.  There  was  the  first 
quai'ter  paid  when  the  old  lady  "  would  not  be  beholden  to  a 
man  like  him."  Then  there  came  a  second  quarter  —  and 
then  —  but  I  dare  say  I  shall  be  able  to  tell  when  and  how 
Philip's  mamma-in-law  paid  the  rest  of  her  poor  little  daughter's 
fortune. 

Well,  Regent's  Park  is  a  fine  healthy  place  for  infantine 
diversion,  and  I  don't  think  Philip  at  all  demeaned  himself  in 
walking  there  with  his  wife,  her  little  maid,  and  his  baby  on  his 
arm.  "  He  is  as  rude  as  a  bear,  and  his  manners  are  dreadful ; 
but  he  has  a  good  heart,  that  I  will  say  for  him,"  Mugford  said 
to  me.  In  his  drive  from  London  to  Hampstead  Mugford  once 
or  twice  met  the  little  familj-  group,  of  which  his  sub-editor 
formed  the  principal  figure  ;  and  for  the  sake  of  Philip'^s  young 
wife  and  child  Mr.  M.  pardoned  the  young  man's  vulgarity, 
and  treated  him  with  long-suflering. 

Poor  as  he  was,  this  was  his  happiest  time,  my  friend  is 
disposed  to  think.  A  young  child,  a  young  wife,  whose  whole 
life  was  a  tender  caress  of  love  for  child  and  husband,  a  young 
husband  watching  both  :  —  I  recall  the  group,  as  we  used  often 
to  see  it  in  those  days,  and  see  a  something  sacred  in  the 
homely  figures.  On  the  wife's  bright  face  what  a  radiant  hap- 
piness there  is,  and  what  a  rapturous  smile  !  Over  the  sleeping 
infant  and  the  happy  mother  the  father  looks  with  pride  and 
thanks  in  his  e^^es.  Happiness  and  gratitude  fill  his  simple 
heart,  and  prayer  involuntary  to  the  Giver  of  good,  that  he 
may  have  strength  to  do  his  duty  as  father,  husband  ;  that  he 
may  be  enabled  to  keep  want  and  care  from  those  dear  innocent 
beings ;  that  he  may  defend  them,  befriend  them,  leave  them  a 
good  name.  I  am  bound  to  say  tliat  Philip  became  thrifty  and 
saving  for  the  sake  of  Char  and  the  child  ;  that  he  came  hon-e 
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early  of  nights ;  that  he  thoiight  his  child  a  wonder ;  that  he 
never  tired  of  speaking  about  that  infant  in  our  house,  about 
its  fatness,  its  strength,  its  weight,  its  wonderful  earl}-  talents 
and  humor.  He  felt  himself  a  man  now  for  the  first  time,  he 
said.  Life  had  been  pla}'  and  foil}'  until  now.  And  now 
especially  he  regretted  that  he  had  been  idle,  and  had  neglected 
his  opportunities  as  a  lad.  Had  he  studied  for  the  bar,  he 
might  have  made  that  profession  now  profital)le,  and  a  source 
of  honor  and  competence  to  his  family.  Our  friend  estimated 
his  own  powers  very  humbly :  I  am  sure  he  was  not  the  less 
amiable  on  account  of  that  humility.  O  fortunate  he,  of  whom 
Love  is  the  teacher,  the  guide  and  master,  the  reformer  and 
chastener !  Where  was  our  friend's  former  arrogance,  self- 
confidence,  and  boisterous  profusion?  He  was  at  the  feet  of 
his  wife  and  child.  He  was  quite  humbled  about  himself,  or 
gratified  himself  in  fondling  and  caressing  these.  They  taught 
him,  he  said  ;  and  as  he  thought  of  them,  his  heart  turned  in 
awful  thanks  to  the  gracious  heaven  which  had  given  them  to 
him.  As  the  tiny  infant  hand  closes  round  his  fingers,  I  can 
see  the  father  bending  over  mother  and  child,  and  interpret 
those  maybe  unspoken  blessings  which  he  asks  and  bestows. 
Happy  wife,  happy  husband  !  However  poor  his  little  iiome 
may  be,  it  holds  treasures  and  wealth  inestimable  ;  whatever 
storms  may  threaten  vvithout.  the  home  fireside  is  brightened 
with  the  welcome  of  the  dearest  eyes. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

IN   WHICH   I   OWN  THAT   PHILIP  TELLS   AN   UNTRUTH. 

Charlotte  (and  the  usual  little  procession  of  nurse,  baby, 
&c.)  once  made  their  appearance  at  our  house  in  Queen  Square, 
where  they  were  ever  welcomed  by  the  lady  of  the  mansion. 
The  young  woman  was  in  a  great  state  of  elation,  and  when  we 
came  to  liear  the  cause  of  her  delight,  her  friends  too  opened 
the  eyes  of  wonder.  She  actually  announced  that  Dr.  Firmin 
bad  sent  over  a  bill  of  forty  pounds  (I  may  be  incorrect  as  to 
t'liQ  sum)  from  New  York.  It  had  arrived  that  morning,  and 
she  had  seen  the  bill,  and  Philip  had  told  her  that  his  father 
had  sent  it ;  and  was  it  not  a  comfort  to  think  that  poor  Doctor 
Firmin  was  endeavoring  to  repair  some  of  the  evil  which  he 
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had  done  ;  and  that  lie  was  repenting,  and,  perhaps,  was  going 
to  become  quite  honest  and  good  ?  This  was  indeed  an  astound- 
ing piece  of  intelligence :  and  the  tv/o  women  felt  joy  at  the 
thought  of  that  sinner  repenting,  and  some  one  else  was  accused 
of  cynicism,  scepticism,  and  so  forth,  for  doubting  the  correct- 
ness of  the  information.  "You  believe  in  no  one,  sir.  You 
are  alwa3's  incredulous  about  good,"  &c.  &c.  &c.,  was  the 
accusation  brought  against  the  reader's  very  humble  servant. 
Well,  about  the  contrition  of  this  sinner,  I  confess  I  still  con- 
tinued to  have  doubts  ;  and  thought  a  present  of  forty  pounds 
to  a  son,  to  whom  he  owed  thousands,  was  no  great  proof  of 
the  doctor's  amendment. 

And  oh !  how  vexed  some  people  were  when  the  real  story 
came  out  at  last !  Not  for  the  money's  sake  —  not  because 
the}^  were  wrong  in  argument,  and  I  turned  out  to  be  right. 
Oh,  no  !  But  because  it  was  proved  that  this  unhapp}-  doctor 
had  no  present  intention  of  repenting  at  all.  This  brand  would 
not  come  out  of  the  burning,  whatever  we  might  hope  ;  and  the 
doctor's  supporters  were  obliged  to  admit  as  much  when  they 
came  to  know  the  real  story.  "  Oh,  Philip,"  cries  Mrs.  Laura, 
when  next  she  saw  Mr.  Firmin.  "  How  pleased  I  was  to  hear 
of  that  letter !  " 

"•  What  letter?  "  asks  the  gentleman. 

"That  letter  from  3'our  father  at  New  York,"  saj's  the 
lady. 

"  Oh,"  says  the  gentleman  addressed,  with  a  red  face. 

"  W^hat  then?     Is  it  not  —  is  it  not  all  true?"  we  ask. 

"  Poor  Charlotte  does  not  understand  about  business,"  says 
Philip  ;  "I  did  not  read  the  letter  to  her.  Here  it  is."  And 
he  hands  over  the  document  to  me,  and  I  have  the  liberty  to 
publish  it. 

"  New  York 

"And  so,  my  dear  Philip,  I  may  congratulate  myself  on  having 
achieved  ancestral  honor,  and  may  add  grandfathei-  to  my  titles  f  How 
quickly  this  one  has  come!  I  feel  myself  a  young  man  still,  in  spite  of  the 
blows  of  misforlunt  —  al  least  I  know  I  was  a  young  man  but  yesterday, 
when  I  may  say  with  our  dear  old  poet,  Nan  sine  gloria  militavi.  Suppose 
I  too  were  to  tire  of  solitary  widowhood  and  re-enter  the  married  state? 
There  are  one  or  two  ladies  here  who  would  still  condescend  to  look  not 
unfavorably  on  l/ie  retired  English  gentleman.  Without  vanity  I  may  say  it, 
a  man  of  birth  and  position  in  England  acquires  a  polish  and  refinement  of 
manner  which  dollars  cannot  purchase,  and  many  a  Wall  Street  nnllimary 
might  envy ! 

"  Your  wife  has  been  pronounced  to  be  an  angel  by  a  little  correspondent 
of  mine,  who  gives  me  much  fuller  intelligence  of  my  family  than  my  son 
condescends  to  furnish.     Mrs.  Philip  I  hear  is  gentle ;  Mrs.  Brandon  says 
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she  is  beautiful,  —  she  is  all  good-humored.  I  hope  you  have  taught  hei 
to  think  not  very  badly  of  her  husband's  father  ?  I  was  the  dupe  of  vil- 
lains who  lured  me  into  their  schemes ;  who  robbed  me  of  a  life's  earnings; 
who  induced  me  by  their  false  representations  to  have  such  contidence  in 
them,  that  I  embarked  all  my  own  property,  and  yours,  my  poor  boy,  alas  ! 
in  their  undertakings.  Your  Charlotte  will  take  the  liberal,  the  wise,  the 
just  view  of  the  case,  and  pity  rather  than  blame  my  misfortune.  Such  is 
the  view,  I  am  happy  to  say,  generally  adopted  in  this  city :  where  there 
are  men  of  the  world  who  know  the  vicissitudes  of  a  mercantile  career, 
and  can  make  allowances  for  misfortune.  What  made  Rome  at  first  great 
and  prosperous  ?  Were  its  first  colonists  all  wealthy  patricians  ?  Nothing 
can  be  more  satisfactory  than  the  disregard  shown  here  to  mere  pecuniary 
difficulty.  At  the  same  time  to  be  a  gentleman  is  to  possess  no  trifling 
privilege  in  this  society,  where  the  advantages  of  birth,  respected  name 
and  early  education  always  tell  in  the  possessor's  favor.  Many  persons 
whom  I  visit  here  have  certainly  not  these  advantages  —  and  in  the  highest 
society  of  the  city  I  could  point  out  individuals  who  have  had  pecuniary 
misfortunes  like  myself,  who  have  gallantly  renewed  the  combat  after 
their  fall,  and  are  now  fully  restored  to  competence,  to  wealth,  and  the 
respect  of  tlie  world !  1  was  in  a  house  in  Fifth  Avenue  last  night.  Is 
Washington  White  shunneft  by  his  fellow-men  because  he  has  been  a  bank- 
rupt three  times  7  Anything  more  elegant  or  profuse  than  his  entertain- 
ment I  have  not  witnessed  on  this  continent.  His  lady  had  diamonds 
which  a  duchess  miglit  envy.  The  most  costly  wines,  the  most  magnificent 
supper,  and  myriads  of  canvas-backed  ducks  covered  his  board.  Dear 
Charlotte,  my  friend  Captain  Colpoys  brings  you  over  three  brace  of  these 
from  your  father-in-law,  who  hopes  they  will  furnish  your  little  dinner- 
table.  We  eat  currant  jelly  with  them  here,  but  I  like  an  old  English 
lemon  and  cayenne  sauce  better. 

"  By  the  way,  dear  Philip,  I  trust  you  will  not  be  inconvenienced  by 
a  little  financial  operation,  which  necessity  (alas!)  has  compelled  me  to 
perform.     Knowing  that  your  quarter  with  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  Gazette 

was  now  due,  I  have  made  so  bold  as  to  request  Colonel to  pay  it 

over  to  me.  Promises  to  pay  must  be  met  here  as  with  us  —  an  obdurate 
holder  of  an  unlucky  acceptance  of  mine  (I  am  happy  to  say  there  are 
very  few  such)  would  admit  of  no  delay,  and  I  have  been  compelled  to 
appropriate  my  poor  Philip's  earnings.  I  have  only  put  you  off  for  ninety 
days :  with  your  credit  and  wealthy  friends  you  can  easily  negotiate  the  bill 
enclosed,  and  I  p?-omise  you  that  when  presented  it  shall  be  honored  by  my 
Philip's  ever  affectionate  father,  G.  B.  F." 

"By  the  way,  your  Philalethes'  letters  are  not  quite  spicy  enough,  my 
worthy  friend  the  colonel  says.  They  are  elegant  and  gay,  but  the  public 
here  desires  to  have  more  personal  news;  a  little  scandal  about  Queen  Elizabeth, 
you  imderstand  ?  Can't  you  attack  somebody  ?  Look  at  the  letters  and 
articles  published  by  my  respected  friend  of  the  New  York  Emerald!  The 
readers  here  like  a  high-spiced  article:  and  I  recommend  P.  F.  to  put  a  little 
more  pepper  in  his  dishes.  What  a  comfort  to  me  it  is  to  think,  that  I 
have  procured  this  place  for  you,  and  have  been  enabled  to  help  my  sen 
and  his  young  family !  G.  B.  F." 

Enclosed  in  this  letter  was  a  slip  of  paper  which  poor  Philip 
supposed  to  be  a  cheque  when  he  first  beheld  it,  but  which 
turned  out  to  be  his  papa's  promissory  note,  payable  ht  New 
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York  four  mouths  after  date.  And  this  document  was  to  repre- 
sent the  money  which  the  elder  Firmin  had  received  in  his  son's 
name  !  Philip's  eyes  met  his  friend's  when  they  talked  about 
this  matter.  Firmin  looked  almost  as  much  ashamed  as  if  he 
himself  had  done  the  wrong. 

'  *  Does  the  loss  of  this  money  annoy  3'ou  ?  "  asked  Philip's 
friend. 

"  The  manner  of  the  loss  does,"  said  poor  Philip.  "  I  don't 
care  about  the  money.  But  he  should  not  have  taken  this. 
He  should  not  have  taken  this.  Think  of  poor  Charlotte  and 
the  child  being  in  want  possibl}' !  Oh,  friend,  it's  hard  to  bear, 
isn't  it?  I'm  an  honest  fellow,  ain't  I ?  I  think  I  am.  I  pray 
heaven  I  am.  In  an}'  extremit}^  of  poverty  could  I  have  done 
this?  Well.  It  was  m}'  father  who  introduced  me  to  these 
people.  I  suppose  he  thinks  he  has  a  right  to  my  earnings : 
and  if  he  is  in  want,  you  know,  so  he  has." 

"•  Had  you  not  better  write  to  the  New  York  publishers  and 
beg  them  henceforth  to  remit  to  you  directly  ? "  asks  PhiUp's 
friend. 

"That  would  be  to  tell  them  that  he  has  disposed  of 
the  money,"  groans  Philip.  "  I  can't  tell  them  that  my  father 
is  a " 

' '  No  ;  but  you  can  thank  them  for  having  handed  over  such 
a  sum  on  your  account  to  the  doctor :  and  warn  them  that  you 
will  draw  on  them  from  this  country  henceforth.  They  won't 
in  this  case  pay  the  next  quarter  to  the  doctor." 

"  Suppose  he  is  in  want,  ought  I  not  to  suppl}^  him?"  Firmin 
said.  "As  long  as  there  are  four  crusts  in  the  house,  the 
doctor  ought  to  have  one.  Ought  I  to  be  angry  with  him  for 
helping  himself,  old  boy?"  and  he  drinks  a  glass  of  wine,  poor 
fellow,  with  a  rueful  smile.  B3'  the  way,  it  is  my  duty  to 
mention  here,  that  the  elder  Firmin  was  in  the  habit  of  giving 
very  elegant  little  dinner-parties  at  New  York,  where  little 
dinner-parties  are  much  more  costly  than  in  Europe — "in 
order,"  he  said,  "  to  establish  and  keep  up  his  connection  as  a 
ph3'sician."  As  a  bon-vitiant^  I  am  informed,  the  doctor  began 
to  be  celebrated  in  liis  new  dwelling-place,  where  his  anecdotes 
of  the  British  aristocrac}'  were  received  with  pleasure  in  certain 
circles. 

But  it  would  be  as  well  henceforth  that  Philip  should  deal 
directly  with  his  American  correspondents,  and  not  employ  the 
ser\4ces  of  so  very  expensive  a  broker.  To  this  suggestion  he 
could  not  but  agree.  Meanwhile,  —  and  let  this  be  a  warning 
to  men  never  to  deceive  their  wives  in  any  the  slightest  circuiu- 
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stances ;  to  tell  them  everything  they  wish  to  know,  to  keep 
nothing  hidden  from  those  dear  and  excellent  beings  —  30U  must 
know,  ladies,  that  when  Philip's  famous  ship  of  dollars  arrived 
from  America,  Firmin  had  promised  his  wife  that  babj  should 
have  a  dear  delightful  white  cloak  trimmed  with  the  most  lovely 
tape,  on  which  poor  Charlotte  had  often  cast  a  longing  eye 
as  she  passed  by  the  milliner  and  curiosit}'  shops  in  Hanway 
Yard,  which,  I  own,  she  loved  to  frequent.  Well ;  when 
Philip  told  her  that  his  father  had  sent  home  forty  pounds,  or 
what  not,  thereby  deceiving  his  fond  wife,  the  little  lady  went 
away  straight  to  her  darling  shop  in  the  Yard  —  (Hanway  Yard 
has  become  a  street  now,  but  ah !  it  is  always  delightful)  — 
Charlotte,  I  say,  went  off,  ran  off  to  Hanway  Yard,  pavid  with 
fear  lest  the  darling  cloak  should  be  gone,  found  it  —  oh,  J03' ! 
—  still  in  Miss  Isaacson's  window  ;  put  it  on  baby  straightway 
then  and  there  ;  kissed  the  dear  infant,  and  was  delighted  with 
the  effect  of  the  garment,  which  all  the  young  ladies  at  Miss 
Isaacson's  pronounced  to  be  perfect ;  and  took  the  cloak  away 
on  bal)3-'s  shoulders,  promising  to  send  the  monc}-,  five  pounds, 
if  3'ou  please,  next  day.  And  in  this  cloak  baby  and  Charlotte 
went  to  meet  papa  when  he  came  home  ;  and  I  don't  know 
which  of  them,  mamma  or  baby,  was  the  most  pleased  and 
absurd  and  happy  baby  of  the  two.  On  his  way  home  from 
his  newspaper,  Mr.  Philip  had  orders  to  pursue  a  certain  line 
of  streets,  and  when  his  accustomed  hour  for  returning  from 
his  business  drew  nigh,  Mrs.  Char  went  down  Thornhaugh 
Street,  down  Charlotte  Street,  down  Kathbone  Place,  with 
Bets}^  the  nursekin  and  baby  in  the  new  cloak.  Behold,  he 
comes  at  last — papa  —  striding  down  the  street.  He  sees  the 
figures :  he  sees  the  child,  which  laughs,  and  holds  out  its  little 
pink  hands,  and  crows  a  recognition.  And  "Look  —  look, 
papa,"  cries  the  happy  mother.  (Away  !  I  cannot  keep  up  the 
mystery  about  the  baby  an}'  longer,  and  tliough  I  had  forgotten 
for  a  moment  the  child's  sex,  remembered  it  the  instant  after, 
and  that  it  was  a  girl  to  be  sure,  and  that  its  name  was  Laura 
Caroline.)  "Look,  look,  papa!"  cries  the  happy  mother. 
"  She  has  got  another  little  tooth  since  the  morning,  such  a 
beautiful  little  tooth  —  and  look  here,  sir,  don't  you  observe 
anything  ?  " 

"  Any  what?"  asks  Philip. 

"La!  sir,"  sa^'s  Betsy,  giving  Laura  Caroline  a  great  toss, 
«o  that  her  white  cloak  floats  in  the  air. 

"  Isn't  it  a  dear  cloak?"  cries  mamma  ;  "  and  doesn't  baby 
look  like  an  angol  in  it?     I  bought  it  at  Miss  Isaacson's  to-dnv. 
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as  V'-ju  got  your  money  from  New  York  ;  and  oh,  my  dear,  it 
only  cost  five  guineas." 

"  Well,  it's  a  week's  work,"  sighs  poorPhihp  ;  "  and  I  think 
I  need  not  grudge  that  to  give  Charlotte  pleasure."  And  he 
feels  his  empty  pockets  rather  ruefully. 

"  God  bless  you,  Philip,"  says  m}-  wife,  with  her  eyes  full. 
"  They  came  here  this  morning,  Charlotte  and  tlie  nurse  and 
the  baby  in  the  new  —  the  new  —  "  Here  the  lady  seized  hold 
of  Philip's  hand,  and  fairly-  broke  out  into  tears.  Had  she 
embraced  Mr.  Firmin  before  her  husband's  own  e^es,  I  should 
not  have  been  surprised.  Indeed  she  confessed  that  she  was 
on  the  point  of  giving  way  to  this  most  sentimental  outbreak. 

And  now,  my  brethren,  see  how  one  crime  is  the  parent  of 
man}',  and  one  act  of  duplicity  leads  to  a  whole  career  of  deceit. 
In  the  first  place,  .you  see,  Philip  had  deceived  his  wife — with 
the  pious  desire,  it  is  true,  of  screening  his  father's  little  pecu- 
liarities —  but,  mat  ccelnm^  we  must  tell  no  lies.  No  :  and  from 
this  da}'  forth  I  order  John  never  to  say  Not  at  home  to  the 
greatest  bore,  dun,  dawdle  of  my  acquaintance.  If  Philip's 
father  had  not  deceived  him,  Philip  would  not  have  deceived 
his  wife ;  if  he  had  not  deceived  his  wife,  she  would  not  have 
given  five  guineas  for  that  cloak  for  the  baby.  If  she  had 
not  given  five  guineas  for  the  cloak,  my  wife  would  never 
have  entered  into  a  secret  correspondence  with  Mr.  Firmin, 
which  might,  but  for  m}'  own  sweetness  of  temper,  have 
bred  jealousy,  mistrust,  and  the  most  awful  quarrels  —  na}', 
duels  —  between  the  heads  of  the  two  families.  Fancy  Philip's 
body  l.ying  stark  upon  Hampstead  Heath  with  a  bullet  through 
it,  despatched  by  the  hand  of  his  friend  !  Fancy  a  cab  driving 
up  to  my  own  house,  and  from  it  —  under  the  eyes  of  the  chil- 
dren at  the  parlor-windows  —  their  father's  bleeding  corpse 
ejected! — Enough  of  this  dreadful  pleasantry!  Two  da3's 
after  the  affair  of  the  cloak,  I  found  a  letter  in  Philip's  hand- 
writing addressed  to  my  wife,  and  thinking  that  the  note  had 
reference  to  a  matter  of  dinner  then  pending  between  our  fami- 
lies, I  broke  open  the  envelope  and  read  as  follows  :  — 

"  TnoRNHAUGii  Street,  Thursday. 

"  My  dear,  kind  Godmamma,  — As  soon  as  ever  I  can  write  and  speak, 
I  will  thank  you  for  heing  so  Iciiid  to  me.  My  mamma  says  she  is  very 
jealous,  and  as  she  bought  my  cloak  she  can't  think  of  allowing  you  to 
pay  for  it.  But  she  desires  me  never  to  forget  your  kindness  to  us,  and 
though  I  don't  know  anything  about  it  now,  she  promises  to  tell  me  when 
I  am  old  enough.  Meanwhile  I  am  your  grateful  and  affectionate  little 
goddj^ughter,  U  C,  Ft" 
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Philip  was  persuaded  by  his  friends  at  home  to  send  out  the 
request  to  his  New  York  employers  to  pay  his  salary  henceforth 
to  himself;  and  I  remember  a  dignified  letter  came  from  his 
})arent,  in  which  the  matter  was  spoken  of  in  sorrow  rather 
than  in  anger ;  in  which  the  doctor  pointed  out  that  this  pre- 
cautionary measure  seemed  to  impl}'  a  doubt  on  Philip's  side  of 
his  father's  honor ;  and  surel}',  surely,  he  was  unhappy  enough 
and  unfortunate  enough  already  without  meriting  this  mistrust 
from  his  son.  The  duty  of  a  son  to  honor  his  father  and  mother 
was  feelingly  pointed  out,  and  the  doctor  meekly  trusted  that 
Philip's  children  would  give  Mm  more  confidence  than  he 
seemed  to  be  inclined  to  award  to  his  unfortunate  father.  Never 
mind.  He  should  bear  no  malice.  If  Fortune  ever  smiled  on 
him  again,  and  something  told  him  she  would,  he  would  show 
Philip  that  he  could  forgive  ;  although  he  might  not  perhaps  be 
able  to  forget  that  in  his  exile,  his  solitude,  his  declining  ^-ears, 
his  misfortune,  his  own  child  had  mistrusted  him.  This  he  said 
was  the  most  cruel  blow  of  all  for  his  susceptible  heart  to  bear. 

This  letter  of  paternal  remonstrance  was  enclosed  in  one 
from  the  doctor  to  his  old  friend  the  Little  Sister,  in  which  he 
vaunted  a  discovery  which  he  and  some  other  scientific  gentle- 
men were  engaged  in  perfecting  —  of  a  medicine  which  was  to 
be  extraordinarily  efficacious  in  cases  in  which  Mrs.  Brandon 
herself  was  often  specially  and  professionally  engaged,  and  he 
felt  sure  that  the  sale  of  this  medicine  would  go  far  to  retrieve 
his  shattered  fortune.  He  pointed  out  the  complaints  in  which 
this  medicine  was  most  efficacious.  He  would  send  some  of 
it,  and  details  regarding  its  use,  to  Mrs.  Bi-andon,  who  might 
try  its  efficacy  upon  her  patients.  He  was  advancing  slowh', 
but  steadily,  in  his  medical  profession,  he  said ;  though  of 
course,  he  had  to  suffer  from  the  jealousy  of  his  professional 
brethren.  Never  mind.  Better  times,  he  was  sure,  were  in 
store  for  all ;  when  his  son  should  see  that  a  Avretched  matter 
of  forty  pounds  more  should  not  deter  him  from  paying  all  Just 
claims  upon  him.  Amen  !  We  all  heartily  wished  for  the  day 
when  Philip's  father  should  be  able  to  settle  his  little  accounts. 
Meanwhile,  the  proprietors  of  the  Gazette  of  the  Upper  Ten 
Thousand  were  instructed  to  write  directly  to  their  London 
correspondent. 

Although  Mr.  Firmin  prided  himself,  as  we  have  seen,  upon 
his  taste  and  dexterity  as  sub-editor  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  I 
must  own  that  he  was  a  very  insubordinate  officer,  with  whom 
his  superiors  often  had  cause  to  be  angry.  Certain  people  were 
praised  in  the   Gazette — certain  others  were  attacked.     Very 
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dull  books  were  admired,  and  very  lively  works  attacked. 
Some  men  were  praised  for  everything  they  did  ;  some  others 
were  satirized,  no  matter  what  their  works  were.  "  I  find," 
poor  Philip  used  to  sa}'  with  a  groan,  "•  that  in  matters  of  criti- 
cism especially  there  are  so  often  private  reasons  for  the  praise 
and  the  blame  administered,  that  I  am  glad,  for  mj'  part,  my 
onl}'  duty  is  to  see  the  paper  through  the  press.  For  instance, 
there  is  Harrocks,  the  tragedian,  of  Drury  Lane  :  every  piece 
in  which  he  appears  is  a  masterpiece,  and  his  performance  the 
greatest  triumph  ever  witnessed.  Very  good.  Harrocks  and 
my  excellent  emplo^-er  are  good  friends,  and  dine  with  each 
other ;  and  it  is  natural  that  Mugford  should  like  to  have  his 
friend  praised,  and  to  help  him  in  ever}'  way.  But  Balderson, 
of  Covent  Garden,  is  also  a  very  fine  actor.  Wh}'  can't  our 
critic  see  his  merit  as  well  as  Harrocks's?  Poor  Balderson  is 
never  allowed  any  merit  at  all.  He  is^  passed  over  with  a  sneer, 
or  a  curt  word  of  cold  commendation,  while  columns  of  flattery 
are  not  enough  for  his  rival." 

"Why,  Mr.  F.,  what  a  flat  you  must  be,  askin'  j-our  par- 
don," remarked  Mugford,  in  reply  to  his  sub-editor's  simple 
remonstrance.  "  How  can  we  praise  Balderson,  when  Har- 
rocks is  our  friend?  Me  and  Harrocks  are  thick.  Our  wives 
are  close  friends.  If  I  was  to  let  Balderson  be  praised,  I  should 
drive  Harrocks  mad.  I  can't  praise  Balderson,  don't  j'ou  see, 
out  of  justice  to  Harrocks  I  " 

Then  there  was  a  certain  author  whom  Bickerton  was  for 
ever  attacking.  The}'  had  had  a  private  quarrel,  and  Bickerton 
revenged  himself  in  this  wa}'.  In  repl}'  to  Philip's  outcries  and 
remonstrances,  Mr,  Mugford  only  laughed  :  "  The  two  men  are 
enemies,  and  Bickerton  hits  him  whenever  he  can.  Why,  that's 
only  human  nature,  Mr.  F.,"  says  Philip's  employer. 

"  Cireat  heavens!"  bawls  out  Firmin,  "do  you  mean  to 
sa}'  that  the  man  is  base  enough  to  strike  at  his  pi'ivate  enemies 
through  the  press  ?  " 

"  Private  enemies  !  private  gammon,  Mr.  Firmin  !  "  cries 
Philip's  employer.  "If  I  have  enemies  —  and  I  have,  there's 
no  doubt  about  that  —  I  serve  them  out  whenever  and  wherever 
f  can.  And  let  me  tell  you  I  don't  half  relish  having  m}'  con- 
duct called  base.  It's  only  natural ;  and  it's  right.  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  praise  your  enemies,  and  abuse  your  friend? 
If  that's  3'our  line,  let  me  tell  you  you  won't  do  in  the  noos- 
paper  business,  and  had  better  take  to  some  other  trade."  And 
the  employer  parted  from  his  subordinate  in  some  heat. 

Mugford,  indeed,  feelingl}'  spoke  to  me  about  this  insubor- 


136  THE  ADVIINTURES  OF  PHILIP 

dinatioiL  of  Philip.  "  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  quarrelling 
with  his  bread  and  butter?"  Mr.  Mugford  asked.  "  Speak  to 
him  and  show  him  what's  what,  Mr.  P.,  or  we  shall  come  to  a 
quarrel,  mind  3'oa  —  and  I  don't  want  that,  for  the  sake  of  his 
little  wife,  poor  little  delicate  thing.  Whatever  is  to  happen  to 
them,  if  we  don't  stand  by  them?" 

What  was  to  happen  to  them,  indeed?  Anj^  one  who  knew 
Philip's  temper  as  we  did,  was  aware  how  little  advice  or 
remonstrance  were  likely  to  affect  that  gentleman.  "  Good 
heavens  ! "  he  said  to  me,  when  I  endeavored  to  make  him 
adopt  a  conciliatory  tone  towards  his  employer,  "  do  you  v^^ant 
to  make  me  Mugford's  galle3'-slave  ?  I  shall  have  him  standing 
OA^er  me  and  swearing  at  me  as  he  does  at  the  printers.  He 
looks  into  my  room  at  times  when  he  is  in  a  passion,  and  glares 
at  me  as  if  he  would  like  to  seize  me  b}'  the  throat ;  and  after 
a  word  or  two  he  goes  off,  and  I  hear  him  curse  the  boys  in 
the  passage.  One  day  it  will  be  on  me  that  he  will  turn,  I  fee? 
sure  of  that.  I  tell  you  the  slavery  is  beginning  to  be  awful, 
I  wake  of  a  night  and  groan  and  chafe,  and  poor  Char,  too, 
wakes  and  asks,  '  What  is  it,  Philip? '  I  say  it  is  rheumatism. 
Rheumatism  !  "  Of  course  to  Philip's  malady  his  friends  tried 
to  appl}^  the  commonplace  anodj'nes  and  consolations.  He 
must  be  gentle  in  his  bearing.  He  must  remember  that  his 
employer  had  not  been  bred  a  gentleman,  and  that  though 
rough  and  coarse  in  language,  Mugford  had  a  kind  heart. 
"  There  is  no  need  to  tell  me  that  he  is  not  a  gentleman,  I 
know  that,"  sa3's  poor  Phil.  "He  is  kind  to  Char  and  the 
child,  that  is  the  truth,  and  so  is  his  wife.  I  am  a  slave  for  all 
that.  He  is  my  driver.  He  feeds  me.  He  hasn't  beat  me 
yet.  When  I  was  away  at  Paris  I  did  not  feel  the  chain  so 
much.  But  it  is  scarcely  tolerable  now,  when  I  have  to  see  my 
gaoler  four  or  five  times  a  week.  M}'  poor  little  Char,  why  did 
I  drag  you  into  this  slavery  ?  " 

"  Because  you  wanted  a  consoler,  I  suppose,"  remarks  one 
of  Philip's  comforters.  "  And  do  you  suppose  Charlotte  would 
be  happier  if  she  were  away  from  you  ?  Though  you  live  up 
two  pair  of  stairs,  is  any  home  happier  than  3'ours,  Philip  ?  You 
often  own  as  much,  when  3'ou  are  in  happier  moods.  Who  has 
not  his  work  to  do,  and  his  burden  to  bear?  You  sa}'  some- 
times that  you  are  imperious  and  hot-tempered.  Perhaps  j^our 
slavery,  as  you  call  it,  may  be  good  for  you." 

"  I  have  doomed  m^'self  and  her  to  it,"  saj's  Philip,  hanging 
<^lown  his  head. 

"  Does  she  ever  repine?  "  asks  his  adviser.     "  Does  she  not 
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think  herself  the  happiest  little  wife  in  the  world  ?  See  here, 
Philip,  here  is  a  note  from  her  3'esterday  in  which  she  says  as 
much.  Do  3-ou  want  to  know  what  the  note  is  about,  sir  ?  "  says 
the  lady  with  a  smile.  "  Well,  then,  she  wanted  a  receipt  foi: 
that  dish  which  you  liked  so  much  on  Friday,  and  she  and  Mrs. 
Brandon  will  make  it  for  you." 

"And  if  it  consisted  of  minced  Charlotte,"  says  Philip's 
other  friend,  "you  know  she  would  cheerfall}-  chop  herself  up, 
and  have  herself  served  with  a  little  cream-sauce  and  sippets  of 
toast  for  your  honor's  dinner." 

This  was  undoubtedly  true.  Did  not  Job's  friends  make 
many  true  remarks  when  they  \'isited  him  in  his  affliction? 
Patient  as  he  was,  the  patriarch  groaned  and  lamented,  and 
why  should  not  poor  Philip  be  allowed  to  grumljle,  who  was  not 
a  model  of  patience  at  all  ?  lie  was  not  broke  in  as  3'et.  The 
mill-horse  was  restive  and  kicked  at  his  work.  He  would  chafe 
not  seldom  at  the  daily  drudgery,  and  have  his  fits  of  revolt 
and  despondency.  Well?  Have  others  not  had  to  toil,  to  bow 
the  proud  head,  and  carry  the  daily  burden?  Don't  you  see 
Pegasus,  who  was  going  to  win  the  plate,  a  weary,  broken- 
kneed,  broken-down  old  cab-hack  shivering  in  the  rank  ;  or 
a  sleek  gelding,  mayhap,  pacing  under  a  corpulent  master  in 
Eotten  Row  ?  Philip's  crust  began  to  be  scanty,  and  was  dipped 
in  bitter  waters.  I  am  not  going  to  make  a  long  story  of  this 
part  of  his  career,  or  parade  my  friend  as  too  hungry  and  poor. 
He  is  safe  now,  and  out  of  all  peril,  heaven  be  thanked  !  but  he 
had  to  pass  through  hard  times,  and  to  look  out  ver}-  wistfully 
lest  the  wolf  should  enter  at  the  door.  He  never  laid  claim  to 
be  a  man  of  genius,  nor  was  he  a  successful  quack  who  could 
pass  as  a  man  of  genius.  When  there  were  French  prisoners 
in  England,  we  know  how  stout  old  officers  who  had  plied  their 
sabres  against  Mamclouks,  or  Russians,  or  Germans,  were  fain 
to  carve  little  gimcracks  in  bone  with,  their  penknives,  or  make 
baskets  and  boxes  of  chipped  straw,  and  piteousl}-  sell  them  to 
casual  visitors  to  their  prison.  Philip  was  poverty's  prisoner. 
He  had  to  make  such  shifts,  and  do  such  work,  as  he  could  find 
in  his  captivity'.  T  do  not  think  men  who  have  undergone  the 
struggle  and  sei'ved  the  dire  task-master,  like  to  look  back  and 
recall  the  grim  apprenticeship.  When  Philip  says  now,  "What 
fools  we  were  to  marry.  Char,"  she  looks  up  radiantly,  -nnth  love 
and  happiness  in  her  eyes  —  looks  up  to  heaven,  and  is  thank- 
ful ;  but  grief  and  sadness  come  over  her  husband's  face  at  the 
thought  of  those  days  of  pain  and  gloom.  She  may  soothe  him, 
and  he  mav  be  thankful  loo :  but  the  wounds  are  still  there 
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which  were  dealt  to  him  in  the  cruel  battle  with  fortune.  Men 
are  ridden  down  in  it.  Men  are  poltroons  and  run.  Men  ma- 
raud, break  ranks,  arc  guilt}'  of  meanness,  cowardice,  shaljby 
plunder.  Men  are  raised  to  rank  and  honor,  or  drop  and  per- 
ish unnoticed  on  the  field.  Happy  he  who  comes  from  it  with 
his  honor  pure  !  Philip  did  not  win  crosses  and  epaulets.  He 
is  like  us,  my  dear  sir,  not  a  heroic  genius  at  all.  And  it  is  to 
be  hoped  that  all  tlu'ee  have  behaved  with  an  average  pluck, 
and  have  been  guilty  of  no  meanness,  or  treachery,  or  deser- 
tion. Did  you  behave  otherwise,  what  would  wife  and  children 
sa}-?  As  for  Mrs.  Philip,  I  tell  you  she  thinks  to  this  day  that 
there  is  no  man  like  her  husband,  and  is  ready  to  fall  down  and 
worship  the  boots  in  which  he  walks. 

How  do  men  live  ?  How  is  rent  paid  ?  How  does  the  din- 
ner come  day  after  day  ?  As  a  rule  there  is  dinner.  You  might 
live  longer  with  less  of  it,  but  you  can't  go  without  it  and  live 
long.  How  did  m}-  neighbor  23  earn  his  carriage,  and  how  did 
24  pay  for  his  house  ?  As  I  am  writing  this  sentence  Mr  Cox, 
who  collects  the  taxes  in  this  quarter,  walks  in.  How  do  you 
do,  Mr.  Cox?  We  are  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  meeting  one 
another.  Time  was  —  two,  three  years  of  time  —  when  poor 
Philip  was  troubled  at  the  sight  of  Cox  ;  and  this  troublous 
time  his  biographer  intends  to  pass  over  in  a  very  few  pages. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  the  Upper  Ten  Thousand  of  New 
York  heard  with  modified  wonder  that  the  editor  of  that  fash- 
ionable journal  bad  made  a  retreat  from  the  cit}-,  carrying  with 
him  the  scanty  contents  of  the  till ;  so  the  contributions  of 
Philalethes  never  brought  our  poor  friend  any  dollars  at  all. 
But  though  one  fish  is  caught  and  eaten,  are  there  not  plenty 
more  left  in  the  sea?  At  this  very  time,  when  I  was  in  a  nat- 
ural state  of  despondency  about  poor  Philip's  affairs,  it  struck 
Tregarvan,  the  wealthy  Cornish  Member  of  Parliament,  that 
the  Government  and  the  House  of  Commons  slighted  his 
speeches  and  his  views  on  foreign  politics ;  that  the  wife  of  the 
P'oreign  Secretary  had  been  ver3-^inattentive  to  Lady  Tregarvan  ; 
that  the  designs  of  a  certain  Great  Power  were  most  menacing 
and  dangerous,  and  ought  to  be  exposed  and  counteracted  ; 
and  that  the  peerage  which  he  had  long  desired  ought  to  be 
bestowed  on  him.  Sir  John  Tregarvan  applied  to  certain  lit- 
erary and  political  gentlemen  with  whom  he  was  acquainted. 
He  would  bring  out  the  European  Rerieiv.  He  would  expose 
tlie  designs  of  that  Great  Power  which  was  menacing  F>urope. 
He  would  show  up  in  his  proper  colors  a  Minister  who  was 
careless  of  the  country's  honor,  and  forgetful  of  his  own  :  a 
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Minister  whose  arrogance  ought  no  longer  to  be  tolerated  by 
the  country  gentlemen  of  England.  Sir  John,  a  little  man  in 
brass  buttons,  and  a  tall  head,  who  loves  to  hear  his  own  voice, 
came  and  made  a  speech  on  the  above  topics  to  the  writer  of 
the  present  biograph}^ ;  that  writer's  lady  was  in  his  study  as 
Sir  John  expounded  his  views  at  some  length.  She  listened  to 
him  with  the  greatest  attention  and  respect.  She  was  shocked 
to  hear  of  the  ingratitude  of  Government ;  astounded  and  ter- 
rified 1)3'  his  exposition  of  the  designs  of — of  that  Great  Power 
whose  intrigues  were  so  menacing  to  European  tranquillit}'.  She 
was  most  deeply  interested  in  the  idea  of  establishing  the  Re- 
vieio.  He  would,  of  course,  be  himself  the  editor ;  and  — and 
—  (here  the  woman  looked  across  the  table  at  her  husband 
with  a  strange  triumph  in  her  eyes)  —  she  knew,  they  both 
knew,  the  very  man  of  all  the  world  who  was  most  suited  to  act 
as  sub-editor  under  Sir  John  —  a  gentleman,  one  of  the  truest 
that  ever  lived  —  a  university  man  ;  a  man  remarkably  versed 
in  the  European  languages  —  that  is,  in  French  most  certainly. 
And  now  the  reader,  I  dare  say,  can  guess  who  this  individual 
was.  "  I  knew  it  at  once,"  says  the  lady,  after  Sir  John  had 
taken  his  leave.  "  I  told  you  that  those  dear  children  would 
not  be  forsaken."  And  I  would  no  more  try  and  persuade  her 
that  the  European  Review  was  not  ordained  of  all  time  to  afford 
maintenance  to  Philip,  than  I  would  induce  her  to  turn  Mor- 
mon, and  accept  all  the  consequences  to  which  ladies  must 
submit  when  they  make  profession  of  that  creed. 

"  You  see,  my  love,"  I  say  to  the  partner  of  my  existence, 
"what  other  things  must  have  been  ordained  of  all  time  as 
well  as  Philip's  appointment  to  be  sub-editor  of  the  European 
Revieio.  It  must  have  been  decreed  ah  initio  that  Lady  Plin- 
limmon  should  give  evening-parties,  in  order  that  she  might 
offend  Lady  Tregarvan  by  not  asking  her  to  those  parties.  It 
must  have  been  ordained  by  fate  that  Lady  Tregarvan  should 
be  of  a  jealous  disposition,  so  that  she  might  hate  Lady  Plin- 
limmon,  and  was  to  work  upon  her  husband,  and  inspire  him 
with  anger  and  revolt  against  his  chief.  It  must  have  been 
ruled  by  destiny  that  Tregarvan  should  be  rather  a  weak  and 
wordy  personage,  fancying  that  he  had  a  talent  for  literary 
composition.  Else  he  would  not  have  thought  of  setting  up 
the  Review.  Else  he  would  never  have  been  angry  with  Lord 
Plinlimmon  for  not  inviting  him  to  tea.  Else  he  would  not 
have  engaged  Philip  as  sub-editor.  So,  you  see,  in  order  to 
bring  about  this  event,  and  put  a  couple  of  hundred  a  year  into 
Philip  Firmiu's  pocket,  the  Tregarvans  have  to  be  born  from 
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the  earliest  times :  the  Plinliinmons  have  to  spring  up  in  the 
remotest  ages,  and  come  down  to  the  present  day :  Doctor 
Firmin  has  to  be  a  rogue,  and  undergo  his  destiny  of  cheating 
his  son  of  money  :  —  all  mankind  up  to  the  origin  of  our  race 
are  involved  m  your  proposition,  and  we  actually  arrive  at 
Adam  and  Eve,  who  are  but  fulfilling  their  destiny,  which  was 
to  be  the  ancestors  of  PhiUp  Firmin." 

' '  Even  in  our  first  parents  there  was  doubt  and  scepticism 
and  misgiving,"  says  the  lady,  with  strong  emphasis  on  the 
words.  "  If  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
Superior  Power  watching  over  us,  and  ordaining  things  for  our 
good,  you  are  an  atheist  —  and  such  a  thing  as  an  atheist  does 
not  exist  in  the  world,  and  I  would  not  believe  you  if  you  said 
you  were  one  twent}'  times  over." 

I  mention  these  points  by  the  way,  and  as  samples  of  lady- 
like logic.  I  acknowledge  that  Philip  himself,  as  he  looks  back 
at  his  past  career,  is  very  much  moved.  "  I  do  not  deny,"  he 
says,  gravely,  "that  these  things  happened  in  the  natural 
order.  I  say  I  am  grateful  for  what  happened  ;  and  look  back 
at  the  past  not  without  awe.  In  great  grief  and  danger  may- 
be, I  have  had  timely  rescue.  Under  great  suflfering  I  have 
met  with  supreme  consolation.  When  the  trial  has  seemed 
almost  too  hard  for  me  it  has  ended,  and  our  darkness  has  been 
lightened.  Ui  vivo  et  valeo  —  si  valeo,  I  know  by  "Whose  per- 
mission this  is,  —and  would  you  forbid  me  to  be  thankful?  to 
be  thankful  for  my  life  ;  to  be  thankful  for  my  children  ;  to  be 
thankful  for  the  daily  bread  which  has  been  granted  to  me,  and 
the  temptation  from  which  I  have  been  rescued?  As  I  think 
of  the  past  and  its  bitter  trials,  I  bow  my  head  in  thanks  and 
awe.  I  wanted  succor,  and  I  found  it.  I  fell  on  evil  times, 
and  good  friends  pitied  and  helped  me — good  friends  like 
yourself,  your  dear  wife,  many  another  I  could  name.  In 
what  moments  of  depression,  old  friend,  have  you  not  seen  me, 
and  cheered  me  ?  Do  you  know  in  the  moments  of  our  grief 
the  inexpressible  value  of  your  sympathy  ?  Your  good  Samar- 
itan takes  out  only  twopence  maybe  for  the  wayfarer  whom  he 
has  rescued,  but  the  little  timely  supply  saves  a  life.  You 
remember  dear  old  Ned  St.  George  —  dead  in  the  West  Indies 
years  ago  ?  Before  he  got  his  place  Ned  was  hanging  on  in 
London,  so  utterly  poor  and  ruined,  that  he  had  not  often  a 
shilling  to  buy  a  dinner.  He  used  often  to  come  to  us,  and  my 
wife  and  our  children  loved  him  ;  and  I  used  to  leave  a  heap  of 
shiUings  on  my  study-table,  so  that  he  might  take  two  or  three 
as  he  wanted  them.     Of  course  you  remember  him.     You  were 
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at  the  dinner  which  we  gave  him  on  his  getting  his  place.  I 
forget  the  cost  of  that  dinner ;  but  I  remember  ni}'  share 
amounted  to  the  exact  number  of  shillings  which  poor  Ned  had 
taken  off  m\  table.  He  gave  me  the  money  then  and  there  at 
the  tavern  at  Blackwall.  He  said  it  seemed  providential.  But 
for  those  shillings,  and  the  constant  welcome  at  our  poor  little 
table,  he  said  he  thought  he  should  have  made  away  with  his 
life.  I  am  not  bragging  of  the  twopence  which  I  gave,  but 
thanking  God  for  sending  me  there  to  give  it.  Benedtco  bene- 
dictus.  I  wonder  sometimes  am  I  the  I  of  twent}^  3^ears  ago? 
before  our  heads  were  bald,  friend,  and  when  the  little  ones 
reached  up  to  our  knees  ?  Before  dinner  you  saw  me  in  the 
library  reading  in  that  old  European  Review  which  your  friend 
Tregarvan  established.  I  came  upon  an  article  of  my  own, 
and  a  very  dull  one,  on  a  subject  which  I  knew  nothing  about. 
'  Persian  politics,  and  the  intrigues  at  the  Court  of  Teheran.' 
It  was  done  to  order.  Tregarvan  had  some  special  interest 
about  Persia,  or  wanted  to  vex  Sir  Thomas  Nobbles,  who  was 
Minister  there.  I  breakfasted  with  Tregarvan  in  the  '  Albany,' 
the  facts  (we  will  call  them  facts)  and  papers  were  supplied  to 
me,  and  I  went  home  to  point  out  the  delinquencies  of  Sir 
Thomas,  and  the  atrocious  intrigues  of  the  Russian  Court. 
Well,  sir,  Nobbles,  Tregarvan,  Teheran,  all  disappeared  as  I 
looked  at  the  text  in  the  old  volume  of  the  Review.  I  saw  a 
deal  table  in  a  little  room,  and  a  reading-lamp,  and  a  young 
fellow  writing  at  it,  with  a  sad  heart,  and  a  dreadful  apprehen- 
sion torturing  him.  One  of  our  children  was  ill  in  the  adjoin- 
ing room,  and  I  have  before  me  the  figure  of  my  wife  coming 
in  from  time  to  time  to  my  room  and  saying,  '  She  is  asleep 
now,  and  the  fever  is  much  lower.'  " 

Here  our  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
tall  3'oung  lady,  who  says,  ''  Papa,  the  coffee  is  quite  cold  :  and 
the  carriage  will  be  here  very  soon,  and  both  mamma  and  my 
godmother  say  they  are  growing  ver^'  angrj'.  Do  you  know  you 
■iiave  been  talking  here  for  two  hours?  " 

Had  two  hours  actually  slipped  away  as  we  sat  prattling 
about  old  times?  As  I  narrate  them,  I  prefer  to  give  Mr. 
Firmin's  account  of  his  adventures  in  his  own  words,  where  I  can 
recall  or  imitate  them.  Both  of  us  are  graver  and  more  reverend 
seigniors  than  we  were  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  writing.  Has 
not  Firmin's  girl  grown  up  to  be  taller  than  her  godmother? 
Veterans  both,  we  love  to  prattle  about  the  merry  days  when 
we  were  young — (the  merry  days?  no,  the  past  is  never  mei-ry) 
—  about  the  days  when  we  were  young ;  and  do  we  grow  young 
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in  talking  of  them,  or  only  indulge  in  a  senile  cheerfulness  and 
prolixitj'  ? 

Tregarvan  sleeps  with  his  Cornish  fathers  :  Europe  for  many 
years  has  gone  on  without  her  Review  :  but  it  is  a  certainty  that 
the  establishment  of  that  occult  organ  of  opinion  tended  very 
much  to  benefit  Philip  Firmin,  and  helped  for  a  while  to  supply 
him  and  several  innocent  people  dependent  on  him  with  their 
daily  bread.  Of  course,  as  they  were  so  poor,  this  worthy  family 
increased  and  multiplied ;  and  as  they  increased,  and  as  they 
multiplied,  my  wife  insists  that  I  shall  point  out  how  support  was 
found  for  them.  When  there  was  a  second  child  in  Philip's 
nurser}',  he  would  have  removed  from  his  lodgings  in  Thorn- 
haugh  Street,  but  for  the  prayers  and  commands  of  the  affec- 
tionate Little  Sister,  who  insisted  that  there  was  plenty  of  room 
ill  the  house  for  everybodj-,  and  who  said  that  if  Philip  went 
awa}'  she  would  cut  off  her  little  godchild  with  a  shilling.  And 
then  indeed  it  was  disco vei-ed  for  the  first  time,  that  this  faith- 
ful and  affectionate  creature  had  endowed  Philip  with  all  her 
little  property.  These  are  the  rays  of  sunshine  in  the  dungeon. 
These  are  the  drops  of  water  in  the  desert.  And  with  a  full 
heart  our  friend  acknowledges  how  comfort  came  to  him  in  his 
hour  of  need. 

Though  Mr.  Firmin  has  a  ver}^  grateful  heart,  it  has  been 
admitted  that  he  was  a  loud,  disagreeable  Firmin  at  times,  im- 
petuous in  ^is  talk,  and  violent  in  his  behavior :  and  we  are  now 
come  to  that  period  of  his  history,  when  he  had  a  quarrel  in 
which  I  am  sorr}'  to  sa}^  Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  wrong.  Why  do 
we  consort  with  those  whom  we  dislike  ?  Why  is  it  that  men 
toill  try  and  associate  between  whom  no  love  is  ?  I  think  it  was 
the  ladies  who  tried  to  reconcile  Philip  and  his  master  ;  who 
brought  them  together,  and  strove  to  make  them  friends  ;  but 
the  more  they  met  the  more  they  disliked  each  other  ;  and  now 
the  Muse  has  to  relate  their  final  and  irreconcilable  rupture. 

Of  Mugford's  wrath  the  direful  tale  relate,  O  Muse  !  and 
Philip's  pitiable  fate.  I  have  shown  how  the  men  had  long  been 
inwardly  envenomed  one  against  the  other.  "  Because  Firmin 
is  as  poor  as  a  rat,  that's  no  reason  wh}'  he  should  adopt  that 
hawhaw  manner,  and  them  high  and  might}'  airs  towards  a  man 
who  gives  him  the  bread  he  eats,"  Mugford  argued  not  unjustly. 
"  What  do  /care  for  his  being  a  universit}'  man?  I  am  as  good 
as  he  is.  I  am  better  than  his  old  scamp  of  a  father,  who  was 
a  college  man  too,  and  lived  in  fine  compan}'.  I  made  my  own 
way  in  the  world,  independent,  and  supported  myself  since  I 
was  fourteen  years  of  age,  and  helped  my  mother  and  brothers 
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too,  and  that's  more  than  m}'  sub-editor  can  say,  who  can't  sup- 
port himself  3-et.  I  could  get  fift}'  sub-editors  as  good  as  he  is, 
133'  calling  out  of  window  into  the  street,  I  could.  I  say,  hang 
Firmin  !  I'm  a-losing  all  patience  with  him."  On  the  other 
hand,  Mr.  Philip  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  his  mind  with 
equal  candor.  ' '  What  right  has  that  person  to  call  me  Fir- 
min? "  he  asked.  "  I  am  Firmin  to  mj  equals  and  friends.  I 
am  this  man's  laborer  at  four  guineas  a  week.  I  give  him  his 
money's  worth,  and  on  ever}-  Saturday  evening  we  are  quits. 
Call  me  Philip  indeed,  and  strike  me  in  the  side  !  I  choke,  sir, 
as  I  think  of  the  confounded  familiarity!"  "Confound  his 
impudence  !  "  was  the  cry,  and  the  not  unjust  cry  of  the  laborer 
and  his  emplo3'er.  The  men  should  have  been  kept  apart :  and 
it  was  a  most  mistaken  Christian  charity  and  female  conspirac}' 
which  brought  them  together.  ' '  Another  invitation  from  Mug- 
r(n-d.  It  was  agreed  that  I  was  never  to  go  again,  and  I  won't 
go,"  says  Philip  to  his  meek  wife.  "Write  and  say  we  are 
engaged,  Charlotte." 

"  It  is  for  the  18th  of  next  month,  and  this  is  the  23rd," 
said  poor  Charlotte.  "  We  can't  well  say  that  we  are  engaged 
so  far  off." 

"It  is  for  one  of  his  grand  ceremon}'^  parties,"  urged  the 
Little  Sister.  "  You  can't  come  to  no  quarrelling  there.  He 
has  a  good  heart.  So  have  j'ou.  There's  no  good  quarrelling 
with  him.  Oh,  Phihp,  do  forgive,  and  be  friends  !  "  Philip 
yielded  to  the  remonstrances  of  the  women,  as  we  all  do  ;  and 
a  letter  was  sent  to  Hampstead,  announcing  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
P.  F.  would  have  the  honor  of,  &c. 

In  his  qualit}'  of  newspaper  proprietor,  musical  professors 
and  opera  singers  paid  much  court  to  Mr.  Mugford  ;  and  he 
liked  to  entertain  them  at  his  hospitable  table  ;  to  brag  about 
his  wines,  cooker}',  plate,  garden,  pi'osperit}-,  and  private  vir- 
tue, during  dinner,  whilst  the  artists  sat  respectful!}'  listening 
to  him  ;  and  to  go  to  sleep  and  snore,  or  wake  up  and  join 
cheerfully  in  a  chorus,  when  the  professional  people  performed 
in  the  drawing-room.  Now,  there  was  a  lady  who  was  once 
known  at  the  theatre  by  the  name  of  Mrs.  Ravenswing,  and 
who  had  been  forced  on  to  the  stage  by  the  misconduct  of  her 
husband,  a  certain  Walker,  one  of  the  greatest  scamps  who 
ever  entered  a  gaol.  On  Walker's  death,  this  lady  married  a 
Mr.  Woolsey,  a  wealthy  tailor,  who  retired  from  his  business, 
as  he  caused  his  wife  to  withdraw  from  hers. 

Now,  more  worthy  and  honorable  people  do  not  live  than 
Woolsey  and  his  wife,  as  those  know  who  are  acquainted  with 
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their  histoiy.  Mis.  Woolsej'  is  loud.  Her  /i's  are  by  no 
means  where  they  should  be  ;  her  knife  at  dinner  is  often  where 
it  should  not  be.  She  calls  men  aloud  by  their  names,  and 
without  any  prefix  of  courtesy.  She  is  very  fond  of  porter, 
and  has  no  scruple  in  asking  for  it.  She  sits  down  to  play  the 
piano  and  to  sing  with  perfect  good-nature,  and  if  you  look  at 
her  hands  as  the}'  wander  over  the  kej's  —  well,  I  don't  wish 
to  say  anything  unkind,  but  I  am  forced  to  own  that  those 
hands  are  not  so  white  as  the  ivory  which  thev  thump.  Wool- 
sey  sits  in  perfect  rapture  listening  to  his  wife.  Mugford 
presses  her  to  take  a  glass  of  "  somethink  "  afterwards;  and 
the  good-natured  soul  sa3's  she  will  take  "  something  'ot." 
She  sits  and  listens  with  infinite  patience  and  good-humor 
whilst  the  little  Mugfords  go  through  their  horrible  little  musi- 
cal exercises  ;  and  these  over,  she  is  ready  to  go  back  to  the 
piano  again,  and  sing  more  songs,  and  drink  more  "  'ot." 

I  do  not  say  that  this  was  au  elegant  woman,  or  a  fitting 
companion  for  Mrs.  Philip  ;  but  I  know  that  Mrs.  Woolsey 
was  a  good,  clever,  and  kindly  woman,  and  that  Philip  behaved 
rudelj-  to  her.  He  never  meant  to  be  rude  to  her,  he  said ; 
but  the  truth  is,  he  treated  her,  her  husband,  Mugford,  and 
Mrs.  Mugford,  with  a  haughty  ill-humor  which  utterly  exas- 
perated and  perplexed  them. 

About  this  poor  lady,  who  was  modest  and  innocent  as 
Susannah,  Philip  had  heard  some  wicked  elders  at  wicked  clubs 
tell  wicked  stories  in  old  times.  There  was  that  old  Trail,  for 
instance,  what  woman  escaped  from  his  sneers  and  slander? 
There  were  others  who  could  be  named,  and  whose  testimony 
was  equally'  untruthful.  On  an  ordinary  occasion  Philip  would 
never  have  cared  or  squabbled  about  a  question  of  precedence, 
and  would  have  taken  any  place  assigned  to  him  at  any  table. 
Sut  when  Mrs.  Woolsej'  in  crumpled  satins  and  blows}'  lace 
made  her  appearance,  and  was  eagerly  and  respectfullj'  saluted 
b}'  the  liost  and  hostess,  Philip  remembered  those  eai'l}'  stories 
about  the  poor  lady  :  his  e^'es  flashed  wrath,  and  his  breast  beat 
with  an  indignation  which  almost  choked  him.  Ask  that  woman 
to  meet  my  wife?  he  thought  to  himself,  and  looked  so  fero- 
cious and  desperate  that  the  timid  little  wife  gazed  with  alarm 
at  her  Philip,  and  crept  up  to  him  and  whispered,  ''  What  is  it, 
dear?" 

Meanwhile  Mrs.  Mugford  and  Mrs.  Woolsej'  were  in  full 
colloquy  about  the  weather,  the  nurser}',  and  so  forth  —  and 
Woolsey  and  Mugford  giving  each  other  the  hearty  grasp 
of  friendship.     Philip,    then,   scowling   at   the   newlj'  arrived 
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guests,  turning  bis  great  hulking  back  upon  the  conipanjs  and 
talking  to  bis  wife,  presented  a  not  agreeable  figure  to  bis  enter- 
tainer. 

' '  Hang  the  fellow's  pride  !  "  thought  Mugford.  ' '  He  chooses 
to  turn  his  back  upon  my  company  because  Woolsey  was  a 
tradesman.  An  honest  tailor  is  better  than  a  bankrupt,  swin- 
dUng  doctor,  I  should  think.  Woolsey  need  not  be  ashamed  to 
show  his  face,  1  suppose.  Why  did  jou  make  me  ask  that 
fellar  again,  Mrs.  M.  ?  Don't  3'ou  see,  our  society  ain't  good 
enough  for  him  ?  " 

Philip's  conduct,  then,  so  irritated  Mugford,  that  when  din- 
ner was  announced,  he  stepped  forward  and  offered  his  arm  to 
Mrs.  Woolsey  ;  having  intended  in  the  first  instance  to  confer 
that  honor  upon  Charlotte.  "I'll  show  him,"  thought  Mug- 
ford, "  that  an  honest  tradesman's  lady  who  pays  his  way,  and 
is  not  afraid  of  anybody,  is  better  than  my  sub-editor's  wife, 
the  daughter  of  a  bankrupt  swell."  Though  the  dinner  was 
illurainatGd  b}'  Mugford's  grandest  plate,  and  accompanied  by 
his  ver}-  best  wine,  it  was  a  gloomy  and  wear}'  repast  to  several 
people  present,  and  Philip  and  Charlotte,  and  1  dare  say  Mug- 
ford, thought  it  never  would  be  done.  Mrs.  Woolsey,  to  be 
sure,  placidly  ate  her  dinner,  and  drank  her  wine  ;  whilst,  re- 
membering these  wicked  legends  against  her,  Philip  sat  before 
the  poor  unconscious  lady,  silent,  with  glaring  eyes,  insolent 
and  odious  ;  so  much  so,  that  Mrs.  Woolsey  imparted  to  Mrs. 
Mugford  her  surmise  that  the  tall  gentleman  must  have  got  out 
of  bed  the  wrong  leg  foremost. 

Well,  Mrs.  Woolsey's  carriage  and  Mr.  Firmin's  cab  were 
announced  at  the  same  moment ;  and  immediately  Philip 
started  up  and  beckoned  his  wife  away.  But  Mrs.  Woolsey's 
carriage  and  lamps  of  course  had  the  precedence  ;  and  this  lady 
Mr.  Mugford  accompanied  to  her  carriage  step. 

He  did  not  pa}'  the  same  attention  to  Mrs.  Firmin.  Most 
likely  he  forgot.  Possibly  he  did  not  think  etiquette  required 
he  should  show  that  sort  of  politeness  to  a  sub-editor's  wife :  at 
an}'  rate,  he  was  not  so  rude  as  Philip  himself  had  been  during 
the  evening,  but  he  stood  in  the  ball  looking  at  bis  guests 
departing  in  their  cab,  when,  in  a  sudden  gust  of  passion, 
Philip  stepped  out  of  the  carriage,  and  stalked  up  to  his  host, 
who  stood  there  in  his  own  ball  confronting  him,  Philip  de- 
clared, with  a  most  impudent  smile  on  his  face. 

"Come  back  to  light  a  pipe  I  suppose?  Nice  thing  for 
your  wife,  ain't  it?"  said  Mugfo'xl,  relishing  his  own  joke, 

"I  am  come  back,  sir,"  said  Philip,  glaring  at  Mugford, 

35 
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"  to  ask  how  you  dared  invite  Mrs.  Philip  Firmin  to  meet  that 


woman 


Here,  on  liis  side,  Mr.  Mugford  lost  his  temper,  and  from 
this  moment  Ms  wrong  begins.  When  he  was  in  a  passion,  the 
language  used  by  Mr.  Mugford  was  not,  it  appears,  choice. 
We  have  heard  that  when  angry,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  swear- 
ing freely  at  his  subordinates.  He  broke  out  on  this  occasion 
also  with  many  oaths.  He  told  Philip  that  he  would  stand  his 
impudence  no  longer ;  that  he  was  as  good  as  a  swindling  doc- 
tor's  son  ;  that  though  he  hadn't  been  to  college  he  could  bu\' 
and  pay  them  as  had  ;  and  that  if  Philip  liked  to  come  into  the 
back  yard  for  ten  minutes,  he'd  give  him  one  —  two,  and  show 
him  whether  he  was  a  man  or  not.  Poor  Char,  who,  indeed, 
fancied  that  her  husband  had  gone  back  to  light  his  cigar,  sat 
awhile  unconscious  in  her  cab,  and  supposed  that  the  two  gen- 
tlemen were  engaged  on  newspaper  business.  When  Mugford 
began  to  pull  his  coat  off,  she  sat  wondering,  but  not  in  the 
least  understanding  the  meaning  of  the  action.  Philip  had  de- 
scribed his  employer  as  walking  about  his  office  without  a  coat 
and  using  energetic  language. 

But  when,  attracted  by  the  loudness  of  the  talk,  Mrs.  Mug- 
ford came  forth  from  her  neighboring  drawing-room,  accom- 
panied by  such  of  her  children  as  had  not  yet  gone  to  roost 
—  when  seeing  Mugford  pulling  off  his  dress-coat  she  began  to 
scream — when,  lifting  his  voice  over  hers,  Mugfoi'd  poured 
forth  oaths  and  franticall}^  shook  his  fists  at  Philip,  asking  how 
that  blackguard  dared  insult  him  in  his  own  house,  and  pro- 
posing to  knock  his  head  off  at  that  moment  —  then  poor  Char, 
in  wild  alarm,  Sprang  out  of  the  cab,  and  ran  to  her  husband, 
whose  whole  frame  was  throbbing,  whose  nostrils  were  snorting 
with  passion.  Then  Mrs.  Mugford  springing  forward,  placed 
her  ample  form  before  her  husband's,  and  calling  Philip  a  great 
cowardi}'  beast,  asked  him  if  he  was  going  to  attack  that  little 
old  man  ?  Then  Mugford  dashing  his  coat  down  to  the  ground, 
called  with  fresh  oaths  to  Phihp  to  come  on.  And,  in  fine, 
there  was  a  most  unpleasant  row,  occasioned  b^'  Mr.  Philip 
Firmin's  hot  temper. 


ON   HIS   WAY   THROUGH    THE   WORLD.  147 


CHAPTER  XII. 

RES    ANGUSTA    DOMI. 

To  reconcile  these  two  men  was  impossible,  after  such  a 
quarrel  as  that  described  in  the  last  chapter.  The  only  chance 
of  peace  was  to  keep  the  two  men  apart.  If  they  met,  they 
would  fly  at  each  other.  Mugford  always  persisted  that  he 
could  have  got  the  better  of  his  great  hullving  sub-editor,  who 
did  not  know  the  use  of  his  fists.  In  Mugford's  youthful  time, 
bruising  was  a  fashionable  art ;  and  the  old  gentleman  still 
beUeved  in  his  own  skill  and  prowess.  "Don't  tell  me,"  he 
would  say;  '-though  the  fellar  is  as  big  as  a  life-guardsman, 
1  would  have  doubled  him  up  in  two  minutes."  I  am  very 
glad,  for  poor  Charlotte's  sake  and  his  own,  that  Philip  did 
not  undergo  the  doubling-up  process.  He  himself  felt  such  a 
wrath  and  surprise  at  his  employer  as,  I  suppose,  a  lion  docs 
when  a  little  dog  attacks  him.  I  should  not  like  to  be  that 
little  dog ;  nor  does  my  modest  and  peaceful  nature  at  all 
prompt  and  impel  me  to  combat  with  lions. 

It  was  might}'  well  Mr.  Philip  Firmin  had  shown  his  spirit, 
and  quarrelled  with  his  bread  and  butter ;  but  when  Saturday 
came,  what  philanthropist  would  hand  four  sovereigns  and  four 
shillings  over  to  Mr.  F.,  as  Mr.  Burjoice,  the  publisher  of  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette^  had  been  accustomed  to  do?  I  will  say  for 
m}-  friend  that  a  still  keener  remorse  than  that  which  he  felt 
about  money  thrown  away  attended  him  when  he  found  that 
Mrs.  Woolsey,  towards  whom  he  had  cast  a  sidelong  stone  of 
persecution,  was  a  most  respectable  and  honorable  lad}-.  "I 
should  like  to  go,  sir,  and  grovel  before  her,"  Philip  said,  in 
his  energetic  way.  "  If  I  see  that  tailor,  I  will  request  him  to 
put  his  foot  on  my  head,  and  trample  on  me  with  his  highlows. 
Oh,  for  shame  !  for  shame  !  Shall  I  never  learn  charity  towards 
my  neighbors,  and  always  go  on  believing  in  the  lies  which 
people  tell  me  ?  When  I  meet  that  scoundrel  Trail  at  the  club, 
I  must  chastise  him.  How  dared  he  take  away  the  reputation 
of  an  honest  woman?  "  Philip's  friends  besought  him,  for  the 
sake  of  society  and  peace,  not  to  carry  this  quarrel  farther. 
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"If,"  we  said,  "  every  woman  whom  Trail  has  maligned  had  a 
champion  who  should  box  Trail's  ears  at  the  club,  what  a  vul- 
gar, quarrelsome  place  that  club  would  become !  My  dear 
PhiUp,  did  3'ou  ever  know  Mr.  Trail  say  a  good  word  of  man 
or  woman?"  and  b3'  these  or  similar  entreaties  and  arguments, 
we  succeeded  in  keeping  the  Queen's  peace. 

Yes  :  but  how  find  another  Pall  Mall  Gazette  ?  Had  Philip 
possessed  seven  thousand  pounds  iu  the  three  per  cents,  his 
income  would  have  been  no  greater  than  that  which  he  drew 
from  Mugford's  faithful  bank.  Ah !  how  wonderful  ways  and 
means  are  !  When  I  think  how  this  very  line,  this  very  word, 
which  I  am  wi'iting  represents  monej-,  I  am  lost  in  a  respectful 
astonishment.  A  man  takes  his  own  case,  as  he  says  his  own 
prayers,  on  behalf  of  himself  and  his  family.  I  am  paid,  we 
will  say,  for  the  sake  of  illustration,  at  the  rate  of  sixpence  per 
line.  With  the  words,  ''Ah,  how  wonderful,"  to  the  words 
"  per  line,"  I  can  buy  a  loaf,  a  piece  of  Ijiitter,  a  jug  of  milk, 
a  modicum  of  tea,  —  actually  enough  to  make  breakfast  for  the 
family  ;  and  the  servants  of  the  house  ;  and  the  charwoman, 
their  servant,  can  shake  up  the  tea-leaves  with  a  fresh  supply 
of  water,  sop  the  crusts,  and  get  a  meal  tant  Men  que  mal. 
Wife,  childi'cn,  guests,  servants,  charwoman,  we  are  all  actually 
making  a  meal  off  Philip  Firmin's  bones  as  it  were.  And  my 
next-door  neighbor,  whom  I  see  marching  away  to  chambers, 
umlirclla  in  hand?  And  next  door  but  one  the  Cit}^  mai?.? 
And  next  door  but  two  the  doctor?  —  I  know  the  baker  has 
left  loaves  at  every  one  of  their  doors  this  morning,  that  all 
their  chimney's  are  smoking,  and  they  will  all  have  breakfast. 
Ah,  thank  God  for  it!  I  hope,  friend,  you  and  I  are  not  too 
proud  to  ask  for  our  daily  bread,  and  to  be  grateful  for  getting 
it?  Mr.  Philip  had  to  work  for  his,  in  care  and  trouble,  like 
other  children  of  men  :  —  to  work  for  it,  and  I  hope  to  pray  for 
it,  too.  It  is  a  thought  to  me  awful  and  beautiful,  that  of  the 
daih'  prayer,  and  of  the  myriads  of  fellow-men  uttering  it,  in 
care  and  in  sickness,  in  doubt  and  in  poverty,  in  health  and  in 
wealth.  Panem  nostrum  da  nobis  /iodic.  Philip  whispers  it  bj' 
the  bedside  where  wife  and  child  lie  sleeping,  and  goes  to  his 
early  labor  with  a  stouter  heart :  as  he  creeps  to  his  rest  when 
the  da3''s  labor  is  over,  and  the  quotidian  bread  is  earned,  and 
breathes  his  hushed  thanks  to  the  bountiful  Giver  of  the  meal. 
All  over  this  world  what  an  endless  chorus  is  singing  of  love, 
and  thanks,  and  prayer.  Day  tells  to  da^'  the  wondrous  story, 
and  night  recounts  it  unto  night.  — How  do  I  come  to  think  :>t 
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a  sunrise  which  I  saw  near  twenty  years  ago  on  the  Nile,  when 
the  river  and  sky  flushed  and  glowed  with  the  dawning  light, 
and  as  the  luminary  appeared,  the  boatmen  knelt  on  the  rosy 
deck,  and  adored  Allah?  So,  as  thy  sun  rises,  friend,  over  the 
humble  housetops  round  about  your  home,  shall  you  wake  many 
and  man}'  a  day  to  dut}^  and  labor.  May  the  task  have  been 
honestly  done  when  the  night  comes  ;  and  the  steward  deal 
kindl}-  with  the  laborer. 

So  two  of  Philip's  cables  cracked  and  gave  way  after  a  very 
brief  strain,  and  the  poor  fellow  held  b}'  nothing  now  but  that 
wonderful  European  Itevieio  established  by  the  mysterious  Trc" 
garvan.  Actors,  a  people  of  superstitions  and  traditions,  opine 
that  heaven,  in  some  mysterious  way,  makes  managers  for 
theii'  benefit.  In  like  manner.  Review  proprietors  are  sent  to 
provide  the  pabulum  for  us  men  of  letters.  With  what  com- 
placency did  my  wife  listen  to  the  somewhat  long-winded  and 
pompous  oratory  of  Tregarvan  !  He  pompous  and  common- 
place? Tregarvan  spoke  with  excellent  good  sense.  That 
wily  woman  never  showed  she  was  tired  of  his  conversation. 
She  praised  him  to  Philip  behind  his  back,  and  would  not  allow 
a  word  in  his  disparagement.  As  a  doctor  will  punch  your 
chest,  your  liver,  your  heart,  listen  at  your  lungs,  squeeze  your 
pulse,  and  what  not,  so  this  practitioner  studied,  shampooed, 
auscultated  Tregarvan.  Of  course,  he  allowed  himself  to  be 
operated  upon.  Of  course,  he  had  no  idea  that  the  lady  was 
flattering,  wheedling,  humbugging  him  ;  but  thought  that  he 
was  a  ver}^  well-informed,  eloquent  man,  who  had  seen  and  read 
a  great  deal,  and  had  an  agreeable  method  of  imparting  his 
knowledge,  and  that  the  lady  in  question  was  a  sensible  woman, 
naturally  eager  for  more  information.  Go,  Delilah  !  I  under- 
stand your  tricks  !  I  know  many  another  Omphale  in  London, 
who  will  coax  Hercules  awa}'  from  his  club,  to  come  and  listen 
to  her  wheedling  talk. 

One  great  difficult}'  we  had  was  to  make  Philip  read  Tre- 
gcirvan's  own  articles  in  the  Review.  He  at  first  said  he  could 
not,  or  that  he  could  not  remember  them  ;  so  that  there  was  no 
use  in  reading  them.  And  Philip's  new  master  used  to  make 
artful  allusions  to  his  own  writings  in  the  course  of  conversa- 
tion, so  that  our  unwary  friend  would  find  himself  under  exami- 
nation in  any  casual  interview  with  Tregarvan,  whose  opinions 
on  free-trade,  malt-tax,  income-tax,  designs  of  Russia,  or  what 
not,  might  be  accepted  or  denied,  but  ought  at  least  to  be 
known.     We  actuall}'  made  Phi' in  get  up  his  owner's  articles 
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We  put  questions  to  him,  privily,  regarding  them  —  "  coached" 
him,  according  to  the  uuiversitj^  phrase.  M^-  wife  humbugged 
that  wretched  Member  of  ParUament  in  a  way  which  makes  me 
shudder,  when  I  tliink  of  what  h3'pocrisy  tlie  sex  is  capable. 
Those  arts  and  dissimulations  with  which  she  wheedles  others, 
suppose  she  exercise  them  on  me  ?  Hotrible  thought !  No, 
angel !  To  others  thou  mayest  be  a  coaxing  hypocrite  ;  to  me 
tliou  art  all  candor.  Other  men  may  have  been  humbugged  by 
other  women  ;  but  I  am  not  to  be  taken  in  by  that  sort  of  thing ; 
and  thou  art  all  candor  ! 

We  had  then  so  much  per  annum  as  editor.  We  were  paid, 
besides,  for  our  articles.  We  had  really  a  suug  little  pension 
out  of  this  Review,  and  we  prayed  it  might  last  for  ever.  We 
might  write  a  novel.  We  might  contribute  articles  to  a  daily 
paper;  get  a  little  parliamentary  practice  as  a  barrister.  We 
actually  did  get  PhUip  into  a  railway  case  or  two,  and  my  wife 
must  be  coaxing  and  hugging  solicitors'  ladies,  as  she  had 
wheedled  and  coaxed  Memters  of  Parliament.  AVhy,  I  do 
believe  my  Delilah  Sec  up  a  flirtation  with  old  Bishop  Cros- 
sticks,  with  an  idea  of  getting  her  protege  a  living ;  and  though 
the  lady  indignantly  repudiates  this  charge,  will  she  be  pleased 
to  explain  how  the  bishop's  sermons  were  so  outrageously 
praised  in  the  Review  f 

Philip's  roughness  and  frankness  did  not  displease  Tregar- 
A'^an,  to  the  wonder  of  us  all,  who  trembled  lest  he  should  lose 
this  as  he  had  lost  his  former  place.  Tregan^an  had  more 
country-houses  than  one,  and  at  these  not  only  was  the  editor 
of  the  Review  made  welcome,  but  the  editor's  wife  and  children, 
whom  Tregarvan's  wife  took  into  especial  regard.  In  London, 
Lady  Mary  had  assemblies  where  our  little  friend  Charlotte 
made  her  appearance  ;  and  half  a  dozen  times  in  the  course  of 
the  season  the  wealthy  Cornish  gentleman  feasted  his  retainers 
of  the  Review.  His  wine  was  excellent  and  old ;  his  jokes 
were  old,  too ;  his  table  pompous,  grave,  plentiful.  If  Philip 
was  to  eat  the  bread  of  dependence,  the  loaf  was  here  very 
kindly  prepared  for  him  ;  and  he  ate  it  humbly,  and  with  not 
too  much  grumbling.  This  diet  chokes  some  proud  stomachs 
and  disagrees  with  them  ;  but  Philip  was  ver}'  humble  now,  and 
of  a  nature  grateful  for  kindness.  He  is  one  who  requires  the 
help  of  friends,  and  can  accept  benefits  without  losing  inde- 
pendence —  not  all  men's  gifts,  but  some  men's,  whom  he  re- 
pays not  only  with  coin,  but  with  an  immense  affection  and 
gratitude.     How  that  man  did  laugh  at  my  witticisms  J     How 
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he  worshipped  the  ground  on  which  mj-  wife  walked !  He 
elected  himself  our  champion.  He  quarrelled  with  other  peo- 
ple, who  found  fault  with  our  characters,  or  would  not  see  our 
perfections.  There  was  something  affecting  in  the  way  in  which 
this  big  man  took  the  humble  place.  We  could  do  no  wrong  in 
his  eyes  ;  and  woe  betide  the  man  who  spoke  disparagingly  of 
us  in  his  presence  ! 

One  day,  at  his  patron's  table,  Philip  exercised  his  valor 
and  championship  in  our  behalf  by  defending  us  against  the 
evil  speaking  of  that  Mr.  Trail,  who  has  been  mentioned  before 
as  a  gentleman  difficult  to  please,  and  credulous  of  ill  regarding 
his  neighbor.  The  talk  happened  to  fall  upon  the  character  of 
the  reader's  most  humble  servant,  and  Trail,  as  ma}-  be  im- 
agined, spared  me  no  more  than  the  rest  of  mankind.  Would 
you  like  to  be  liked  by  all  people  ?  That  would  be  a  reason  why 
Trail  should  hate  you.  AVere  you  an  angel  fresh  dropped  from 
the  skies,  he  would  espy  dirt  on  your  robe,  and  a  black  feather 
or  two  in  3-our  wing.  As  for  me,  I  know  I  am  not  angelical  at 
all ;  and  in  walking  my  native  earth,  can't  help  a  little  mud  on 
my  trousers.  Well :  Mr.  Trail  began  to  paint  ray  portrait, 
laying  on  those  dark  shadows  which  that  well-known  master  is 
in  the  habit  of  employing.  I  was  a  parasite  of  the  nobility  ;  I 
was  a  heartless  sycophant,  house-breaker,  drunkard,  murderer, 
returned  convict,  &c.  &c.  With  a  little  imagination,  Mrs. 
Candor  can  fill  up  the  outline,  and  arrange  the  colors  so  as  to 
suit  her  amiable  fancy. 

Philip  had  come  late  to  dinner  ;  —  of  this  fault,  I  must  con- 
fess, he  is  guilty  only  too  often.  The  compau}^  were  at  table  ; 
he  took  the  onlv  place  vacant,  and  this  happened  to  be  at  tlie 
side  of  Mr.  Trail.  On  Trail's  other  side  was  a  portly'  indi- 
vidual, of  a  healthy  and  rosy  countenance  and  voluminous 
white  waistcoat,  to  whom  Trail  directed  much  of  his  amiable 
talk,  and  whom  he  addressed  once  or  twice  as  Sir  John.  Once 
or  twice  already  we  have  seen  how  Philip  has  quarrelled  at 
table.  He  cried  meet  culpa  loudl}'  and  honestly  enough.  He 
made  vows  of  reform  in  this  particular.  He  succeeded,  dearly 
beloved  brethren,  not  much  worse  or  better  than  you  and  I  do, 
who  confess  our  faults,  and  go  on  promising  to  improve,  and 
stumbling  and  picking  ourselves  up  every  day.  The  pavement 
of  life  is  strewed  with  orange-peel ;  and  who  has  not  sUpped  on 
the  flags? 

"He  is  the  most  conceited  man  in  London,"  —  Trail  was 
going  on,  "  and  one  of  the  most  worldly.     He  will  throw  over 
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a  colonel  to  dine  with  a  general.  He  wouldn't  throw  over  3'ou 
two  baronets  —  he  is  a  great  deal  too  shrewd  a  fellow  for  that. 
He  wouldn't  give  you  up,  perhaps,  to  dine  with  a  lord  ;  but 
any  ordinary  baronet  he  would." 

"  And  whj'  not  us  as  well  as  the  rest? "  asks  Tregarvan,  who 
seemed  amused  at  the  speaker's  chatter. 

"Because  you  are  not  like  common  baronets  at  all.  Be- 
cause 3'our  estates  are  a  great  deal  too  large.  Because,  1  sup- 
pose, you  might  either  of  3-ou  go  to  the  Upper  House  any  day.. 
Because,  as  an  author,  he  may  be  supposed  to  be  afraid  of  a 
certain  Review"  cries  Trail,  with  a  loud  laugh. 

"Trail  is  speaking  of  a  friend  of  3'ours,"  said  the  host, 
nodding  and  smiling,  to  the  new-comer. 

"  Very  lucky  for  my  friend,"  growls  Phihp,  and  eats  his 
soup  ill  silence. 

' '  B}'  the  way,  that  article  of  his  on  Madame  de  Sevigne  is 
poor  stuff.  No  knowledge  of  the  period.  Three  gross  blunders 
in  French.  A  man  can't  write  of  French  society  unless  he  has 
lived  in  French  societ3\  What  does  Pendennis  know  of  it? 
A  man  who  makes  blunders  like  those  can't  understand  French. 
A  man  who  can't  speak  French  can't  get  on  in  French  societ3'. 
Therefore  he  can't  write  about  French  society.  All  these  prop- 
ositions are  clear  enough.  Thank  yon.  Dr3'  champagne,  if  3'ou 
please.  He  is  enormousl3-  over-rated,  I  tell  3-ou  ;  and  so  is  his 
wife.  They  used  to  put  her  forward  as  a  beauty :  and  she  is 
only  a  dowd3'  v/oman  out  of  a  nurserv.  She  has  no  st3'le  about 
her." 

"  She  is  only  one  of  the  best  women  in  the  world,"  Mr. 
Firmin  called  out,  turning  very  red  ;  and  hereupon  entered  into 
a  defence  of  our  characters,  and  pronounced  a  eulogium  upon 
both  and  each  of  us,  in  which  I  hope  there  was  some  little 
truth.  However,  he  spoke  with  great  enthusiasm,  and  Mr.  Trail 
found  himself  in  a  minority. 

"  You  are  right  to  stand  up  for  3-our  friends,  Firmin  !  "  cried 
the  host.     "  Let  me  introduce  3-ou  to  —  " 

"  Let  me  introduce  myself,"  said  the  gentleman  on  the  other 
side  of  Mr.  Trail.  "  Mr.  Firmin,  3'ou  and  I  are  kinsmen,  —  I 
am  Sir  John  Ringwood."  And  Sir  John  reached  a  hand  to 
Philip  across  Trail's  chair.  The3-  talked  a  great  deal  together 
in  the  course  of  the  evening :  and  when  Mr.  Trail  found  that 
the  great  county  gentleman  was  friendly  and  familiar  with 
Philip,  and  claimed  a  relationship  with  him,  his  manner  towards 
Firmin  altered.     Pe  pronounced   aftei-wards  a  warm  eiilo^^^ 
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upon  Sir  John  for  his  frankness  and  good-nature  in  recognizing 
his  unfortunate  relative,  and  charitably  said,  "rhilii)  might 
not  be  lilte  the  doctor,  and  could  not  help  having  a  rogue 
for  a  father."  In  former  days.  Trail  had  eaten  and  drunken 
freely  at  that  rogue's  table.  But  we  must  have  truth,  3'ou 
know,  before  all  things  :  and  if  3'our  own  brother  has  com- 
mitted a  sin,  common  justice  requires  that  3'ou  should  stone 
him. 

In  former  days,  and  not  long  after  Lord  Ringwood's  death, 
Philip  had  left  his  card  at  this  kinsman's  door,  and  Sir  John's 
butler,  driving  in  his  master's  brougham,  had  loft  a  card  upon 
Philip,  who  was  not  over  well  pleased  by  this  acknovv'ledgment 
of  his  civilit}',  and,  in  fact,  eraploj-ed  abusive  epithets  when  he 
spoke  of  the  transaction.  But  when  the  two  gentlemen  actually 
met,  their  intercourse  was  kindly  and  pleasant  enough.  Sir 
John  listened  to  his  relative's  talk  —  and  it  appears,  Philip 
comported  himself  with  his  usual  free  an(i  easy  manner  —  with 
interest  and  curiosity  ;  and  owned  afterwards  that  evil  tongues 
had  previously  been  busy  with  the  young  man's  character,  and 
that  slander  and  untruth  had  been  spoken  regarding  him.  In 
this  respect,  if  Philip  is  worse  off*  than  his  neighbors,  I  can 
only  say  his  neighbors  are  fortunate. 

Two  days  after  the  meeting  of  the  cousins,  the  tranquillity  of 
Thornhaugh  Street  was  disturbed  In-  the  appearance  of  a  mag- 
nificent yellow  chariot,  with  crests,  hammer-cloths,  a  bewigged 
coachman,  and  a  powdered  footman.  Bets}',  the  nurse,  who 
was  going  to  take  bab}'  out  for  a  walk,  encountered  this  giant 
on  the  threshold  of  Mrs.  Brandon's  door :  and  a  lady  within 
the  chariot  delivered  three  cards  to  the  tall  menial,  who  trans- 
ferred them  to  Betsy.  And  Bets}'  persisted  in  saying  that  the 
lad}'  in  the  carriage  admired  bab}-  very  much,  and  asked  its 
age,  at  which  baby's  mamma  was  not  in  the  least  surprised. 
In  due  course,  an  invitation  to  dinner  followed,  and  our  friends 
became  acquainted  with  their  kinsfolk. 

If  you  have  a  good  memory  for  pedigrees  —  and  in  my 
youthful  time  every  man  de  bonne  maison  studied  genealogies, 
and  had  his  English  families  in  his  memory  —  3-ou  know  that 
this  Sir  John  Ringwood,  who  succeeded  to  the  pi'incipal  portion 
of  the  estates,  but  not  to  the  titles  of  the  late  earl,  was  de- 
scended from  a  mutual  ancestor,  a  Sir  John,  whose  elder  son 
was  ennobled  (temp.  Geo.  I.),  whilst  the  second  son,  following 
the  legal  profession,  became  a  judge,  and  had  a  son,  who  be- 
came a  baronet,  and  who  begat  that  present  Sir  John  who  has 
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just  been  shaking  hands  with  Philip  across  Trail's  back.*  Thus 
the  two  men  were  cousins  ;  and  in  right  of  the  heiress,  his  poor 
mother,  Philip  might  quarter  the  Ringwood  arms  on  his  car- 
riage, whenever  he  drove  out.  These,  you  know,  are  argent,  a 
dexter  sinople  on  a  fesse  wavy  of  the  first  —  or  pick  out,  my 
dear  friend,  any  coat  you  like  out  of  the  whole  heraldic  ward- 
robe, and  accommodate  it  to  our  friend  Plrmin. 

When  he  was  a  young  man  at  college,  Philip  had  dabbled  a 
little  in  this  queer  science  of  heraldry,  and  used  to  tr}'  and 
believe  the  legends  about  his  ancestry,  which  his  fond  mother 
imparted  to  him.  He  had  a  great  book-plate  made  for  him- 
self, with  a  prodigious  number  of  quarterings,  and  could  recite 
the  alliances  by  which  such  and  such  a  quartering  came  into 
his  shield.  His  father  rather  confirmed  these  histories,  and 
spoke  of  them  and  of  his  wife's  noble  family  with  much  re- 
spect :  and  Philip,  artlessly  whispering  to  a  vulgar  boy  at 
school  that  he  was  descended  from  King  John,  was  thrashed 
very  unkindl}*  by  the  vulgar  upper  boy,  and  nicknamed  King 
John  for  man}'-  a  long  da}'  after.     I  dare  say  many  other  gen- 


*  Copied,  by  permission  of  P.  Firmin,  Esq.,  from  the  Genealogical  Tree 
in  his  possession. 
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of  Wiujrate  and  Whijiliam. 
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Hampden,  Franklin, 
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tlemen  who  profess  to  trace  their  descent  from  ancient  kings 
have  no  better  or  worse  authority  for  their  pedigi-ee  than  friend 
Philip. 

When  our  friend  paid  his  second  visit  to  Sir  John  Ringwood, 
he  was  introduced  to  his  kinsman's  librar}' ;  a  great  family 
tree  hung  over  the  mantel-piece,  surrounded  b}'  a  whole  gallery 
of  defunct  Ringwoods,  of  whom  the  Baronet  was  now  the  rep- 
resentative. He  quoted  to  Philip  the  hackneyed  old  Ovidian 
lines  (some  score  of  years  ago  a  great  deal  of  that  old  coin 
was  current  in  conversation).  As  for  family,  he  said,  and  an- 
cestors, and  what  we  have  not  done  ourselves,  these  things  we 
can  hardly  call  ours.  Sir  John  gave  Philip  to  understand  that 
he  was  a  staunch  Liberal.  Sir  John  was  for  going  with  the 
age.  Sir  John  had  fired  a  shot  from  the  Paris  barricades. 
Sir  John  was  for  the  rights  of  man  everywhere  all  over  the 
world.  He  had  pictures  of  Franklin,  Lafaj^ette,  Washington, 
and  the  First  Consul  Buonaparte,  on  his  walls  along  with  his 
ancestors.  He  had  lithogi-aph  copies  of  Magna  Charta,  the 
Declaration  of  American  Independence,  and  the  Signatures  to 
the  Death  of  Charles  I.  He  did  not  scruple  to  own  his  pref- 
erence for  repubhcan  institutions.  He  wished  to  know  what 
right  had  an}' man  —  the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  for  example  — 
to  sit  in  a  hereditary  House  of  Peers  and  legislate  over  him  ? 
That  lord  had  had  a  son,  Cinqbars,  who  died  many  j-ears  before, 
a  victim  of  his  own  follies  and  debaucheries.  Had  Lord  Cinq- 
bars survived  his  father,  he  would  now  be  sitting  an  earl  in  the 
House  of  Peers  —  the  most  ignorant  young  man,  the  most  un- 
principled J'oung  man,  reckless,  dissolute,  of  the  feeblest  intel- 
lect and  the  worst  life.  Well,  had  he  lived  and  inherited  the 
Ringwood  property,  that  creature  would  have  been  an  earl : 
whereas  he,  Sir  John,  his  superior  in  morals,  in  character,  in 
intellect,  his  equal  in  point  of  birth  (for  had  they  not  both  a 
common  ancestor?)  was  Sir  John  still.  The  inequalities  in 
men's  chances  in  life  were  monstrous  and  ridiculous.  He  was 
determined,  henceforth,  to  look  at  a  man  for  himself  alone, 
and  not  esteem  him  for  an^^  of  the  absurd  caprices  of  fortune. 

As  the  republican  was  talking  to  his  relative,  a  servant 
came  into  the  room  and  whispered  to  his  master  that  the 
plumber  had  come  with  his  bill  as  by  appointment ;  upon  which 
Sir  John  rose  up  in  a  fury,  asked  the  servant  how  he  dared  to 
disturb  him,  and  bade  him  to  tell  the  plumber  to  go  to  the 
lowest  depths  of  Tartarus.  Nothing  could  equal  the  inso- 
lence and  rapacity  of  tradesmen,  he  said,  except  the  insolence 
and  idleness  of  servants  ;  and  he  called  this  one  back,   and 
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asked  him  liow  he  dured  to  leave  the  fire  in  that  stater- 
stormed  and  raged  at  him  with  a  AoliibiUty  which  astonished 
his  new  acquaintance  ;  and,  the  man  being  gone,  resumed  his 
previous  subject  of  conversation,  viz.,  natural  equality  and  tlie 
outrageous  injustice  of  the  present  social  s_ystem.  After  talk- 
ing for  half  an  hour,  during  which  Philip  found  that  he  him- 
self could  hardly  find  an  opportunity  of  uttering  a  word,  8ir 
John  took  out  his  M^ateh,  and  got  up  from  his  chair ;  at  which 
hint  Philip  too  rose,  not  sorry  to  bring  the  interview  to  an  end. 
And  herewith  Sir  John  accompanied  his  kinsman  into  the  hall, 
and  to  the  street-door,  before  which  the  Baronet's  groom  was 
riding,  leading  his  master's  horse.  And  Philip  heard  the 
Baronet  using  violent  language  to  the  groom,  as  he  had  done 
to  the  servant  within  doors.  Wh}-,  the  armj'  in  Flanders  did 
not  swear  more  terribl}-  than  this  admirer  of  republican  insti- 
tutions and  advocate  of  the  rights  of  man. 

Philip  was  not  allowed  to  go  awa}'  without  appointing  a  da}' 
when  he  and  his  wife  would  partake  of  their  kinsman's  hospi- 
tality. On  this  occasion.  JMrs.  Philip  comported  herself  with 
so  much  grace  and  simplicity,  that  Sir  John  and  Lady  Ring- 
wood  pronounced  her  to  be  a  ver}-  pleasing  and  lacly-like  per- 
son ;  and  I  dare  sa}-  wondered  how  a  person  in  her  rank  of 
life  could  have  acquired  manners  that  were  so  refined  and 
agreeable.  Lad}'  Ringwood  asked  after  the  child  which  she 
had  seen,  praised  its  beauty ;  of  course,  won  the  mother's 
heart,  and  thereby  caused  her  to  speak  with  perhaps  more 
freedom  than  she  would  otherv*ise  have  felt  at  a  first  interview. 
Mrs.  Philip  has  a  dainty  touch  on  the  piano,  and  a  sweet  sing- 
ing voice  that  is  charmingly  true  and  neat.  She  performed 
after  dinner  some  of  the  songs  of  her  little  repertoire,  and 
pleased  her  audience.  Lady  Ringwood  loved  good  music,  and 
was  herself  a  fine  performer  of  the  ancient  school,  when 
she  played  Ilaydn  and  Mozart  under  the  tuition  of  good 
old  Sir  (jleorge  Thrum.  The  tall  and  handsome  beneficed 
clergyman  who  acted  as  major-domo  of  Sir  John's  establish- 
ment, placed  a  parcel  in  the  carriage  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Philip 
took  their  leave,  and  announced  with  much  respectful  def- 
erence that  the  cab  was  paid.  Our  friends  no  doubt  would 
have  preferred  to  dispense  with  this  ceremon}^ ;  but  it  is  ill  look- 
ing even  a  gift  cab-horse  in  the  mouth,  and  so  Philip  was  a 
gainer  of  some  two  shillings  by  his  kinsman's  liberality. 

When  Charlotte  came  to  open  the  parcel  Avhich  major-domo, 
with  his  lady's  compliments,  had  placed  in  the  cab,  1  fear  she 
did  not  exhibit  that  elation  which   we  ought  to  feel  for  the 
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favors  of  our  friends.  A  couple  of  little  frocks,  of  the  cut  of 
George  IV.,  some  little  red  shoes  of  the  same  period,  some 
crumpled  sashes,  and  other  small  articles  of  wearing-apparel, 
by  her  lad^'ship's  order  b}'  her  ladyship's  lady's-maid  ;  and 
Lad}'  Ringwood  Idssing  Charlotte  at  her  departure,  told  her 
that  she  had  caused  this  little  packet  to  be  put  away  for  her. 
"  H'm,"  says  Philip,  only  half  pleased.  "Suppose  Sir  John 
had  told  his  butler  to  put  up  one  of  his  blue  coats  and  brass 
buttons  for  me,  as  well  as  pay  the  cab  ?  " 

"If  it  was  meant  in  kindness,  Philip,  we  must  not  be  an- 
gry," pleaded  Philip's  wife; — "and  I  am  sure  if  you  had 
heard  her  and  the  Miss  Ringwoods  speak  of  baby,  3'ou  would 
like  them,  as  I  intend  to  do." 

But  Mrs.  Philip  never  put  those  mouldy  old  red  shoes  upon 
baby  ;  and  as  for  the  little  frocks,  children's  frocks  are  made 
so  much  fuller  now  that  Lady  Ringwood's  presents  did  not 
answer  at  all.  Charlotte  managed  to  furbish  up  a  sash,  and 
a  pair  of  epaulets  for  her  child  —  epaulets  are  they  called? 
Shoulder-knots  —  what  3'ou  will,  ladies  ;  and  with  these  orna- 
ments Miss  Firmin  was  presented  to  Lady  Ringwood  and  some 
of  her  family. 

The  good-will  of  these  new-found  relatives  of  Philip's  was 
lal)orious,  was  evident,  and  yet  I  must  say  was  not  altogether 
agreeable.  At  the  first  period  of  their  intercourse  —  for  this, 
too,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  came  to  an  end,  or  presently  suffered 
interruption  —  tokens  of  aifection  in  the  shape  of  farm  prod- 
uce, country  butter  and  poultry,  and  actual  butcher's  meat, 
came  from  Berkeley  Square  to  Thornhaugh  Street.  The  Duke 
of  Double-glo'ster  I  know  is  much  richer  than  3'ou  are  ;  but 
if  he  were  to  offer  to  make  you  a  present  of  half  a  crown,  I 
doubt  whether  you  would  be  quite  pleased.  And  so  with  Phil- 
ip and  his  relatives.  A  hamper  brought  in  the  brougham,  con- 
taining hot-house  grapes  and  country  butter,  is  very  well,  but 
a  leg  of  mutton  I  own  was  a  gift  that  was  rather  tough  to 
swallow.  It  was  tough.  That  point  we  ascertained  and  estab- 
lished amidst  roars  of  laughter  one  clay  when  we  dined  with 
our  friends.  Did  Lady  Ringwood  send  a  sack  of  turnips  in 
the  brougham  too?  In  a  word,  we  ate  Sir  John's  mutton,  and 
we  laughed  at  him,  and  be  sure  man}-  a  man  has  done  the  same 
by  3'ou  and  me.  Last  Friday,  for  instance,  as  Jones  and 
Brown  go  away  after  dining  with  j'our  humble  servant. 
' '  Did  you  ever  see  such  profusion  and  extravagance  ?  "  asks 
Brown.  "Profusion  and  extravagance!"  cries  Jones,  that 
well-known  epicure,     "I  never  saw  anything  so  shabby  in  va^' 
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life.  What  docs  the  fellow  mean  by  asking  me  to  such  a  din- 
ner?" "  True,"  says  the  other,  "  it  twas  an  abominable  din- 
ner, Jones,  as  you  justh^  say  ;  but  it  was  very  profuse  in  him 
to  give  it.  Don't  you  see  ?  "  and  so  both  our  good  friends  are 
agreed. 

Ere  many  da^'S  were  over  the  great  yellow  chariot  and  its 
powdered  attendants  again  made  their  appearance  before 
Mrs.  Brandon's  modest  door  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  and  Lady 
Ringwood  and  two  daughters  descended  from  the  carriage  and 
made  their  way  to  Mr.  Phihp's  apartments  in  the  second  floor, 
just  as  that  worthy  gentleman  was  sitting  down  to  dinner 
with  his  wife.  Lad}^  Ringwood,  bent  upon  being  gracious, 
was  in  ecstasies  with  everything  she  saw  —  a  clean  house  — 
a  nice  little  maid  —  prett}'  picturesque  rooms  —  odd  rooms  — 
and  what  charming  pictures  !  Several  of  these  were  the  work 
of  the  fond  pencil  of  poor  J.  J.,  who,  as  has  been  told,  had 
painted  PhiUp's  beard  and  Charlotte's  eyebrow,  and  Char- 
lotte's baby  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times.  "  May  we 
come  in?  Are  we  disturbing  you?  What  dear  little  bits  of 
china  !  What  a  beautiful  mug,  Mr.  Firmin  !  "  This  was  poor 
J.  J.'s  present  to  his  god-daughter.  '^  Plow  nice  the  luncheon 
looks!  Dinner,  is  it?  How  pleasant  to  dine  at  this  hour!" 
The  ladies  were  determined  to  be  charmed  with  everything 
round  about  them. 

"  We  are  dining  on  your  poultry.  May  we  offer  some  to 
you  and  Miss  Ringwood,"  says  the  master  of  the  house. 

"  Why  don't  you  dine  in  the  dining-room?  Why  do  you 
dine  in  a  bedroom?"  asks  Franklin  Ringwood,  the  interesting 
young  son  of  the  Baron  of  Ringwood. 

"  Somebody  else  lives  in  the  parlor,"  says  Mrs.  Philip.  On 
which  the  boy  remarks,  "  We  have  two  dining-rooms  in  Berkeley 
Square.  I  mean  for  us,  besides  papa's  study,  which  I  mustn't 
go  into.     And  the  servants  have  two  dining-rooms  and  —  " 

"  Hush  !  "  here  cries  mamma,  with  the  usual  remark  regard- 
ing the  beauty  of  silence  in  little  boys. 

But  Franklin  persists  in  spite  of  the  "  Hushes ! "  "And  so 
we  have  at  Ringwood  ;  and  at  Whipham  there's  ever  so  many 
dining-rooms  —  ever  so  many  —  and  I  like  Whipham  a  great 
deal  better  than  Ringwood,  because  ni}^  pony  is  at  Whipham. 
You  have  not  got  a  pony.     You  are  too  poor." 

"  Franklin  T" 

' '  You  said  he  was  too  poor  ;  and  you  would  not  have  had 
chickens  if  we  had  not  given  them  to  you.  Mamma,  you  know 
you  said  they  were  very  poor,  and  would  like  them." 
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And  here  mamma  looked  red,  and  I  dare  say  Philip's  cheeks 
and  ears  tingled,  and  for  once  Mrs.  Philip  was  thankful  at  hear- 
ing her  baby  cry,  for  it  gave  her  a  pretext  for  leaving  the  room 
and  flying  to  the  nursery,  whither  the  other  two  ladies  accompa- 
nied her. 

Meanwhile  Master  Franklin  went  on  with  his  artless  conver- 
sation. "  Mr.  Philip,  why  do  they  say  you  are  wicked?  You 
do  not  look  wicked  ;  and  I  am  sure  Mrs.  Philip  does  not  look 
wicked  —  she  looks  very  good." 

''  Who  says  I  am  wicked?"  asks  Mr.  Firmin  of  his  candid 
5'oung  relative. 

' '  Oh,  ever  so  many  !  Cousin  Ringwood  saj^s  so  ;  and  Blanche 
says  so ;  and  Woolcomb  says  so ;  only  I  don't  like  him,  he's 
so  very  brown.  And  when  they  heard  you  had  been  to  din- 
ner, 'Has  that  beast  been  here?'  Ringwood  sajs.  And  I 
don't  like  him  a  bit.  But  I  like  you,  at  least  I  think  I  do. 
You  only  have  oranges  for  dessert.  We  alwaj^s  have  lots  of 
things  for  dessert  at  home.  You  don't,  I  suppose,  because 
you've  got  no  money  —  only  a  very  little." 

"  Well :  I  have  got  only  a  very  little,"  says  Philip. 

"  I  have  some  —  ever  so  much.  And  I'll  buy  something  for 
your  wife  ;  and  I  shall  like  to  have  you  better  at  home  than 
Blanche,  and  Ringwood,  and  that  Woolcomb  ;  and  they  never 
give  me  anything.  You  can't,  j^ou  know ;  because  you  are  so 
very  poor  —  you  are;  but  we'll  often  send  you  things,  I  dare 
say.  And  ril  have  an  orange,  please,  thank  you.  And  there's 
a  chap  at  our  school,  and  his  name  is  Suckling,  and  he  ate  eigh- 
teen oranges,  and  wouldn't  give  one  away  to  anybody.  Wasn't 
he  a  greedy  pig  ?  And  I  have  wine  with  my  oranges  —  I  do  : 
a  glass  of  wine  —  thank  you.  That's  jolly.  But  you  don't 
have  it  often,  I  suppose,  because  you're  so  very  poor." 

I  am  glad  Philip's  infant  could  not  luiderstand,  being  yet  of 
too  tender  age,  the  compliments  which  Lady  Ringwood  and  her 
daughter  passed  upon  her.  As  it  was,  the  compliments  cliarmed 
the  mother,  for  whom  indeed  they  were  intended,  and  did  not 
inflame  the  unconscious  baby's  vanity. 

What  would  the  polite  mamma  and  sister  have  said,  if  they 
had  heard  that  unlucky  Franklin's  prattle  ?  The  boy's  simplicity 
amused  his  tall  cousin.  "  Y^es,"  says  Philip,  "  we  are  very  poor 
but  we  are  very  happy,  and  don't  mind  —  that's  the  truth." 

"  Mademoiselle,  that's  the  German  governess,  said  she  won 
dered  how  you  could  live  at  all ;  and  I  don't  think  you  could 
if  you  ate  as  much  as  she  did.  You  should  see  her  eat ;  she 
is  such  a  oner  at  eating.     Fred,  my  brother,  that's  the  one  who 
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is  at  college,  one  day  tried  to  see  how  Mademoiselle  Wallfisch 
could  eat,  and  she  had  twice  of  soup,  and  then  she  said 
sivoplay ;  and  then  twice  of  fish,  and  she  said  sivoplay  for 
more ;  and  then  she  had  roast-mutton  —  no,  I  think,  roast- 
beef  it  was  ;  and  she  eats  the  pease  with  her  knife  ;  and  then 
she  had  raspberry  jam  pudding,  and  ever  so  much  beer,  and 
then  —  "  But  what  came  then  we  never  shall  know  ;  because 
while  young  Franklin  was  choking  with  laughter  (accompanied 
with  a  large  piece  of  orange)  at  the  ridiculous  recollection  of 
Miss  Wallfisch's  appetite,  his  manmia  and  sister  came  down 
stairs  from  Charlotte's  nursery,  and  brought  the  dear  boy's  con- 
versation to  an  end.  The  ladies  chose  to  go  home,  delighted 
with  Philip,  baby,  Charlotte.  Everything  was  so  proper. 
Everything  was  so  nice.  Mrs.  Firmin  was  so  lady-like.  The 
fine  ladies  watched  her,  and  her  behavior,  with  that  curiosity 
which  the  Brobdingnag  ladies  displayed  when  they  held  up 
little  Gulliver  on  their  palms,  and  saw  him  bow,  smile,  dance, 
draw  his  sword,  and  take  off  his  hat,  just  like  a  man. 


CHAPTER  Xin. 

IN   WHICH   THE  DRAWING-ROOMS  ARE  NOT  FURNISHED  AFTER  ALL. 

We  cannot  expect  to  be  loved  by  a  relative  whom  we  have 
knocked  into  an  illuminated  pond,  and  whose  coat-tails,  panta- 
loons, nether  limbs,  and  best  feelings  we  have  lacerated  with  ill 
treatment  and  broken  glass.  A  man  whom  3'ou  have  so  treated 
behind  his  back  will  not  be  sparing  of  his  punishment  behind 
yours.  Of  course  all  the  Twysdens,  male  and  female,  and 
Woolcomb,  the  dusky  husband  of  Philip's  former  love,  hated 
and  feared,  and  maligned  him ;  and  were  in  the  habit  of  speak- 
ing of  him  as  a  truculent  and  reckless  savage  and  monster,  coarse* 
and  brutal  in  his  language  and  behavior,  ragged,  dirty  and 
reckless  in  his  personal  appearance  ;  reeking  with  smoke,  per- 
petually reeling  in  drink,  indulging  in  oaths,  actions,  laughter 
which  rendered  him  intolerable  in  civilized  society.  The  Twys- 
dens, during  Philip's  absence  abroad,  had  been  vev}'  respectful 
and  assiduous  in  courting  the  new  head  of  the  Ringwood  famil3\ 
They  had  flattered  Sir  .John  and  paid  court  to  ray  lady.  They 
had  been  welcomed  at  Sir  John's  houses  in  town  and  country. 
They  had  adopted  his  politics  in  a  great  measure,  as  they  had 
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adopted  the  politics  of  the  deceased  peer.  They  had  never 
lost  an  opportunity  of  abusing  poor  Philip  and  of  ingratiating 
themselves.  They  had  never  refused  any  invitation  from  Sir 
John  in  town  or  country,  and  had  ended  by  utterly  boring  him 
and  Lady  Ringwood  and  the  Ringwood  family  in  general. 
Lady  Ringwood  learned  somewhere  how  pitilessly  Mrs.  Wool- 
comb  had  jilted  her  cousin  when  a  richer  suitor  appeared  in  the 
person  of  the  West  Indian.  Then  news  came  how  Philip  had 
administered  a  beating  to  Woolcomb,  to  young  Twysden,  to  a 
dozen  who  set  on  him.  The  early  prejudices  began  to  pass 
away.  A  friend  or  two  of  Philip's  told  Ringwood  how  he  was 
mistaken  in  the  young  man,  and  painted  a  portrait  of  him  in 
colors  much  more  favorable  than  those  which  his  kinsfolk  em- 
ploj'ed.  Indeed,  dear  relations,  if  the  public  wants  to  know 
our  little  faults  and  errors,  I  think  I  know  who  will  not  grudge 
the  requisite  information.  Dear  aunt  Candor,  are  you  not 
still  alive,  and  don't  you  know  what  we  had  for  dinner  yester- 
day, and  the  amount  (monstrous  extravagance  !)  of  the  washer- 
woman's bill? 

Well,  the  Twysden  family  so  bespattered  poor  Philip  with 
abuse,  and  represented  him  as  a  monster  of  such  hideous  mien, 
that  no  wonder  the  Ringwoods  avoided  him.  They  then  began 
to  grow  utterly  sick  and  tired  of  his  detractors.  And  then  Sir 
John,  happening  to  talk  with  his  brother  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment, Tregarvan,  in  the  House  of  Commons,  heard  quite  a 
different  story  regarding  our  friend  to  that  with  which  the 
Twysdens  had  regaled  him,  and,  with  no  little  surprise  on  Sir 
John's  part,  was  told  by  Tregarvan  how  honest,  rough,  worthy, 
affectionate  and  gentle  this  poor  maligned  fellow  was,  how  he 
liad  been  sinned  against  by  his  wretch  of  a  father,  whom  he 
had  forgiven  and  actually  helped  out  of  his  wretched  means, 
and  how  he  was  making  a  brave  battle  against  poverty,  and 
had  a  sweet  little  loving  wife  and  child,  whom  every  kind  heart 
would  willingly'  strive  to  help.  Because  people  are  rich  they 
are  not  of  necessity  ogres.  Because  the}''  are  born  gentlemen 
and  ladies  of  good  degree,  are  in  easy  circumstances,  and  have 
a  generous  education,  it  does  not  follow  that  they  are  heartless 
and  will  turn  their  back  on  a  friend.  Moi  qui  vous  parle  —  I 
have  been  in  a  gi'eat  strait  of  sickness  near  to  death,  and  the 
friends  who  came  to  help  me  with  every  comfort,  succor,  sj'm- 
pathy  were  actually  gentlemen,  who  lired  in  good  houses,  and 
had  a  good  education.  They  didn't  turn  away  because  I  was 
sick,  or  fly  from  me  because  they  thought  I  was  poor ;  on  the 
contrary,  hand,  purse,  succor,  sjTnpath}'  were  read}',  and  praise 
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be  to  heaven.  And  so  too  did  Philip  find  help  when  he  needed 
it,  and  succor  when  he  was  in  poverty.  Tregarvan,  we  will 
own,  was  a  pompous  little  man,  his  House  of  Commons  speeches 
were  dull,  and  his  written  documents  awfully  slow  ;  but  he  had 
a  kind  heart :  he  was  touched  by  that  picture  which  Laura 
drew  of  the  yomig  man's  poverty,  and  honesty,  and  simple 
hopefulness  in  the  midst  of  hard  times  :  and  we  have  seen  how 
the  European  Review  was  thus  entrusted  to  Mr.  Philip's  man- 
agement. Then  some  artful  friends  of  PhUip's  determined  that 
he  should  be  reconciled  to  his  relations,  who  were  well  to  do  in 
the  world,  and  might  serve  him.  And  I  wish,  dear  reader, 
that  your  respectable  relatives  and  mine  would  bear  this  little 
paragraph  in  mind  and  leavens  both  handsome  legacies.  Then 
Tregarvan  spoke  to  Sir  John  Ring  wood,  and  that  meeting  was 
brought  about,  where,  for  once  at  least,  Mr.  Philip  quarrelled 
with  nobod3\ 

And  now  came  another  little  piece  of  good  luck,  which,  I 
suppose,  must  be  attributed  to  the  same  kind  friend  who  had 
been  scheming  for  Philip's  benefit,  and  who  is  never  so  happy 
as  when  her  little  plots  for  her  friends'  benefit  can  be  made  to 
succeed.  Yes:  when  that  arch-jobber  —  don't  tell  me; — I 
never  knew  a  woman  worth  a  pin  who  wasn't  —  when  that  arch- 
jobber,  I  say,  has  achieved  a  job  by  which  some  friend  is  made 
happy,  her  eyes  and  cheeks  brighten  with  triumph.  Whether 
she  has  put  a  sick  man  into  a  hospital,  or  got  a  poor  woman  a 
family's  washing,  or  made  a  sinner  repent  and  return  to  wife, 
husband,  or  what  not,  that  woman  goes  off  and  pays  her  thanks, 
where  thanks  are  due,  with  such  fervor,  with  such  lightsome- 
ness,  with  such  happiness,  that  I  assure  you  she  is  a  sight  to 
behold.  Hush!  When  one  sinner  is  saved,  who  are  glad? 
Some  of  us  know  a  woman  or  two  pure  as  angels  —  know,  and 
are  thankful. 

When  the  person  about  whom  I  have  been  prattling  has  one 
of  her  benevolent  jobs  in  hand,  or  has  completed  it,  there  is  a 
sort  of  triumph  and  mischief  in  her  manner,  which  I  don't  know 
otherwise  how  to  describe.  She  does  not  understand  my  best 
jokes  at  this  period,  or  answers  them  at  random,  or  laughs 
very  absurdly  and  vacantly.  She  embraces  her  children  wildly, 
and,  at  the  most  absurd  moments,  is  utterly  unmindful  when 
they  are  saying  their  lessons,  prattling  their  little  questions  and 
so  forth.  I  recall  all  these  s3'mptoms  (and  put  this  and  that 
together,  as  the  saying  is)  as  happening  on  one  especial  day, 
at  the  commencement  of  Easter  Term,  eighteen  hundred  and 
never  mind  what  —  as  happening  on  one  especial  morning  when 
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this  lady  had  been  astoundingly  distraite  and  curiously  excited. 
I  now  remember,  how  during  her  children's  dinner-time,  she 
sat  looking  into  the  square  out  of  her  window,  and  scarcely 
attending  to  the  little  innocent  cries  for  mutton  which  the  chil- 
dren were  offering  up. 

At  last  there  was  a  rapid  clank  over  the  pavement,  a  tall 
figure  passed  the  parlor  windows,  which  our  kind  friends  know 
look  into  Queen  Square,  and  then  came  a  loud  ring  at  the  bell, 
and  I  thought  the  mistress  of  the  house  gave  an  ah  —  a  sigh  ^ 
as  though  her  heart  was  relieved. 

The  street  door  was  presently  opened,  and  then  the  dining- 
room  door,  and  Philip  walks  in  with  his  hat  on,  his  blue  eyes 
staring  before  him,  his  hair  flaming  about,  and  "La,  uncle 
Philip  !  "  cry  the  children.  "  What  have  you  done  to  3-ourself? 
You  have  shaved  off  your  moustache."  And  so  he  had,  I 
declare  ! 

"•  I  sa}',  Pen,  look  here  !  This  has  been  left  at  chambers  ; 
and  Cassidy  has  sent  it  on  by  his  clerk,"  our  friend  said.  I 
forget  whether  it  has  been  stated  that  Philip's  name  still  re- 
mained on  the  door  of  those  chambers  in  Parchment  Buildings, 
where  we  once  heard  his  song  of  "  Doctor  Luther,"  and  were 
present  at  his  call-supper. 

The  document  which  Philip  produced  was  actually  a  brief. 
The  papers  were  superscribed,  ^  In  Parliament,  Polwheedle  and 
Tredyddlura  Railway.  To  support  bill,  Mr.  Firmin  ;  retainer, 
five  guineas  ;  brief,  fiftj'  guineas  ;  consultation,  five  guineas. 
With  you  Mr.  Armstrong,  Sir  J.  Whitworth,  Mr.  Pinkerton." 
Here  was  a  wonder  of  wonders  !  A  shower  of  gold  was  poured 
out  on  my  friend.  A  Ught  dawned  upon  me.  The  proposed 
bill  was  for  a  Cornish  line.  Our  friend  Tregarvan  was  con- 
cerned in  it,  the  line  passing  through  his  property,  and  my 
wife  had  canvassed  him  privatel}',  and  by  her  wheedling  and 
blandishments  had  persuaded  Tregarvan  to  use  his  interest 
with  the  agents  and  get  Philip  this  welcome  aid. 

Philip  eyed  the  paper  with  a  queer  expression.  He  handled 
it  as  some  men  handle  a  baby.  He  looked  as  if  he  did  not 
know  what  to  do  with  it,  and  as  if  he  should  like  to  drop  it. 
I  believe  I  made  some  satirical  remark  to  this  effect  as  I  looked 
at  our  friend  with  his  paper. 

"He  holds  a  child  beautifully,"  said  my  wife  with  much  en- 
thusiasm ;  "  much  better  than  some  people  who  laugh  at  him." 

"  And  he  will  hold  this  no  doubt  much  to  his  credit.  May 
this  be  the  father  of  many  briefs.  May  3-ou  have  bags  full  of 
them  !  "     Philip  had  all  our  good  wishes.     They  did  not  cost 


164  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 

much,  or  avail  much,  but  they  were  sincere.  I  know  men  who 
can't  for  the  lives  of  them  give  even  that  cheap  coin  of  good 
will,  but  hate  their  neighbors'  prosperity,  and  are  angry  with 
them  when  the}'  cease  to  be  dependent  and  poor. 

We  have  said  how  Cassidy's  astonished  clerk  had  brought 
the  brief  from  chambers  to  Firmin  at  his  lodgings  at  Mrs. 
Brandon's  in  Thornhaugh  Street.  Had  a  bailiff  served  him 
with  a  writ,  Philip  could  not  have  been  more  surprised,  or  in 
a  greater  tremor,  A  brief  ?  Grands  Dieux  !  What  was  he  to 
do  with  a  brief.  He  thought  of  going  to  bed,  and  being  ill., 
or  flying  from  home,  country,  family.  Brief  ?  Charlotte,  oi' 
course,  seeing  her  husband  alarmed,  began  to  quake  too.  In- 
deed, if  his  worship's  finger  aches,  does  not  her  whole  body 
suffer?  But  Charlotte's  and  Philip's  constant  friend,  the  Little 
Sister,  felt  no  such  fear.  "  Now  there's  this  opening,  you  must 
take  it,  my  dear,"  she  said.  "  Suppose  j-ou  don't  know  much 
about  law  —  "  "Much!  nothing,"  interposed  Philip.  "You 
might  ask  me  to  play  the  piano ;  but  as  I  never  happened  to 
have  learned  —  " 

"La  —  don't  tell  me!  You  mustn't  show  a  faint  heart. 
Take  the  business,  and  do  it  as  best  3'ou  can.  You'll  do  it  bet' 
ter  next  time,  and  next.  The  Bar's  a  gentleman's  business. 
Don't  I  attend  a  judge's  lady,  which  I  remember  her  with  her 
first  in  a  little  bit  of  a  house  in  Bernard  Street,  Russell  Square  ; 
and  now  haven't  I  been  to  her  in  Eaton  Square,  with  a  butler 
and  two  footmen,  and  carriages  ever  so  many?  You  ma}^  work 
on  at  your  newspapers,  and  get  a  crust,  and  when  you're  old, 
and  if  you  quarrel  —  and  3^ou  have  a  knack  of  quarrelling  —  he 
has,  Mrs.  Firmin.  I  knew  him  before  you  did.  Quarrelsome 
he  is,  and  he  will  be,  though  you  think  him  an  angel,  to  be 
sure.  —  Suppose  you  quarrel  with  your  newspaper  masters,  and 
your  reviews,  and  that  you  lose  3'our  place.  A  gentleman  lilvc 
Mr.  Philip  oughtn't  to  have  a  master.  I  couldn't  bear  to  think 
of  3'our  going  down  of  a  Saturday  to  the  publishing  office  to  get 
your  wages  like  a  workman." 

"  But  I  am  a  workman,"  interposes  Philip. 

"  La !  But  do  3'ou  mean  to  remain  one  for  ever?  I  would 
rise,  if  I  was  a  man  !  "  said  the  intrepid  little  woman  ;  "I 
would  rise,  or  I'd  know  the  reason  why.  Who  knows  how 
man3'  in  famil3'  you're  going  to  be  ?  I'd  have  more  spirit  than 
to  live  in  a  second  floor  —  I  would  !  " 

And  the  Little  Sister  said  this,  thougli  she  clung  round 
Philip's  child  with  a  rapture  of  fondness  which  she  tried  in  vain 
k)  conceal ;  though  she  felt  that  to  part  from  it  would  be  to  part 
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from  her  life's  chief  happiness  ;  though  she  loved  Philip  as  her 
own  son :  and  Charlotte  —  well,  Charlotte  for  Philip's  sake  —  as 
women  love  other  women. 

Charlotte  came  to  her  friends  in  Queen  Square,  and  told  us 
of  the  resolute  Little  Sister's  advice  and  conversation.  She 
knew  that  Mrs.  Brandon  only  loved  her  as  something  belonging 
to  Philip.  She  admired  this  Little  Sister ;  and  trusted  her  ; 
and  could  afford  to  bear  that  little  somewhat  scornful  domina- 
tion which  Brandon  exercised.  "  She  does  not  love  me,  because 
Phihp  does,"  Charlotte  said.  "  Do  jou  think  I  could  like  her 
or  any  woman,  if  I  thought  Philip  loved  them?  I  could  kill 
them,  Laura,  that  I  could  ! "  And  at  this  sentiment  I  imagine 
daggers  shooting  out  of  a  pair  of  e3'es  that  were  ordinarily  very 
gentle  and  bright. 

Not  having  been  engaged  in  the  case  in  which  Philip  had 
the  honor  of  first  appearing,  I  cannot  enter  into  particulars  re- 
garding it,  but  am  sure  that  case  must  have  been  uncommonly 
strong  in  itself  which  could  survive  such  an  advocate.  He 
passed  a  frightful  night  of  torture  before  appearing  in  com- 
mittee-room. During  that  night,  he  says,  his  hair  grew  gray. 
His  old  college  friend  and  comrade  Pinkerton,  who  was  with 
him  in  the  case,  "  coached"  him  on  the  da}'  previous  ;  and  in- 
deed it  must  be  owned  that  the  work  which  he  had  to  perform 
was  not  of  a  nature  to  impair  the  inside  or  the  outside  of  his 
skull.  A  great  man  was  his  leader ;  his  friend  Pinkerton  fol- 
lowed ;  and  all  Mr.  Philip's  business  was  to  examine  a  half- 
dozen  witnesses  b}'  questions  previously  arranged  between  them 
and  the  agents. 

When  you  hear  that,  as  a  reward  of  his  services  in  this 
case,  Mr.  Firmin  received  a  sum  of  mone}'  sufficient  to  pay  his 
modest  family  expenses  for  some  four  months,  I  am  sure,  dear 
and  respected  literar}^  friends,  that  you  will  wish  the  lot  of  a  par- 
liamentary barrister  had  been  yom-s,  or  that  your  immortal  works 
could  be  paid  with  such  a  liberality  as  rewards  the  labors  of 
these  lawyers.  '■'•  Nimmer  erscheinen  die  Gotter  allein.^'  After 
one  agent  had  employed  Philip,  another  came  and  secured  his 
valuable  services  :  him  two  or  three  others  followed,  and  our 
friend  positiveh-  had  money  in  bank.  Not  only  were  apprehen- 
sions of  poverty  removed  for  the  present,  but  we  had  every 
reason  to  hope  that  Firmin's  prosperit}'  would  increase  and 
continue.  And  when  a  little  son  and  heir  was  born,  which 
ble^ing  was  conferred  upon  Mr.  Philip  about  a  year  after  his 
daughter,  our  godchild,  saw  the  hght,  we  should  have  thought 
it  shame  to  have  any  misgivings  about  the  future,  so  cheerful 
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did  Philip's  prospects  appear.  "  Did  I  not  tell  you,"  said  mv 
wife,  with  her  usual  kindling  romance,  "that  comfort  and 
succor  would  be  found  for  these  in  the  hour  of  their  need  ?  " 
Amen.  We  were  gi'ateful  that  comfort  and  succor  should 
come.  No  one,  I  am  sure,  was  more  humbly  thankful  than 
Philip  himself  for  the  fortunate  chances  which  befell  him. 

He  was  alarmed  rather  than  elated  by  his  sudden  prosperity. 
"It  can't  last,"  he  said.  "Don't  tell  me.  The  attornej^s 
must  find  me  out  before  long.  They  cannot  continue  to  give 
their  business  to  such  an  ignoramus :  and  I  reall}'  think  I  must 
remonstrate  with  them."  You  should  have  seen  the  Little 
Sister's  indignation  when  Philip  uttered  this  sentiment  in  her 
presence.  "Give  up  your  business?  Yes,  do!"  she  cried, 
tossing  up  Philip's  youngest  born.  "Fling  tliis  baby  out  of 
window,  wh}'  not  indeed,  which  heaven  has  sent  it  you !  You 
ought  to  go  down  on  3'our  knees  and  ask  pardon  for  having 
thought  anything  so  wicked."  Philip's  heir,  by  the  way,  im- 
mediatel}'  on  his  entrance  into  the  world,  had  become  the  prime 
favorite  of  this  unreasoning  woman.  The  little  daughter  was 
passed  over  as  a  little  person  of  no  account,  and  so  began  to 
entertain  the  passion  of  jealousy  at  almost  the  ver}^  earliest  age 
at  which  even  the  female  breast  is  capable  of  enjoying  it. 

And  though  this  Little  Sister  loved  all  these  people  with  an 
almost  ferocious  passion  of  love,  and  lay  awake,  I  believe, 
hearing  their  infantine  cries,  or  crept  on  stealth}'  feet  in  dark- 
ness to  their  mother's  chamber-door,  behind  which  they  la}' 
sleeping ;  though  she  had,  as  it  were,  a  rage  for  these  infants, 
and  was  wretched  out  of  their  sight,  yet,  when  a  third  and  a 
fourth  brief  came  to  Philip,  and  he  was  enabled  to  put  a  little 
money  aside,  nothing  would  content  Mrs.  Brandon  but  that  he 
should  go  into  a  house  of  his  own.  "  A  gentleman,"  she  said, 
"ought  not  to  live  in  a  two-pair  lodging ;  he  ought  to  have  a 
house  of  his  own."  So,  you  see,  she  hastened  on  the  prepara- 
tions for  her  own  execution.  She  trudged  to  the  brokers'  shops 
and  made  wonderful  bargains  of  furniture.  She  cut  chintzes, 
and  covered  sofas,  and  sewed,  and  patched,  and  fitted.  She 
found  a  house  and  took  it — Milman  Street,  Guildford  Street, 
opposite  the  Fondling,  (as  the  dear  little  soul  called  it,)  a  most 
genteel,  quiet  little  sti'eet,  "and  quite  near  for  me  to  come," 
she  said,  "to  see  my  dears."  Did  she  speak  with  dry  eyes? 
Mine  moisten  sometimes  when  I  think  of  the  faith,  of  the  gen- 
erosity, of  the  sacrifice,  of  that  devoted,  loving  creature. 

I  am  very  fond  of  Charlotte.  Her  sweetness  and  simplicity 
won  all  our  hearts  at  home.     No  wife  or  mother  ever  was  more 
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attached  and  affectionate  ;  but  I  own  there  was  a  time  when  I 
hated  her,  though  of  course  that  highly  principled  woman,  the 
wife  of  the  author  of  the  present  memoirs,  says  that  the  state- 
ment I  am  making  here  is  stuff  and  nonsense,  not  to  say  im- 
moral and  irreligious.  Well,  then,  I  hated  Charlotte  for  thft 
horrible  eagerness  which  she  showed  in  getting  away  from  this 
Little  Sister,  who  clung  round  those  children,  whose  first  cries 
she  had  heard.  I  hated  Charlotte  for  a  cruel  happiness  which 
she  felt  as  she  hugged  the  children  to  her  heart :  her  own  chil- 
dren in  their  own  room,  whom  she  would  dress,  and  watch,  and 
wash,  and  tend ;  and  for  whom  she  wanted  no  aid.  No  aid, 
entendez-votts ?  Oh,  it  was  a  shame,  a  shame!  In  the  new 
house,  in  the  pleasant  little  trim  new  nursery,  (fitted  up  by 
whose  fond  hands  we  will  not  sa}',)  is  the  mother  glaring  over  the 
cot,  where  the  little,  soft,  round  cheeks  are  pillowed  ;  and  yon- 
der in  the  rooms  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  where  she  had  tended 
them  for  two  years,  the  Little  Sister  sits  lonely,  as  the  moon- 
light streams  in.  God  help  thee,  little  sufiering  faithful  heart! 
Never  but  once  in  her  life  before  had  she  known  so  exquisite 
a  pain. 

Of  course,  we  had  an  entertainment  in  the  new  house  ;  and 
Phihp's  friends,  old  and  new,  came  to  the  house-wai'ming.  The 
family  coach  of  the  Ringwoods  blocked  up  that  astonished  little 
street.  The  powder  on  their  footmen's  heads  nearly  brushed 
the  ceiling,  as  the  monsters  rose  when  the  guests  passed  in  and 
out  of  the  hall.  The  Little  Sister  merely  took  charge  of  the 
tea-room.  Philip's  "  library  "  was  that  usual  little  cupboard 
beyond  the  dining-room.  The  little  drawing-room  was  dread- 
fully crowded  by  an  ex-nursery  piano,  which  the  Ringwoods 
bestowed  upon  their  friends  ;  and  somebody  was  in  duty  bound 
to  play  upon  it  on  the  evening  of  this  soiree :  though  the  Little 
Sister  chafed  down  stairs  at  the  music.  In  fact  her  very  words 
were  "  Rat  that  piano!"  She  "  ratted  "  the  instrument,  he- 
L-ause  the  music  would  wake  her  little  dears  up  stairs.  And  that 
music  did  wake  them  ;  and  they  howled  melodiousl}',  and  the 
Little  Sister,  who  was  about  to  serve  Lady  Jane  Tregarvan  with 
some  tea,  dashed  up  stairs  to  the  nursery :  and  Charlotte  had 
reached  the  room  already  :  and  she  looked  angry  when  the 
Little  Sister  came  in  :  and  she  said,  "  I  am  sure,  Mrs.  Brandon, 
the  people  down  stairs  will  be  wanting  their  tea ;  "  and  she 
spoke  with  some  asperity.  And  Mrs.  Brandon  went  down  stairs 
without  one  word  ;  and,  happening  to  be  on  the  landing,  con- 
versing with  a  friend,  and  a  little  out  of  the  way  of  the  duet 
which   the   Miss   Ringwoods  were   performing  —  riding   their 
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great  old  horse,  as  it  were,  and  putting  it  through  its  paces  in 
Mrs.  Firmin's  little  paddock;  —  happening,  I  say,  to  be  on  the 
landing  when  Caroline  passed,  I  took  a  hand  as  cold  as  stone, 
and  never  saw  a  look  of  grief  more  tragic  than  that  worn  b3^ 
her  poor  little  face  as  it  passed.  "  M}- children  cried,"  she 
said,  "  and  I  went  up  to  the  nursery.  But  she  don't  want  me 
there  now."  Poor  Little  Sister !  She  humbled  herself  and 
grovelled  before  Charlotte.  You  could  not  help  trampling  upon 
her  then,  madam;  audi  hated  you  —  and  a  great  number  of 
other  women.  Ridlc}^  and  I  went  down  to  her  tea-room,  where 
Caroline  resumed  her  place.  She  looked  ver}^  nice  and  pi-etty, 
with  her  pale  sweet  face,  and  her  neat  cap  and  blue  ribbon. 
Tortures  I  know  she  was  suffering.  Charlotte  had  been  stab- 
bing her.  Women  will  use  the  edge  sometimes,  and  drive  the 
steel  in.  Charlotte  said  to  me,  some  time  afterwards,  "  I  loas 
jealous  of  her,  and  you  were  right ;  and  a  dearer,  more  faithful 
creature  never  lived."  But  who  told  Charlotte  I  said  she  was 
jealous?  O  fool!  I  told  Ridley,  and  Mr.  Ridley  told  Mrs. 
Firmin. 

If  Charlotte  stabbed  Carohne,  Caroline  could  not  help  com- 
ing back  again  and  again  to  the  knife.  On  Sundays,  when  she 
was  free,  there  was  always  a  place  for  her  at  Philip's  modest 
table ;  and  when  Mrs.  Philip  went  to  church,  Caroline  was 
allowed  to  reign  in  the  nursery.  Sometimes  Charlotte  was 
generous  enough  to  give  Mrs.  Brandon  this  chance.  When 
Philip  took  a  house  —  a  whole  house  to  himself — Phihp's  moth- 
er-in-law proposed  to  come  and  stay  with  him,  and  said  that, 
wishing  to  be  beholden  to  no  one,  she  would  pay  for  her  board 
and  lodging.  But  Philip  declined  this  treat,  representing,  justly, 
that  his  present  house  was  no  bigger  than  his  former  lodgings. 
"  My  poor  love  is  dying  to  have  me,"  Mrs.  Baynes  remarked 
on  this.  "  But  her  husband  is  so  crael  to  her,  and  keeps  her 
under  such  terror,  that  she  dares  not  call  her  hfe  her  own.'' 
Cruel  to  her !  Charlotte  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy  in  her 
little  house.  In  consequence  of  his  parhamentary  success, 
Philip  went  regularly  to  chambers  now,  in  the  fond  hope  that 
more  briefs  might  come.  At  chambers  he  likewise  conducted  the 
chief  business  of  his  Review :  and,  at  the  accustomed  hour  of  his 
return,  that  usual  httle  procession  of  mother  and  child  and 
nurse  would  be  seen  on  the  watch  for  him ;  and  the  Aoung 
woman  —  the  happiest  young  woman  in  Christendom  —  would 
walk  back  clinging  on  her  husband's  arm. 

All  tliis  while  letters  came  from  Philip's  dear  father  at  New 
York,  where,  it  appeared,  he  was  engaged  not  only  in  his  pro- 


ON    HIS   WAY   THROUGH   THE   WORLD.  169 

iession,  but  in  various  speculations,  with  whicli  he  was  always 
about  to  make  his  fortune.  One  day  Philip  got  a  newspaper 
advertising  a  new  insurance  compaiw,  and  saw,  to  his  astonish- 
ment, the  announcement  of  ''  Counsel  in  London,  PhiUp  Firmin, 
Esq.,  Parchment  Buildings,  Temple."  A  paternal  letter  prom- 
ised Philip  gi-eat  fees  out  of  this  insurance  compan}',  but  I  never 
heard  that  poor  Philip  was  an}'  the  richer.  In  fact  his  friends 
advised  him  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  this  insm-ance  company, 
and  to  make  no  allusion  to  it  in  his  letters.  ''  They  feared  the 
Danai,  and  the  gifts  they  brought,"  as  old  Firmin  would  have 
said.  They  had  to  impress  upon  Philip  an  abiding  mistrust  of 
that  wily  old  Greek,  his  father.  Firmin  senior  always  wrote 
hopefully  and  magnificently,  and  persisted  in  believing  or  de- 
claring that  ere  very  long  he  should  have  to  announce  to  Philip 
that  his  fortune  was  made.  He  speculated  in  Wall  Street,  I 
don't  know  in  what  shares,  inventions,  mines,  railways.  One 
day,  some  few  months  after  his  migration  to  Milman  Street, 
Philip,  blushing  and  hanging  down  his  head,  had  to  tell  me  that 
his  father  had  drawn  upon  him  again.  Had  he  not  paid  up  his 
shares  in  a  certain  mine,  they  would  have  been  forfeited,  and 
he  and  his  son  offer  him  would  have  lost  a  certain  fortune,  old 
Danaus  said.  I  fear  an  artful,  a  long-bow-pulUng  Danaus. 
What,  shall  a  man  have  birth,  wealth,  friends,  high  position, 
and  end  so  that  we  dare  not  leave  him  alone  in  the  room  with 
our  spoons  ?  ' '  And  you  have  paid  this  bill  which  the  old  man 
drew?"  we  asked.  Yes,  Philip  had  paid  the  bill.  He  vowed 
he  would  pa}'  no  more.  But  it  was  not  difficult  to  see  that  the 
doctor  would  draw  more  bills  upon  this  accommodating  banker. 
"  T  dread  the  letters  which  begin  with  a  flourish  about  the  for- 
tune which  he  is  just  going  to  make,"  Philip  said.  He  knew 
that  the  old  parent  prefaced  his  demands  for  money  in  that 
wa}'. 

Mention  has  been  made  of  a  great  medical  discover}'  which 
he  had  announced  to  his  correspondent,  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  by 
which  the  doctor  declared  as  usual  that  he  was  about  to  make 
a  fortune.  In  New  Y^'ork  and  Boston  he  had  tried  experiments 
which  had  been  attended  with  the  most  astonishing  success. 
A  remedy  was  discovered,  the  mere  sale  of  which  in  Europe 
and  America  must  bring  an  immense  revenue  to  the  fortunate 
inventors.  For  the  ladies  whom  Mrs.  Brandon  attended,  the 
remedy  was  of  priceless  value.  He  would  send  her  some.  His 
friend.  Captain  Morgan,  of  the  Southampton  packet-ship,  would 
bring  ber  some  of  this  astonishing  medicine.  Let  her  tiy  it. 
Let  her  show  the  accompanying  cases  to  Doctor  Goodenough 
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—  to  aD3'^  of  his  brother  physicians  in  London.  Though  himself 
an  exile  from  his  couutr^',  he  loved  it,  and  was  proud  in  being 
able  to  confer  upon  it  one  of  the  greatest  blessings  with  which 
science  had  endowed  mankind. 

Goodenough,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  had  such  a  mistrust  of  his 
confrere  that  he  chose  to  disbelieve  any  statement  Firmin  made. 
"  I  don't  believe,  my  good  Brandon,  the  fellow  has  nous  enough 
to  light  upon  an}^  scientific  discover}^  more  useful  than  a  new 
sauce  for  cutlets.  He  invent  anything  but  fibs,  never !  "  You 
see  this  Goodenough  is  an  obstinate  old  heathen  ;  and  when 
he  has  once  found  reason  to  mistrust  a  man,  he  for  ever  after 
declines  to  believe  him. 

However,  the  doctor  is  a  man  for  ever  on  the  look-out  for 
more  knowledge  of  his  profession,  and  for  more  remedies  to 
benefit  mankind :  he  hummed  and  ha'd  over  the  pamphlet,  as 
the  Little  Sister  sat  watching  him  in  his  study.  He  clapped  it 
down  after  a  while,  and  slapped  his  hands  on  his  little  legs  as 
his  wont  is.  "Brandon,"  he  says,  "I  think  there  is  a  great 
deal  in  it,  and  I  think  so  the  more  because  it  turns  out  that 
Firmin  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  discovery,  which  has  been 
made  at  Boston."  In  fact,  Dr.  Firmin,  late  of  London,  had 
only  been  present  in  the  Boston  hospital,  where  the  experi- 
ments were  made  with  the  new  remedy.  He  had  cried  ' '  Halves," 
and  proposed  to  sell  it  as  a  secret  remedy,  and  the  bottle  which 
he  forwarded  to  our  friend  the  Little  Sister  was  labelled  "  Fir- 
min's  Anodyne."  What  Firmin  did,  indeed,  was  what  he  had 
been  in  the  habit  of  doing.  He  had  taken  another  man's  prop- 
ert}^  and  was  endeavoring  to  make  a  flourish  with  it.  The 
Little  Sister  returned  home,  then,  with  her  bottle  of  Chloroform 

—  for  this  was  what  Dr.  Firmin  chose  to  call  his  discovery,  and 
he  had  sent  home  a  specimen  of  it ;  as  he  sent  home  a  cask  of 
petroleum  from  Virginia  ;  as  he  sent  proposals  for  new  railways 
upon  which  he  promised  PhiUp  a  munificent  commission,  if  his 
son  could  but  place  the  shares  amongst  his  friends. 

And  with  regard  to  these  valuables,  the  sanguine  doctor  got 
to  believe  that  he  really  was  endowing  his  son  with  large  sums 
of  money.  "  My  boy  has  set  up  a  house,  and  has  a  wife  and 
two  children,  the  3'oung  jackanapes  !  "  he  would  say  to  people 
in  New  York  ;  "  as  if  he  had  not  been  extravagant  enough  in 
former  days  !  When  I  married,  I  had  private  means,  and  mar- 
ried a  nobleman's  niece  with  a  large  fortune.  Neither  of  these 
two  young  folks  has  a  penny.  Well,  well,  the  old  father  musj 
help  them  as  well  as  he  can  !  "  And  I  am  told  there  were  ladies 
who  dropped  the  tear  of  sensibility,  and  said,  "What  a  foud 
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father  this  doctor  is  !  How  he  sacrifices  himself  for  that  scape- 
grace of  a  son  !  Think  of  the  dear  doctor  at  his  age,  toiling 
cheerfully  for  that  young  man,  who  helped  to  ruin  him  !  "  And 
Firmin  sighed  ;  and  passed  a  beautiful  white  handkerchief  over 
his  ayes  with  a  beautiful  white  hand  ;  and,  I  believe,  really  cried  ; 
and  thought  himself  quite  a  good,  affectionate,  injured  man. 
He  aeld  the  plate  at  church  ;  he  looked  very  handsome  and  tall, 
and  bowed  with  a  charming  melancholy  grace  to  the  ladies  as 
they  put  in  their  contributions.  The  dear  man  !  His  plate  was 
fuller  than  other  people's  —  so  a  traveller  told  ns  who  saw  him 
in  Kew  York ;  and  described  a  very  choice  dinner  which  the 
doctor  gave  to  a  few  friends,  at  one  of  the  smartest  hotels  just 
then  opened. 

With  all  the  Little  Sister's  good  management  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Philip  were  only  able  to  install  themselves  in  their  new  house  at 
a  considerable  expense,  and  bej'ond  that  great  Ring  wood  piano 
which  swaggered  in  Philip's  little  drawing-room,  I  am  constrained 
to  say  that  there  was  scarce  an}^  furniture  at  all.  One  of  the  rail- 
way accounts  was  not  paid  as  j-et,  and  poor  Philip  could  not  feed 
upon  mere  paper  promises  to  pay.  Nor  was  he  inclined  to  accept 
the  offers  of  private  friends,  who  were  willing  enough  to  be  his 
bankers.  ' '  One  in  a  famil}'  is  enough  for  that  kind  of  business," 
he  said,  gloomily ;  and  it  came  out  that  again  and  again  the 
interesting  exile  at  New  York  who  was  deploring  his  son's 
extravagance  and  foolish  marriage,  had  drawn  bills  upon  Philip 
which  our  friend  accepted  and  paid  —  bills,  who  knows  to  what 
amount  ?  He  has  never  told  ;  and  the  engaging  parent  who 
robbed  liira  —  must  I  use  a  word  so  unpolite  ?  —  will  never  now 
tell  to  what  extent  he  helped  himself  to  Phihp's  small  means. 
This  I  know.;  that  when  autumn  came  —  when  September  was 
past  —  we  in  our  cosy  little  retreat  at  the  seaside  received  a  let- 
ter from  the  Little  Sister,  in  her  dear  little  bad  spelling,  (about 
which  there  used  to  be  somehow  a  pathos  which  the  very  finest 
writing  does  not  possess  ;)  there  came,  I  sa}-,  a  letter  from  the 
Little  Sister  in  which  she  told  us,  with  many  dashes,  that  dear 
Mrs.  Philip  and  the  children  were  pining  and  sick  in  London, 
and  "that  Philip,  he  had  too  much  pride  and  sperit  to  take 
money  from  an}^  one ;  that  Mr.  Tregarvan  was  away  travel- 
ling on  the  continent,  and  that  wretch  —  that  monster,  yo^l 
know  who  —  have  drawn  upon  Philip  again  for  mone}',  and 
again  he  have  paid,  and  the  dear,  dear  children  can't  have 
fresh  air." 

"  Did  she  tell  you,"  said  Philip,  brushing  his  hands  across 
his  eyes  when  a  friend  came  to  remonstrate  with  him,  "  did  she 
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tell  you  that  she  brought  me  money  herself,  but  we  would  not 
use  it  ?  Look !  I  have  her  little  marriage  gift  yonder  in  my 
desk,  and  pray  God  I  shall  be  able  to  leave  it  to  my  children. 
The  fact  is,  the  doctor  has  drawn  upon  me  as  usual ;  he  is  gcing 
to  make  a  fortune  next  week.  I  have  paid  another  bill  of  his. 
The  parliamentary  agents  are  out  of  town,  at  theh'  moors  in  S^t- 
land,  I  suppose.  The  air  of  Russell  Square  is  uncommonly  whole- 
some, and  when  the  babies  have  had  enough  of  that,  why,  they 
must  change  it  for  Brunswick  Square.  Talk  about  the  country  ! 
what  countr}'  can  be  more  quiet  than  Guildford  Street  in  Sep- 
tember ?  I  stretch  out  of  a  morning,  and  breathe  the  mountain- 
air  on  Ludgate  Hill."  And  with  these  dismal  pleasantries  and 
jokes  our  friend  chose  to  put  a  good  face  upon  bad  fortune. 
The  kinsmen  of  Ringwood  offered  hospitality  kindly  enough, 
but  how  was  poor  Philip  to  pay  railway  expenses  for  servants, 
babies,  and  wife  ?  In  this  strait  Tregarvan  from  abroad,  having 
found  out  some  monstrous  design  of  Rass —  of  the  great  Power 
of  which  he  stood  in  daily  terror,  and  which,  as  we  are  in  strict 
amitj'  with  that  Power,  no  other  Power  shall  induce  me  to  name 
—  Tregarvan  wrote  to  his  editor,  and  communicated  to  him  in 
confidence  a  most  prodigious  and  nefarious  plot  against  the 
liberties  of  all  the  rest  of  Europe,  in  which  the  Power  in  ques- 
tion was  engaged,  and  in  a  postscript  added,  "  B3'  the  way,  the 
Michaelmas  quarter  is  due,  and  I  send  you  a  cheque,"  &c.  &c. 
O  precious  postscript. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  3-ou  it  would  be  so?"  said  my  wife,  with  a 
self-satisfied   air.      "  Was   I   not   certain    that    succor  would 


come  r 


And  succor  did  come,  sure  enough  ;  and  a  very  happy  little 
party  went  down  to  Brighton  in  a  second-class  carriage,  and 
got  an  extraordinarily  cheap  lodging,  and  the  roses  came  back 
to  the  little  pale  cheeks,  and  mamma  was  wonderfully  invig- 
orated and  refreshed,  as  all  her  friends  could  have  seen  when 
the  little  family  came  back  to  town,  onlj'  there  was  such  a  thick 
dun  fog  that  it  was  impossible  to  see  complexions  at  all. 

When  the  shooting  season  was  come  to  an  end,  the  parlia- 
mentary agents  who  had  emplojed  Philip,  came  back  to  Lon- 
don ;  and,  I  am  happy  to  say,  gave  him  a  cheque  for  his  little 
account.  M}^  wife  cried,  "  Did  I  not  tell  you  so?  "  more  than 
ever.  "Is  not  everj-thing  for  the  best?  I  knew  dear  Philip 
would  prosper ! " 

Ever3-thing  was  for  the  best,  was  it?  Philip  was  sure  to 
prosper,  was  he?  What  do  j-ou  think  of  the  next  news  which 
the  poor  fellow  brought  to  us?    One  night  in  December  he  came 
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to  as,  and  I  saw  by  his  face  that  some  event  of  importance  had 
befallen  him. 

"  I  am  almost  heart-broken,"  he  said,  thumping  on  the  table 
wh€u  the  young  ones  had  retreated  from  it.  "I  don't  know 
what  to  do.  I  have  not  told  you  all.  I  have  paid  four  bills  for 
him  already,  and  now  he  has  —  he  has  signed  my  name." 

"Who  has?" 

"He  at  New  York.  You  know,"  said  poor  Philip.  "I 
tell  you  he  has  put  my  name  on  a  bill,  and  without  my 
authority." 

' '  Gracious  heavens  !  Y^'ou  mean  your  father  has  for —  "  I 
could  not  say  the  word. 

"  Yes,"  groaned  Phihp.  "  Here  is  a  letter  from  him  ;  "  and 
he  handed  a  letter  across  the  table  in  the  doctor's  well-known 
handwriting. 

"  Dearest  Philip,"  the  father  wrote,  "  a  sad  misfortune  has  befallen 
rae,  which  I  had  hoped  to  conceal,  or  at  any  rate,  to  avert  from  my  dear 
son.  For  you,  Philip,  are  a  participator  in  that  misfortune  through  the 
imprudence  —  must  I  say  if?  — of  your  father.  Would  I  had  struck  off 
the  hand  which  has  done  the  deed,  ere  it  had  been  done !  But  the  fault  has 
taken  wings  and  flown  out  of  my  reach.  Imnieritus,  dear  boy,  you  have  to 
suffer  for  the  delicta  viajorum.  Ah,  that  a  father  should  have  to  own  his 
fault ;  to  kneel  and  ask  pardon  of  his  son  ! 

"  I  am  engaged  in  many  speculations.  Some  have  succeeded  beyond  my 
wildest  hopes  :  some  have  taken  in  the  most  rational,  the  most  prudent,  the 
least  sanguine  of  our  capitalists  in  Wall  Street,  and  promising  the  greatest 
results  have  ended  in  the  most  extreme  failure !  To  meet  a  call  in  an 
undertaking  which  seemed  to  offer  the  most  certain  prospects  of 
success,  which  seemed  to  promise  a  fortune  for  me  and  my  boy,  and  your 
dear  children,  I  put  in  amongst  other  securities  which  I  had  to  realize  on  a 
sudden,  a  bill,  on  which  I  used  your  name.  I  dated  it  as  drawn  six  months 
back  by  me  at  New  York,  on  you  at  Parchment  Buildings,  Temple ;  and  I 
wrote  your  acceptance,  as  though  the  signature  were  yours.  I  give  myself 
up  to  you.  I  tell  you  what  I  have  done.  Make  the  matter  public.  Give 
my  confession  to  the  world,  as  here  I  write,  and  sign  it,  and  your  father  is 
branded  for  ever  to  the  world  as  a Spare  me  the  word  ! 

"  As  I  live,  as  I  hope  for  your  forgiveness,  long  ere  that  bill  became  due 
—  it  is  at  five  months'  date,  for  386/.  4s.  3c?.  value  received,  and  dated  from 
the  Temple,  on  the  4th  of  July  —  I  passed  it  to  one  who  promised  to 
keep  it  until  I  myself  should  redeem  it !  The  commission  which  he  charged 
me  was  enormous,  rascally ;  and  not  content  with  the  immense  interest  which 
he  extorted  from  me,  the  scoundrel  has  passed  the  bill  away,  and  it  is  in 
Europe,  in  the  hands  of  an  enemy. 

"  You  remember  Tufton  Hunt  ?  Yes.  You  viost  justly  chastised  him. 
The  wretch  lately  made  his  detested  appearance  in  this  citj',  associated  with 
the  lowest  of  the  base,  and  endeavored  to  resume  liis  old  practice  of  threats,  ca- 
joleries, and  extortions  !  In  a,  fatal  hour  the  villain  heard  of  the  bill  of  which 
I  have  warned  you.  He  purchased  it  from  the  gambler,  to  whom  it  had 
been  passed.  As  New  York  was  speedily  too  hot  to  hold  him  (for  th»  un- 
happy man  has  even  left  me  to  pay  his  hotel  score)  he  has  fled  —  and  fled  to 
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Europe  —  taking  with  him  that  fatal  bill,  which  he  says  he  knows  you  will 
pay.  All !  dear  Philip,  if  that  bill  were  but  once  out  of  the  wretch's  htnds  ! 
What  sleepless  hours  of  agony  should  I  be  spared !  I  pray  you,  I  implore 
you,  make  every  sacrifice  to  meet  it !  You  will  not  disown  it  ?  No  As 
you  have  cliildren  of  your  own  —  as  you  love  them  —  you  would  not  will- 
ingly let  them  leave  a  dishonored 

"  Fathee." 

" I  have  a  share  in  a  great  medical  discovery*  regarding  which  ]  have 
written  to  our  friend,  Mrs.  Brandon,  and  which  is  sure  to  realize  in  im- 
mense profit,  as  introduced  into  England  by  a  physician  so  well  known  — 
may  I  not  say  professionally  1  respected  as  myself.  The  very  first  profits  re- 
sulting from  that  discovery  I  promise,  on  my  honor,  to  devote  t)  yoa. 
They  will  vei'y  s,oon  far  more  than  repay  the  loss  which  my  imprudence  has 
brought  on  my  dear  boy.    Farewell !    Love  to  your  wife  and  little  ones. 

"  G.  B.  F." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

NEC    PLENA    CRUORIS   HIRUDO. 

The  reading  of  this  precious  letter  filled  Philip's  friend  with 
an  inward  indignation  which  it  was  ver}'  hard  to  control  or  dis- 
guise. It  is  no  pleasant  task  to  tell  a  gentleman  that  his  father 
is  a  rogue.  Old  Firmin  would  have  been  hanged  a  few  3'^ears 
earlier,  for  practices  like  these.  As  30U  talk  with  a  ver}^  great 
scoundrel,  or  with  a  madman,  has  not  the  respected  reader 
sometimes  reflected,  with  a  grim  self-humiliation,  how  the  fel- 
low is  of  our  own  kind  ;  and  homo  est  ?  Let  us,  dearly  beloved, 
who  are  outside  —  I  mean  outside  the  hulks  or  the  as^'lum  —  be 
thankful  that  we  have  to  pay  a  barber  for  snipping  our  hair, 
and  are  entiaisted  with  the  choice  of  the  cut  of  our  own  jerkins. 
As  poor  Philip  read  his  father's  letter,  my  thought  was  :  "  And 
I  can  remember  the  soft  white  hand  of  that  scoundrel,  which 
has  just  been  forging  his  own  son's  name,  putting  sovereigns 
into  my  own  palm,  when  I  was  a  schoolboy."  I  alwa^^s  liked 
that  man  :  —  bnt  the  story  is  not  de  me  —  it  regards  Philip. 

"  You  won't  pay  this  isill?"  Philip's  fi'iend  indignantly  said, 
then. 

"  What  can  I  do?"  says  poor  Phil,  shaking  a  sad  head. 

"  You  are  not  worth  five  hundred  pounds  in  the  world,"  re- 
marks the  friend. 

*  yEther  was  first  employed,  I  believe,  in  America  ;  and  I  liope  the 
reader  will  excuse  the  substitution  of  Cliloroform  in  this  instance.  — 
W.  M.  T. 
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"  Who  ever  said  I  was?  I  am  worth  this  bill :  or  mj credit 
is,"  answers  the  victim. 

"  If  you  pa}'  this,  he  will  draw  more." 

"  I  dare  say  he  will :  "  that  Firmin  admits. 

*'  And  he  will  continue  to  draw  as  long  as  there  is  a  drop  of 
blood  to  be  had  out  of  you." 

','  Yes,"  owns  poor  Philip,  putting  a  finger  to  his  lip.  He 
thought  I  might  be  about  to  speak.  His  artless  wife  and  mine 
were  conversing  at  that  moment  upon  the  respective  merits  of 
some  sweet  chintzes  which  they  had  seen  at  Schoolbred's  in 
Tottenham  Court  Road,  and  which  were  so  cheap  and  pleasant, 
and  lively  to  look  at !  Really  those  drawing-room  curtains 
would  cost  scarcely  anything !  Our  Regulus,  you  see,  before 
stepping  into  his  torture-tub,  was  smiling  on  his  friends,  and 
talking  upholstery  with  a  cheerful,  smirking  countenance.  On 
chintz,  or  some  other  household  errand,  the  ladies  went  prat- 
tling off:  but  there  was  no  care,  save  for  husband  and  children, 
in  Charlotte's  poor  little  innocent  heart  just  then. 

"Nice  to  hear  her  talking  about  sweet  drawing-room  chintzes, 
isn't  it?"  says  Philip.  "  Shall  we  try  Schoolbred's  or  the  other 
shop  ?  "  And  then  he  laughs.     It  was  not  a  very  lively  laugh. 

"  You  mean  that  you  are  determined,  then,  on  —  " 

"  On  acknowledging  my  signature  ?  Of  course,"  says  Philip, 
"■  if  ever  it  is  presented  to  me,  I  would  own  it."  And  having 
formed  and  announced  this  resolution,  I  knew  m}'  stubborn 
friend  too  well  to  think  that  he  ever  would  shirk  it. 

The  most  exasperating  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  however 
generously  Philip's  friends  might  be  disposed  towards  him,  they 
could  not  in  this  case  give  him  a  helping  hand.  The  doctor 
would  draw  more  bills,  and  more.  As  sure  as  Philip  supplied, 
the  parent  would  ask  ;  and  that  devouring  dragon  of  a  doctor 
hud  stomach  enough  for  the  l)lood  of  all  of  us,  were  we  inclined 
to  give  it.  In  fact,  Philip  saw  as  much,  and  owned  ever^'thing 
with  his  usual  candor.  "  I  see  what  is  going  on  in  your  mind, 
old  boy,"  tlie  poor  fellow  said,  "  as  well  as  if  you  spoke.  You 
mean  that  I  am  helpless  and  irreclaimable,  and  doomed  to  hope- 
less ruin.  So  it  would  seem.  A  man  can't  escape  his  fate, 
friend,  and  my  father  has  made  mine  for  mc.  If  I  manage  to 
struggle  through  the  payment  of  this  bill,  of  course  he  will  draw 
another.  M3-  only  chance  of  escape  is,  that  he  should  succeed 
in  some  of  his  speculations.  As  he  is  always  gambling,  there 
may  be  some  luck  for  him  one  day  or  another.  He  won't  bene- 
fit me,  then.  That  is  not  his  way.  If  he  makes  a  comjo,  he  will 
keep  the  money,  or  spend  it.     He  won't  give  me  an}'.     But  be 
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will  not  draw  upon  me  as  he  does  now,  or  send  forth  fancy 
imitations  of  the  filial  autograph.  It  is  a  blessing  to  have  such 
a  father,  isn't  it?  I  say,  Pen,  as  I  think  from  whom  I  am 
descended,  and  look  at  your  spoons,  I  am  astonished  I  have 
not  put  any  of  them  in  my  pocket.  You  leave  me  in  the  room 
with  'em  quite  unprotected.  I  say,  it  is  quite  affecting  the  way 
in  which  you  and  your  dear  wife  have  confidence  in  me."  And 
with  a  bitter  execration  at  his  fate,  the  poor  fellow  pauses  for 
a  moment  in  his  lament. 

His  father  was  his  fate,  he  seemed  to  think,  and  there  were 
no  means  of  averting  it.  "  You  remember  that  picture  of 
Abraham  and  Isaac  in  the  doctor's  study  in  Old  Parr  Street?" 
he  would  say.  "  My  patriarch  has  tied  me  up,  and  had  the 
knife  in  me  repeatedl3^  He  does  not  sacrifice  me  at  one  opera- 
tion ;  but  there  will  be  a  final  one  some  day,  and  I  shall  bleed 
no  more.  It's  gay  and  amusing,  isn't  it?  Especially  when  one 
has  a  wife  and  children."  I,  for  m}^  part,  felt  so  indignant, 
that  I  was  minded  to  advertise  in  the  papers  that  all  accept- 
ances drawn  in  Philip's  name  were  forgeries  ;  and  let  his  father 
take  the  consequences  of  his  own  act.  But  the  consequences 
would  have  been  life  imprisonment  for  the  old  man,  and  almost 
as  much  disgrace  and  ruin  for  the  young  one,  as  were  actually 
impending.  He  pointed  out  this  clearly'  enough  ;  nor  could  we 
altogether  gainsay  his  dismal  logic.  It  was  better,  at  any  rate, 
to  meet  his  bill,  and  give  the  doctor  warning  for  the  future. 
Well :  perhaps  it  was  ;  onl}'  suppose  the  doctor  should  take  the 
warning  in  good  part,  accept  the  rebuke  with  perfect  meekness, 
and  at  an  early  opportunity  commit  another  forgery  ?  To  this 
Philip  replied,  that  no  man  could  resist  his  fate  :  that  he  had 
always  expected  his  own  doom  through  his  father :  that  when 
the  elder  went  to  America  he  thought  possibly  the  charm  was 
broken;  "but  you  see  it  is  not,"  groaned  Philip,  "and  my 
father's  emissaries  reach  me,  and  I  am  still  under  the  spell." 
The  bearer  of  the  bowstring,  we  know,  was  on  his  way,  and 
would  deliver  his  grim  message  ere  long. 

Having  frequently  succeeded  in  extorting  money  from  Dr. 
Firmin,  Mr.  Tufton  Hunt  thought  he  could  not  do  better  than 
follow  his  banker  across  the  Atlantic  ;  and  we  need  not  describe 
the  annoyance  and  rage  of  the  doctor  on  finding  this  black  care 
still  behind  his  back.  He  had  not  much  to  give ;  indeed  the 
sum  which  he  took  away  with  him,  and  of  which  he  robbed  his 
son  and  his  other  creditors,  was  but  small :  but  Hunt  was  bent 
u{X)n  having  a  portion  of  this  ;  and,  of  course,  hinted  that,  if 
the  doctor  refused,  he  would  carry  to  the  New  York  press  the 
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particulars  of  Firmin's  earlj'  career  and  latest  defalcations. 
Mr.  Hunt  had  been  under  the  gallery  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons half  a  dozen  times,  and  knew  oui-  public  men  b}'  sight. 
In  the  course  of  a  prettj'  long  and  disreputable  career  he  had 
learned  anecdotes  regarding  members  of  the  aristocrac}',  turf- 
men and  the  like  ;  and  he  ofiered  to  sell  this  precious  knowledge 
of  his  to  more  than  one  American  paper,  as  other  amiable 
exiles  from  our  country  have  done.  But  Hunt  was  too  old, 
and  his  stories  too  stale  for  the  New  York  public.  They  dated 
from  George  FV.,  and  the  boxing  and  coaching  times.  He 
found  but  little  market  for  his  wares ;  and  the  tipsy  parson 
reeled  from  tavern  to  bar,  only  the  object  of  scorn  to  younger 
reprobates  who  despised  his  old-fashioned  stories,  and  could 
top  them  with  blackguardism  of  a  much  more  modern  date. 

After  some  two  years'  sojourn  in  the  United  States,  this 
worthy  felt  the  passionate  longing  to  revisit  his  native  country 
which  generous  hearts  often  experience,  and  made  his  way 
from  Liverpool  to  London ;  and  when  in  London  directed  his 
steps  to  the  house  of  the  Little  Sister,  of  which  he  expected  to 
find  Philip  still  an  inmate.  Although  Hunt  had  been  once 
kicked  out  of  the  premises,  he  felt  little  shame  now  about  re- 
entering them.  He  had  that  in  his  pocket  which  would  insure 
him  respectful  behavior  from  Philip.  What  were  the  circum- 
stances under  which  that  forged  bill  was  obtained  ?  Was  it  a 
speculation  between  Hunt  and  Philip's  father?  Did  Hunt  sug- 
gest that,  to  screen  the  elder  Firmin  from  disgrace  and  ruin, 
Philip  would  assuredl}'  take  the  bill  up  ?  That  a  forged  signa- 
ture was,  in  fact,  a  better  document  than  a  genuine  acceptance  ? 
We  shall  never  know  the  truth  regarding  this  transaction  now. 
We  have  but  the  statements  of  the  two  parties  concerned  ;  and 
as  both  of  them,  I  grieve  to  say,  are  entirely  unworthy  of  credit, 
we  must  remain  in  ignorance  regarding  this  matter.  Perhaps 
Hunt  forged  PhUip's  acceptance  :  perhaps  his  unhappy  father 
wrote  it :  perhaps  the  doctor's  stor}'  that  the  paper  was  extorted 
from  him  was  true,  perhaps  false.  What  matters  ?  Both  the 
men  have  passed  awa3'  from  amongst  us,  and  will  write  and 
speak  no  more  lies. 

Caroline  was  absent  from  home,  when  Hunt  paid  his  first 
visit  after  his  return  from  America.  Her  servant  described  the 
man,  and  his  appearance.  Mrs.  Brandon  felt  sure  that  Hunt 
was  her  visitor,  and  foreboded  no  good  to  Philip  from  the  par- 
son's arrival.  In  former  da^'s  we  have  seen  how  the  Little 
Sister  had  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  this  man.  The  besotted 
creature,  shunned  of  men,  stained  with  crime,  drink,  debt,  had 

37 


178  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PHILIP 

still  no  little  vniiitj  in  his  composition,  and  gave  himself  airs  in 
the  tavern  parlors  whicli  he  frequented.  Because  he  had  been 
at  the  Universit}'  thirty  years  ago,  his  idea  was  that  he  was 
superior  to  ordinary  men  who  had  not  had  the  benefit  of  an 
education  at  Oxford  or  Cambridge  ;  and  that  the  "  snobs,"  as 
he  called  them,  respected  him.  He  would  assume  grandiose 
airs  in  talking  to  a  tradesman  ever  so  wealthy ;  speak  td 
such  a  man  by  his  surname  ;  and  deem  that  he  honored  him 
by  his  patronage  and  conversation.  The  Little  Sister's  gram- 
mar, I  have  told  you,  was  not  good ;  her  poor  little  h's  were 
sadly  irregular.  A  letter  was  a  painful  task  to  her.  She  knew 
how  iU  she  performed  it,  and  that  she  was  for  ever  making 
blunders. 

She  would  invent  a  thousand  funny  little  pleas  and  excuses 
for  her  faults  of  writing.  With  all  the  blunders  of  spelling,  her 
little  letters  had  a  pathos  which  somehow  brought  tears  into  the 
eyes.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Hunt  believed  himself  to  be  this  woman's 
superior.  He  thought  his  Universit}^  education  gave  him  a 
claim  upon  her  respect,  and  draped  himself  and  swaggered 
before  her  and  others  in  his  dingy  college  gown.  He  had 
paraded  his  Master  of  Arts  degi'ee  in  many  thousand  tavern 
parlors,  where  his  Greek  and  learning  had  got  him  a  kind  of 
respect.  He  patronized  landlords,  and  strutted  bj^  hostesses' 
bars  with  a  vinous  leer  or  a  tipsy  solemnity.  He  must  have 
been  very  far  gone  and  debased  indeed  when  he  could  still  think 
that  he  was  any  living  man's  better  :  —  he,  who  ought  to  have 
waited  on  the  waiters,  and  blacked  Boots's  own  shoes.  When 
he  had  reached  a  certain  stage  of  liquor  he  commonly  began 
to  brag  about  the  University,  and  recite  the  titles  of  his  friends" 
of  early  days.  Never  was  kicking  more  righteously  admin- 
istered than  that  which  Philip  once  bestowed  on  this  miscreant. 
The  fellow  took  to  the  gutter  as  naturally  as  to  his  bed,  Firmin 
used  to  say  ;  and  vowed  that  the  washing  there  was  a  novelty 
which  did  him  good. 

Mrs.  Brandon  soon  found  that  her  surmises  were  correct 
regarding  her  nameless  visitor.  Next  day,  as  she  was  watering 
some  little  flowers  in  her  window,  she  looked  from  it  into  the 
street,  where  she  saw  the  shambling  parson  leering  up  at  her. 
When  she  saw  him  he  took  off"  his  greasy  hat  and  made  her  a 
bow.  At  the  moment  she  saw  him,  she  felt  that  he  was  come 
upon  some  errand  hostile  to  Philip.  She  knew  he  meant  mis- 
chief as  he  looked  up  with  that  sodden  face,  those  bloodshot 
eyes,  those  unshorn,  grinning  lips. 

She  might  have  been  inclined  to  faint,  or  disposed  to  scream, 


ON  HIS  WAY  THROUGH  THE  WORLD.     171) 

or  to  hide  herself  from  the  man,  the  sight  of  wlioin  she  loathed. 
She  did  not  faint,  or  hide  herself,  or  cry  out :  but  she  instantly 
nodded  her  head  and  smiled  in  the  most  engaging  manner  on 
that  unwelcome,  dingy  stranger.  She  went  to  her  door ;  she 
opened  it  (though  her  heart  beat  so  that  you  might  have  heard 
it,  as  she  told  her  friend  afterwards).  She  stood  there  a  moment 
archly  smihng  at  him,  and  she  beckoned  him  into  her  house 
with  a  little  gesture  of  welcome.  "Law  bless  us"  (these,  I 
have  reason  to  believe,  were  her  ver}'  words) —  "  Law  bless  us, 
Mr.  Hunt,  where  ever  have  you  been  this  ever  so  long?  "  And  a 
smihng  face  looked  at  him  resolutety  from  under  a  neat  cap  and 
fresh  ribbon.  Wh}^  I  know  some  women  can  smile,  and  look 
at  ease,  when  they  sit  down  in  a  dentist's  chau-. 

"  Law  bless  me,  Mr.  Hunt,"  then  says  the  artless  creature, 
"  who  ever  would  have  thought  of  seeing  you,  I  do  declare  ! " 
And  she  makes  a  nice  cheery  little  curtsy,  and  looks  quite 
gay,  pleased,  and  pretty  ;  and  so  did  Judith  look  gay,  no  doubt, 
and  smile,  and  prattle  before  Holofernes  ;  and  then  of  course 
she  said,  "  Won't  you  step  in?"  And  then  Hunt  swaggered 
up  the  steps  of  the  house,  and  entered  the  little  parlor,  into 
which  the  kind  reader  has  often  been  conducted,  with  its  neat 
little  ornaments,  its  pictures,  its  glistening  corner  cupboard, 
and  its  well-scrubbed,  shining  furniture. 

"  How  is  the  captain?  "  asks  the  man  (alone  in  the  company 
of  this  Little  Sister,  the  fellow's  own  heart  began  to  beat,  and 
his  bloodshot  eyes  to  glisten) . 

He  had  not  heard  about  poor  pa?  "That  shows  how  long 
3'ou  have  been  away !  "  Mrs.  Brandon  remarks,  and  mentions 
the  date  of  her  father's  fatal  illness.  Yes  :  she  was  alone  now, 
and  had  to  care  for  herself;  and  straightway,  I  have  no  doubt, 
Mrs.  Brandon  asked  Mr.  Hunt  whether  he  would  "  take  "  any- 
thing. Indeed,  that  good  little  woman  was  for  ever  pressing 
her  friends  to  ' '  take  "  something,  and  would  have  thought  the 
laws  of  hospitality  violated  unless  she  had  made  this  offer. 

Hunt  was  never  known  to  refuse  a  proposal  of  this  sort.  He 
would  take  a  taste  of  something  —  of  something  warm.  He  had 
had  fever  and  ague  at  New  York,  and  the  malady  hung  about 
him.  Mrs.  Brandon  was  straightway  very  much  interested  to 
hear  about  Mr.  Hunt's  complaint,  and  knew  that  a  comfortable 
glass  was  very  efficacious  in  removing  threatening  fever.  Her 
nimble,  neat  little  hands  mixed  him  a  cup.  He  could  not  but 
see  what  a  trim  little  housekeeper  she  was.  "  Ah,  Mrs.  Bran- 
don, if  I  had  had  such  a  kind  friend  watching  ovei-  me,  I  should 
not  be  such  a  wi-eck  as  I  am ! "  he  sighed.     He  must  kave 
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advanced  to  a  second,  nuv,  a  third  glass,  when  he  sighed  and 
became  sentimental  regarding  his  own  unhappy  condition  ;  and 
Brandon  owned  to  her  friends  afterwards  that  she  made  those 
glasses  very  strong. 

Having  "  taken  something,"  in  considerable  quantities,  then. 
Hunt  condescended  to  ask  how  his  hostess  was  getting  on,  and 
how  were  her  lodgers?  How  she  was  getting  on?  Brandon 
drew  the  most  cheerful  picture  of  herself  and  her  circumstances. 
The  apartments  let  well  and  were  never  empty.  Thanks  to 
good  Dr.  Goodenough  and  other  friends,  she  had  as  much  pro- 
fessional occupation  as  she  could  desire.  Since  you  knoiv  who 
has  left  the  country,  she  said,  her  mind  had  been  ever  so  much 
easier.  As  long  as  he  was  near,  she  never  felt  secure.  But 
he  was  gone,  and  bad  luck  go  with  him  I  said  this  vindictive 
Little  Sister. 

' '  Was  his  son  still  lodging  up  stau's  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Hunt. 

On  this,  what  does  Mrs.  Brandon  do  but  begin  a  most  angry 
attack  upon  Philip  and  his  family.  He  lodge  there  ?  No,  thank 
goodness  !  She  had  had  enough  of  him  and  his  wife,  with  her 
airs  and  graces,  and  the  children  crying  all  night,  and  the  furni- 
ture spoiled,  and  the  bills  not  even  paid!  "  I  wanted  him  to 
think  that  me  and  Philip  was  friends  no  longer ;  and  heaven 
forgive  me  for  telling  stories  !  I  know  this  fellow  means  no  good 
to  Phihp  ;  and  before  long  I  will  know  what  he  means,  that  I 
will,"  she  vowed. 

For,  on  the  ver}'  day  when  Mr.  Hunt  paid  her  a  visit,  Mrs. 
Brandon  came  to  see  Philip's  friends,  and  acquaint  them  with 
Hunt's  arrival.  We  could  not  be  sure  that  he  was  the  bearer 
of  the  forged  bill  with  which  poor  Philip  was  threatened.  As 
yet  Hunt  had  made  no  allusion  to  it.  But,  though  we  are  far 
from  sanctioning  deceit  or  hypocrisy,  we  own  that  we  were  not 
very  angry  with  the  Little  Sister  for  emplo3ing  dissimulation  in 
the  present  instance,  and  inducing  Hunt  to  believe  that  she  was 
by  no  means  an  accomplice  of  Philip.  If  Philip's  wife  pardoned 
her,  ought  his  friends  to  be  less  forgiving?  To  do  right,  you 
know  3'ou  must  not  do  wrong ;  though  I  own  this  was  one  of 
the  cases  in  which  I  am  inclined  not  to  deal  very  hardly  with 
the  well-meaning  little  criminal. 

Now,  Charlotte  had  to  pardon  (and  for  this  fault,  if  not  for 
some  others,  Charlotte  did  most  heartily  pardon)  our  little 
friend,  for  this  reason,  that  Brandon  most  wantonly  maligned 
her.  When  Hunt  asked  what  sort  of  wife  Philip  had  married  ? 
Mrs.  Brandon  declared  that  Mrs.  Philip  was  a  pert,  odious  little 
thing ;  that  she  gave  herself  airs,  neglected  her  children,  bullied 
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her  husband,  and  what  not ;  and,  finally,  Brandon  vowed  that 
she  disliked  Charlotte,  and  was  very  glad  to  get  her  out  of  the 
house :  and  that  Philip  was  not  the  same  Philip  since  he  mar- 
ried her,  and  that  he  gave  himself  airs,  and  was  rude,  and  in  all 
things  led  by  his  wife  ;  and  to  get  rid  of  them  was  a  good  rid- 
dance. 

Hunt  gracefully  suggested  that  quarrels  between  landladies 
and  tenants  were  not  unusual ;  that  lodgers  sometimes  did  not 
pay  their  rent  punctually  ;  that  others  were  unreasonabl}'  anx- 
ious about  the  consumption  of  their  groceries,  liquors,  and  so 
forth  -,  and  little  Brandon,  who,  rather  than  steal  a  penn^'worth 
from  her  Philip,  would  have  cut  her  hand  off,  laughed  at  her 
guest's  joke,  and  pretended  to  be  amused  with  his  knowing 
hints  that  she  was  a  rogue.  There  was  not  a  word  he  said  but 
she  received  it  with  a  gracious  acquiescence  :  she  might  shudder 
inwardly  at  the  leering  familiarity  of  the  odious  tipsy  wretch, 
but  she  gave  no  outward  sign  of  disgust  or  fear.  She  allowed 
him  to  talk  as  much  as  he  would,  in  hopes  that  he  would  come 
to  a  subject  which  deeply  interested  her.  She  asked  about  the 
doctor,  and  what  he  was  doing,  and  whether  it  was  likely  that  he 
would  ever  be  able  to  pay  back  any  of  that  money  which  he  had 
taken  from  his  son  ?  And  she  spoke  with  an  indiflferent  tone, 
pretending  to  be  very  busy  over  some  work  at  which  she  was 
stitching. 

"  Oh,  you  are  still  hankering  after  him,"  says  the  chaplain, 
winking  a  bloodshot  eye. 

' '  Hankering  after  that  old  man  !  What  should  I  care  for 
him  ?  As  if  he  hadn't  done  me  harm  enough  already  !  "  cries 
poor  Caroline. 

"  Yes.  But  women  don't  dislike  a  man  the  worse  for  a  little 
ill-usage,"  suggests  Hunt.  No  doubt  the  fellow  had  made  his 
own  experiments  on  woman's  fidelity. 

"  Well,  I  suppose,"  says  Brandon,  with  a  toss  of  her  head, 
"  women  ma}^  get  tired  as  well  as  men,  ma3'n't  they?  I  found 
out  that  man,  and  wearied  of  him  years  and  years  ago.  Another 
little  drop  out  of  the  green  bottle,  Mr.  Hunt !  It's  ver}-  good 
for  ague-fever,  and  keeps  the  cold  fit  oflT  wonderful  I  " 

And  Hunt  drank,  and  he  talked  a  little  more  —  much  more  : 
and  he  gave  his  opinion  of  the  elder  Firmin,  and  spoke  of  his 
chances  of  success,  and  of  his  rage  for  speculations,  and  doubt- 
ed whether  he  would  ever  be  able  to  lift  his  head  again  — 
though  he  might,  he  might  still.  He  was  in  the  country  where, 
if  ever  a  man  could  retrieve  himsell',  he  had  a.  chance.  And 
Philip  was  giving  himself  airs,  was  he  ?     He  was  always  an  arro- 
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gant  chap,  that  Mr.  PhiHp.  And  he  had  left  her  house  ?  and 
was  gone  ever  so  long  ?  and  where  did  he  live  now  ? 

Then  I  am  sorry  to  say  Mrs.  Brandon  asked,  how  should  she 
know  where  Philip  lived  now  ?  She  believed  it  was  near  Gray's 
Inn,  or  Lincoln's  Inn,  or  somewhere  ;  and  she  was  for  turning 
the  conversation  away  from  this  subject  altogether  :  and  sought 
to  do  so  by  many  lively  remarks  and  ingenious  little  artifices 
which  I  can  imagine,  but  which  she  only  in  part  acknowledged 
tome  —  for  you  must  know  that  as  soon  as  her  visitor  took 
leave  —  to  tiu'u  into  the  "Admiral  B3'ug  "  public-house,  and 
renew  acquaintance  with  the  worthies  assembled  in  the  parlor 
of  that  tavern,  Mrs.  Brandon  ran  away  to  a  cab,  drove  in  it  to 
Philip's  house  in  Milman  Street,  where  only  Mrs.  Philip  was 
at  home  —  and  after  a  banale  conversation  with  her,  which  puz- 
zled Charlotte  not  a  little,  for  Brandon  would  not  say  on  what 
errand  she  came,  and  never  mentioned  Hunt's  arrival  and  visit 
to  her,  —  the  Little  Sister  made  her  way  to  another  cab,  and 
presently  made  her  appearance  at  the  house  of  Philip's  friends 
in  Queen  Square.  And  here  she  informed  me,  how  Hunt  had 
arrived,  and  how  she  was  sure  be  meant  no  good  to  Philip,  and 
how  she  had  told  certain  —  certain  stories  which  were  not 
founded  in  fact  —  to  Mr,  Hunt ;  for  the  telling  of  which  fibs  I 
am  not  about  to  endeavor  to  excuse  her. 

Though  the  interesting  clergyman  had  not  said  one  word  re- 
garding that  bill  of  which  Philip's  father  had  warned  him,  we 
believed  that  the  document  was  in  Hunt's  possession,  and  that 
it  would  be  produced  in  due  season .  We  happened  to  know 
where  Philip  dined,  and  sent  him  word  to  come  to  us. 

"What  can  he  mean?"  the  people  asked  at  the  table  —  a 
bachelors'  table  at  the  Temple  (for  Philip's  good  wife  actually 
encouraged  him  to  go  abroad  from  time  to  time,  and  make 
merry  with  his  friends).  "What  can  this  mean?"  and  the}- 
read  out  the  scrap  of  paper  which  he  had  cast  down  as  he  was 
summoned  away. 

Philip's  correspondent  wrote  :  "  Dear  Philip,  —  I  believe  the 
BEARER  OF  THE  BOWSTRING  lias  arrived  ;  and  has  been  with  the 
L.  S.  this  very  day." 

The  L.  S.?  the  bearer  of  the  bowstring?  Not  one  of  the 
bachelors  dining  in  Parchment  Buildings  could  read  the  riddle. 
Only  after  receiving  the  scrap  of  paper  Philip  had  jumped  up 
and  left  the  room  ;  and  a  friend  of  ours,  a  sly  wag  and  Don 
Juan  of  Pump  Court,  offered  to  take  odds  that  there  was  a  lady 
in  the  case. 

At  the  hasty  little  council  which  was  convened  at  our  house 
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on  the  receipt  ol*  the  news,  the  Little  Sister,  whose  instinct  had 
not  betrayed  her,  was  made  acquainted  with  the  precise  nature 
of  the  danger  which  menaced  Phihp  ;  and  exhibited  a  fine  hearty 
wrath  wlien  she  heard  how  he  proposed  to  meet  the  enem^'.  He 
had  a  certain  sum  in  hand.  He  would  borrow  more  of  his 
friends,  who  knew  that  he  was  an  honest  man.  This  bill  he 
would  meet,  whatever  might  come  ;  and  avert  at  least  this  dis- 
grace from  his  father. 

What?  Give  in  to  those  rogues?  Leave  his  children  to 
starve,  and  his  poor  wife  to  turn  drudge  and  house-servant,  who 
was  not  fit  for  anything  but  a  fine  lad}'  ?  (There  was  no  love 
lost,  you  see,  between  these  two  ladies,  who  both  loved  Mr. 
Philip.)  It  was  a  sin  and  a  shame  !  Mrs.  Brandon  averred, 
and  declared  she  thought  Philip  had  been  a  man  of  more  spirit. 
Philip's  friend  has  before  stated  his  own  private  sentiments  re- 
garding the  calamity  which  menaced  Firmin.  To  pay  this  bill 
was  to  bring  a  dozen  more  down  upon  him.  Philip  might  as 
well  resist  now  as  at  a  later  day.  Such,  in  fact,  was  the  opin- 
ion given  b}^  the  reader's  very  humble  servant  at  command. 

My  wife,  on  the  other  hand,  took  Philip's  side.  She  was 
very  much  moved  at  his  announcement  that  he  would  forgive 
his  father  this  once  at  least,  and  endeavor  to  cover  his  sin. 

"As  you  hope  to  be  forgiven  3'ourself,  dear  Philip,  I  am 
sure  3'ou  are  doing  right,"  Laura  said  ;  "  I  am  sure  Charlotte 
will  thinlv  so." 

"Oh,  Charlotte,  Charlotte!"  interposes  the  Little  Sister, 
rather  peevishly  ;  "  of  course,  Mrs.  Philip  thinks  whatever  her 
husband  tells  her  !  " 

'^  In  his  own  time  of  trial  Philip  has  been  met  with  wonder- 
ful succor  and  kindness,"  Laura  urged.  "  See  how  one  thing 
after  another  has  contributed  to  help  him  !  When  he  wanted, 
there  were  friends  always  at  his  need.  If  he  wants  again,  I  am 
sure  my  husband  and  I  will  share  with  him."  (I  may  have 
made  a  wry  face  at  this  ;  for  with  the  best  feelings  towards  a 
man,  and  that  kind  of  thing,  you  know  it  is  not  always  conven- 
ient to  be  lending  him  five  or  six  hundred  pounds  without  secu- 
rity.) "  My  dear  husband  and  I  will  share  with  him,"  goes  on 
Mrs.  Laura  ;  "  won't  we,  Arthur?  Yes,  Brandon,  that  we  will. 
Be  siu-e,  Charlotte  and  the  children  shall  not  want  because 
Phihp  covers  his  father's  wrong,  and  hides  it  from  the  world  ! 
God  bless  you,  dear  friend  !  "  and  what  does  this  woman  do 
next,  and  before  her  husband's  face?  Actually  she  goes  up 
to  Philip  ;  she  takes  his  hand  —  and  —  Well,  what  took  place 
before  my  own  eyes,  I  do  not  choose  to  write  down. 
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"  She's  encouraging  him  to  ruin  the  children  for  the  sake 
of  that  —  that  wicked  old  brute  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Brandon.  "  It's 
enough  to  provoke  a  saint,  it  is  !  "  And  she  seizes  up  her  bon- 
net from  the  table,  and  claps  it  on  her  head,  and  walks  out  of 
our  room  in  a  little  tempest  of  wrath. 

My  wife,  clasping  her  hands,  whispers  a  few  words,  which 
say  :  "  Forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  who  tres- 
pass against  us." 

"  Yes,"  says  Philip,  very  much  moved.  "It  is  the  Divine 
order.  You  are  right,  dear  Laura.  I  have  had  a  weary  time  ; 
and  a  terrible  gloom  of  doubt  and  sadness  over  my  mind  whilst 
I  have  been  debating  this  matter,  and  before  I  had  determined 
to  do  as  3"0U  would  have  me.  But  a  great  weight  is  off  m}^ 
heart  since  I  have  been  enabled  to  see  what  my  conduct  should 
be.  What  hundreds  of  struggling  men  as  well  as  myself  have 
met  with  losses,  and  faced  them !  I  will  pay  this  bill,  and  I 
will  warn  the  drawer  to  —  to  spare  me  for  the  future." 

Now  that  the  Little  Sister  had  gone  away  in  her  fit  of  indig 
nation,  you  see  I  was  left  in  a  minority  in  the  council  of  war, 
and  the  opposition  was  quite  too  strong  for  me.  I  began  to  be 
of  the  majorit3''s  opinion.  I  dare  say  I  am  not  the  only  gentle- 
man who  has  been  led  round  by  a  woman.  We  men  of  great 
strength  of  mind  very  frequently  are.  Yes  :  my  wife  convinced 
me  with  passages  from  her  text-book,  admitting  of  no  contra- 
diction according  to  her  judgment,  that  Phihp's  duty  was  to 
forgive  his  father. 

"And  how  lucky  it  was  we  did  not  bu}^  the  chintzes  that 
da}- !  "  says  Laura,  with  a  laugh.  "  Do  you  know  there  were 
two  which  were  so  pretty  that  Charlotte  could  not  make  up  her 
mind  which  of  the  two  she  would  take  ? " 

Philip  roared  out  one  of  his  laughs,  which  made  the  windows 
shake.  He  was  in  great  spirits.  For  a  man  who  was  going  to 
ruin  himself,  he  was  in  the  most  enviable  good-humor.  Did 
Charlotte  know  about  this  —  tliis  claim  which  was  impending 
over  him?  No.  It  might  make  her  anxious,  —  poor  little 
thing !  Philip  had  not  told  her.  He  had  thought  of  conceal- 
ing the  matter  from  her.  What  need  was  there  to  disturb  her 
rest,  poor  innocent  child?  You  see,  we  all  treated  Mrs.  Char- 
lotte more  or  less  like  a  child.  Philip  played  with  her.  J.  J., 
the  painter,  coaxed  and  dandled  her,  so  to  speak.  The  Little 
Sister  loved  her,  but  certainl}-  with  a  love  that  was  not  respect- 
ful ;  and  Charlotte  took  ever3-body's  good-will  with  a  pleasant 
meekness  and  sweet  smiling  content.  It  was  not  for  Laura  to 
give  advice  to  man  and  wife  (as  if  the  woman  was  not  always 
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giving  lectures  to  Philip  and  his  young  wife  !)  ;  but  in  the  pres- 
ent instance  she  thought  Mrs.  Philip  certainly  ought  to  know 
what  Philip's  real  situation  was  ;  what  danger  was  menacing ; 
"and  how  admirable  and  right,  and  Christian  —  and  you  will 
have  your  reward  for  it,  dear  Philip  !  "  interjects  the  enthusias- 
tic lady  —  ' '  your  conduct  has  been  !  " 

When  we  came,  as  we  straightway  did  in  a  cab,  to  Char- 
lotte's house,  to  expound  the  matter  to  her,  goodness  bless  us ! 
she  was  not  shocked,  or  anxious,  or  frightened  at  all.  Mrs. 
Brandon  had  just  been  with  her,  and  told  her  of  what  was  hap- 
pening, and  she  had  said  "Of  course,  PhiUp  ought  to  help  his 
father ;  and  Brandon  had  gone  awa}'  quite  in  a  tantrum  of  an- 
ger, and  had  reall}'  been  qviitc  rude  ;  and  she  should  not  pardon 
her,  only  she  knew  how  dearly  the  Little  Sister  loved  Philip  ; 
and  of  course  they  must  help  Dr.  Firmin  ;  and  what  dreadful, 
dreadful  distress  he  must  have  been  in  to  do  as  he  did  !  But  he 
had  warned  Philip,  yon  know,"  and  so  forth.  '"  And  as  for  the 
chintzes,  Laura,  why  I  suppose  we  must  go  on  with  the  old 
shabb}'  covers.  You  know  they  will  do  very  well  till  next 
year."  This  was  the  way  in  which  Mrs.  Charlotte  received  the 
news  which  Philip  had  concealed  fi-om  her,  lest  it  should  ter- 
rif}'  her.  As  if  a  loving  woman  was  ever  very  much  frightened 
at  being  called  upon  to  share  her  husband's  misfortune  ! 

As  for  the  little  case  of  forgery,  I  don't  believe  the  young 
person  could  ever  be  got  to  see  the  heinous  nature  of  Dr.  Fir- 
min's  offence.  The  desi)erate  little  logician  seemed  rather  to 
pity  the  father  than  the  son  in  the  business.  "  How  dreadfully 
pressed  he  must  have  been  when  he  did  it,  poor  man  !  "  she 
said.  "  To  be  sure,  he  ought  not  to  have  done  it  at  all ;  but 
think  of  his  necessity' !  That  is  what  I  said  to  Brandon.  Now, 
there's  little  Philip's  cake  in  the  cupboard  which  you  brought 
him.  Now  suppose  papa  was  very  hungry,  and  went  and  took 
some  without  asking  Philly,  he  wouldn't  be  so  very  wrong,  I 
think,  would  he  ?  A  child  is  glad  enough  to  give  for  his  father, 
isn't  he?  And  when  I  said  this  to  Brandon,  she  was  so  rude 
and  violent,  I  really  have  no  patience  with  her  !  And  she  for- 
gets that  I  am  a  lady,  and  "  &c.  &c.  So  it  appeared  the  Little 
Sister  had  made  a  desperate  attempt  to  bring  over  Charlotte  to 
her  side,  was  still  minded  to  rescue  Philip  in  spite  of  himself, 
and  had  gone  off  in  wrath  at  her  defeat. 

We  looked  to  the  doctor's  letters,  and  ascertained  the  date 
of  the  bill.  It  had  crossed  the  water  and  would  be  at  Philip's 
door  in  a  very  few  days.  Had  Hunt  brought  it?  The  rascal 
would   have  it  presented   through   some   regular   channel,  no 
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doubt ;  and  Philip  and  all  of  us  totted  up  ways  and  means,  and 
strove  to  make  the  slender  figures  look  as  big  as  possible,  as 
the  thrifty  housewife  puts  a  patch  here  and  a  darn  there,  and 
cuts  a  little  slice  out  of  this  old  garment,  so  as  to  make  the 
poor  little  frock  serve  for  winter  wear.  We  had  so  much  at 
the  banker's.  A  friend  might  help  with  a  little  advance.  We 
would  fairh'  ask  a  loan  from  the  Revieio.  We  were  in  a  scrape, 
but  we  would  meet  it.  And  so  with  resolute  hearts,  we  would 
prepare  to  receive  the  Bearer  of  the  Bowstring. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

THE    BEARER    OF   THE    BOWSTRING. 

The  poor  Little  Sister  trudged  away  from  Milman  Street 
exasperated  with  Philip,  with  Phihp's  wife,  and  with  the  deter- 
mination of  the  pair  to  accept  the  hopeless  ruin  impending  over 
them.  "  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  pounds  four  and  three- 
pence," she  thought,  "to  pay  for  that  wicked  old  villain  !  It 
is  more  than  poor  Philip  is  worth,  with  all  his  savings  and  his 
little  sticks  of  furniture.  I  know  what  he  will  do :  he  will 
borrow  of  the  money-lenders,  and  give  those  bills,  and  renew 
them,  and  end  by  ruin.  When  he  have  paid  this  bill,  that  old 
villain  will  forge  another,  and  that  precious  wife  of  his  will  tell 
him  to  pay  that,  I  suppose  ;  and  those  little  darlings  will  be 
begging  for  bread,  unless  they  come  and  eat  mine,  to  which  — 
God  bless  them  !  —  they  are  alwaj^s  welcome."  She  calculated 
—  it  was  a  sum  not  difficult  to  reckon  —  the  amount  of  her 
own  little  store  of  saved  read}'  mone3\  To  pay  four  hundred 
pounds  out  of  such  an  income  as  Philip's,  she  felt,  was  an 
attempt  \^m  and  impossible.  "  And  he  mustn't  have  my  poor 
little  stocking  now,"  she  argued;  "  they  will  want  that  pres- 
ently when  their  pride  is  broken  down,  as  it  will  be,  and  my 
darlings  are  hungering  for  their  dinner !  "  Revolving  this 
dismal  matter  in  her  mind,  and  scarce  knowing  where  to  go  for 
comfort  and  counsel,  she  made  her  way  to  her  good  friend. 
Dr.  Goodenough,  and  found  that  worthy  man,  who  had  alwaj-s 
a  welcome  for  his  Little  Sister. 

She  found  Goodenough  alone  in  his  great  dining-room, 
taking  a  very  slender  meal,  after  visiting  his  hospital  and  his 
fifty  patients,  among  whom  I  think  there  were  more  poor  than 
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rich :  and  the  good  sleepy  doctor  woke  up  with  a  vengeance, 
when  he  heard  his  little  nurse's  news,  and  fired  off  a  volley  of 
angry  language  against  Philip  and  his  scoundrel  of  a  father ; 
•'  which  it  was  a  comfort  to  hear  him,"  little  Brandon  told  us 
afterwards.  Then  Goodenough  trotted  out  of  the  dining-room 
into  the  adjoining  library  and  consulting-room,  whither  his  old 
friend  followed  him.  Then  he  pulled  out  a  bunch  of  keys  and 
opened  a  secretaire,  from  which  he  took  a  parchment-covered 
volume,  on  which  /.  Goodenough^  Esq.^  M.D.,  was  written  in 
a  fine  legible  hand,  —  and  which,  in  fact,  was  a  banker's  book. 
The  inspection  of  the  MS.  volume  in  question  must  have  pleased 
the  worthy  ph3-sician ;  for  a  grin  came  over  his  venerable 
features,  and  he  straightway  drew  out  of  the  desk  a  slim  volume 
of  gray  paper,  on  each  page  of  which  were  inscribed  the  highly 
respectable  names  of  Messrs.  Stumpy  and  Rowd}-  and  Co.,  of 
Lombard  Street,  Bankers.  On  a  slip  of  gray  paper  the  doctor 
wrote  a  prescription  for  a  draught,  statini  sumendus  —  (a  draught 
—  mark  my  pleasantry)  —  which  he  handed  over  to  his  httle 
friend. 

"  There,  you  little  fool ! "  said  he.  "  The  father  is  a  rascal, 
but  the  bo}'  is  a  fine  fellow ;  and  you,  you  little  silly  thing,  I 
must  help  in  this  business  m3'self,  or  you  will  go  and  ruin  your- 
self ;  I  know  you  will !  Offer  this  to  the  fellow  for  his  bill.  Or, 
stay  !  How  much  money  is  there  in  the  house  ?  Perhaps  the 
sight  of  notes  and  gold  will  tempt  him  more  than  a  cheque." 
And  the  doctor  emptied  his  pockets  of  all  the  fees  which  hap- 
pened to  be  therein  —  I  don't  know  how  many  fees  of  shining 
shilUngs  and  sovereigns,  neatly  wrapped  up  in  paper ;  and  he 
emptied  a  drawer  in  which  there  was  more  silver  and  gold  :  and 
he  trotted  up  to  his  bedroom,  and  came  panting,  presently,  down 
stairs  with  a  fat  little  pocket-book,  containing  a  bundle  of  notes, 
and,  with  one  thing  or  another,  he  made  up  a  sum  of —  I  won't 
mention  what ;  but  this  sum  of  money,  I  say,  he  thrust  into  the 
Little  Sister's  hand,  and  said,  "  Tr3'  the  fellow  with  this.  Little 
Sister  ;  and  see  if  you  can  get  the  bill  from  him.  Don't  say  it's 
my  money,  or  the  scoundrel  will  be  for  having  twenty  shillings 
in  the  pound.  Say  it's  yom's,  and  there's  no  more  whei-e  that 
came  from  ;  and  coax  him,  and  wheedle  him,  and  tell  him  plenty 
of  lies,  my  dear.  It  won't  break  your  heart  to  do  that.  What 
an  immortal  scoundrel  Brummell  Fu-min  is,  to  be  siu-e  !  Though, 
by  the  way,  in  two  more  cases  at  the  hospital  I  have  tried  that  —  " 
And  here  the  doctor  went  off  into  a  professional  conversation 
with  his  favorite  nurse,  which  I  could  not  presume  to  iepea.^ 
to  an}-  non-medical  men. 
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The  Little  Sister  bade  God  bless  Doctor  Gk)odenough,  and 
wiped  her  glistening  eyes  with  her  handkerchief,  and  put  away 
the  notes  and  gold  with  a  trembling  little  hand,  and  trudged  of! 
with  a  lightsome  step  and  a  happy  heart.  Arrived  at  Totten- 
ham Com-t  Road,  she  thought,  shall  I  go  home,  or  shall  I  ^o  to 
poor  Mrs.  Philip  and  take  her  this  money  ?  No.  Then-  talk  that 
day  had  not  been  very  pleasant:  words,  very  like  high  words, 
had  passed  between  them,  and  om-  Little  Sister  had  to  own  to 
herself  that  she  had  been  rather  rude  in  her  late  colloquy  with 
Charlotte.  And  she  was  a  proud  Little  Sister:  at  least  she 
did  not  care  for  to  own  that  she  had  been  hasty  or  disrespectful 
in  her  conduct  to  that  young  woman.  She  had  too  much  spirit 
for  that.  Have  we  ever  said  that  our  little  friend  was  exempt 
from  the  prejudices  and  vanities  of  this  wicked  world?  Well, 
to  rescue  Philip,  to  secure  the  fatal  bill,  to  go  with  it  to  Char- 
lotte, and  say,  "There,  Mrs.  Philip,  there's  your  husband's 
liberty."  It  would  be  a  rare  triumph,  that  it  would !  And 
Philip  would  promise,  on  his  honor,  that  this  should  be  the 
last  and  only  bill  he  would  pay  for  that  wretched  old  father. 
With  these  happy  thoughts  swelling  in  her  little  heart,  Mrs. 
Brandon  made  her  way  to  the  familiar  house  in  Thornhaugh 
Street,  and  would  have  a  little  bit  of  supper,  so  she  would. 
And  laid  her  own  little  cloth ;  and  set  forth  her  little  forks  and 
spoons,  which  were  as  bright  as  rubbing  could  make  them  ; 
and  I  am  authorized  to  state  that  her  repast  consisted  of  two 
nice  little  lamb-chops,  which  she  purchased  from  her  neighbor, 
Mr.  Chump,  in  Tottenham  Court  Road,  after  a  pleasant  little 
conversation  with  that  gentleman  and  his  good  lad}-.  And, 
with  her  bit  of  supper,  after  a  day's  work,  our  little  friend  would 
sometimes  indulge  in  a  glass  —  a  little  glass  —  of  something 
comfortable.  The  case-bottle  was  in  the  cupboard,  out  of 
which  her  poor  Pa  had  been  wont  to  mix  his  tumblers  for  many 
a  long  day.  So,  having  prepared  it  with  her  own  hands,  down 
she  sat  to  her  little  meal,  tired  and  happy ;  and  as  she  thought, 
of  the  occurrences  of  the  day,  and  of  the  rescue  which  had  come 
so  opportunely  to  her  beloved  Philip  and  his  children,  I  am 
sure  she  said  a  grace  before  her  meat. 

Her  candles  being  lighted  and  her  blind  u[),  any  one  in  the 
street  could  see  that  her  chamber  was  occupied  ;  and  at  about 
ten  o'clock  at  night  there  came  a  heavy  step  clinking  along  the 
pavement,  the  sound  of  which,  I  have'no  doubt,  made  the  Little 
Sister  start  a  little.  The  heavy  foot  paused  before  her  window, 
and  presently  clattered  up  the  steps  of  her  door.  Then,  as  her 
bell  rang  —  I  consider  it  is  most  probable  that  her  cheek  flushed 
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a,  little  —  she  went  to  her  hall-door  and  opened  it  herself. 
"  Lor',  is  it  you,  Mr.  Hunt?  Well,  I  never  !  that  is,  I  thought 
3'ou  might  come.  Really,  now"  —  and  with  the  moonlight 
behind  him,  the  dingy  Hunt  swaggered  in. 

"How  comfortable  you  looked  at  your  little  table,"  says 
Hunt,  with  his  hat  over  his  eye. 

"Won't  3'ou  step  in  and  sit  down  to  it,  and  take  some- 
thing ?  "  asks  the  smiling  hostess. 

Of  course.  Hunt  would  take  something.  And  the  greasy 
hat  is  taken  off  his  head  with  a  flourish,  and  he  struts  into  the 
poor  Little  Sister's  little  room,  pulling  a  wisp  of  grizzling  haii-, 
and  endeavoring  to  assume  a  careless,  fashionable  look.  The 
dingy  hand  had  seized  the  case-bottle  in  a  moment.  "  What ! 
you  do  a  little  in  this  way,  do  you? "  he  says,  and  winks  amiably 
at  Mrs.  Brandon  and  the  bottle.  She  takes  ever  so  little,  she 
owns  ;  and  reminds  him  of  days  which  he  must  remember,  when 
she  had  a  wine-glass  out  of  poor  Pa's  tumbler.  A  bright  little 
kettle  is  singing  on  the  fire, — will  not  Mr.  Hunt  mix  a  glass 
for  himself?  She  takes  a  bright  beaker  from  the  corner-cup- 
board, which  is  near  her,  with  her  kejs  hanging  from  it. 

"  Oh  —  ho  !  that's  where  we  keep  the  ginnims,  is  it?"  saj^s 
the  gi'aceful  Hunt,  with  a  laugh. 

"My  papa  alwa3's  kept  it  there,"  says  Caroline,  meekly. 
And  whilst  her  back  is  turned  to  fetch  a  canister  from  the  cup- 
board, she  knows  that  the  astute  Mr.  Hunt  has  taken  the 
opportunity  to  fill  a  good  large  measure  from  the  square  bottle. 
"Make  yourself  welcome,"  says  the  Little  Sister,  in  her  gay, 
artless  way  ;  ' '  there's  more  where  that  came  from  !  "  And 
Hunt  drinks  his  hostess's  health :  and  she  bows  to  him,  and 
smiles,  and  sips  a  little  from  her  own  glass ;  and  the  little  lady 
looks  quite  pretty,  and  rosy,  and  bright.  Her  cheeks  are  like 
apples,  her  figure  is  trhn  and  graceful,  and  always  attired  in 
the  neatest-fitting  gown.  By  the  comfortable  light  of  the 
candles  on  her  sparkling  tables,  you  scarce  see  the  silver  lines 
in  her  light  hair,  or  the  marks  which  time  has  made  round  her 
eyes.     Hunt  gazes  on  her  with  admiration. 

"  Why,"  sa^'s  he,  "  I  vow  you  look  younger  and  prettier  than 
when  —  when  I  saw  you  first." 

"Ah,  Mr.  Hunt!"  cries  Mrs.  Brandon,  with  a  flush  on  her 
cheek,  which  becomes  it,  "^  don't  recall  that  time,  or  that  — 
that  wretch  who  served  me  so  cniel !  " 

"He  was  a  scoundrel,  Caroline,  to  treat  as  he  did  such  a 
woman  as  you  !  The  fellow  has  no  principle ;  he  was  a  bad 
one  from  the  beginning.     Why,  he  ruined  me  as  well  as  you : 
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got  me  to  play  ;  run  uie  into  debt  by  introducing  me  to  his  fine 
companions.  I  was  a  simple  young  fellow  then,  and  thought 
it  was  a  fine  thing  to  live  with  fellow-commoners  and  noblemen 
who  drove  their  tandems  and  gave  their  grand  dinners.  It  was 
he  that  led  me  astra}^,  I  tell  30U.  I  might  have  been  Fellow  of 
m}'  college  —  had  a  living  —  married  a  good  wife  —  risen  to  be 
a  bishop,  by  George  !  —  for  I  had  great  talents,  Caroline  ;  only 
I  was  so  confounded  idle,  and  fond  of  the  cards  and  the 
bones." 

"  The  bones?"  cries  Caroline,  with  a  bewildered  look. 

"The  dice,  my  dear!  'Seven's  the  main'  was  my  ruin. 
'  Seven's  the  main '  and  eleven's  the  nick  to  seven.  That  used 
to  be  the  little  game  !  "  And  he  made  a  graceful  gesture  with 
his  empty  wine-glass,  as  though  he  were  tossing  a  pair  of  dice 
on  the  table.  '"The  man  next  to  me  in  lecture  is  a  bishop 
now,  and  I  could  knock  his  head  off  in  Greek  iambics  and 
Latin  hexameters  too.  In  my  second  3'ear  I  got  the  Latin 
declamation  prize,  I  tell  you  —  " 

"  Brandon  alwa3's  said  3'ou  were  one  of  the  cleverest  men  at 
the  college.  He  always  said  that^  I  remember,"  remarks  the 
lad}^  very  respectfully. 

' '  Did  he  ?  He  did  say  a  good  word  for  me  then  ?  Brummell 
Firmin  wasn't  a  clever  man  ;  he  wasn't  a  reading  man.  Whereas 
I  would  back  myself  for  a  Sapphic  ode  against  nwx  man  in  my 
college  —  against  an}'^  man!  Thank  3'ou.  You  do  mix  it  so 
uncommon  hot  and  well,  there's  no  saying  no ;  indeed,  there 
ain't !  Though  I  have  had  enough  —  upon  m}-  honor,  I 
have." 

"Lor'!  I  thought  you  men  could  drink  anything!  And 
Mr.  Brandon  —  Mr.  Firmin  you  said?" 

"  Well,  I  said  Brummell  Firmin  was  a  swell  somehow.  He 
had  a  sort  of  grand  manner  with  him  —  " 

"Yes,  he  had,"  sighed  Caroline.  And  I  dare  say  her 
thoughts  wandered  back  to  a  time  long,  long  ago,  when  this 
grand  gentleman  had  captivated  her. 

"  And  it  was  trying  to  keep  up  with  him  that  ruined  me  ! 
I  quarrelled  with  my  poor  old  governor  about  monej-,  of  course  ; 
grew  idle,  and  lost  my  Fellowship.  Then  the  bills  came  down 
upon  me.  I  tell  you,  there  are  some  of  my  college  ticks  ain't 
paid  now." 

"  College  ticks?     Law  !  "  ejaculates  the  lady.     "  And  —  " 

"  Tailors'  ticks,  tavern  ticks,  liverj^-stable  ticks  —  for  there 
were  famous  hacks  in  our  days,  and  I  used  to  hunt  with  the 
tip-top  men.     I  wasn't  bad  across  country,  I  wasn't.     But  we 
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can't  keep  the  pace  with  those  rich  fellows.  We  try,  and  they 
go  ahead  —  they  ride  us  down.  Do  you  think,  if  I  hadn't 
been  very  hard  up,  I  would  have  done  what  I  did  to  you,  Caro- 
line? You  poor  little  innocent  suffering  thing.  It  was  a 
shame.     It  was  a  shame  !  " 

"  Yes,  a  shame  it  was,"  cries  Carohne.  "  And  that  I  never 
gainsay.     You  did  deal  hard  with  a  poor  girl,  both  of  you." 

"  It  was  rascall3\  But  Firmin  was  the  worst.  He  had  me 
in  his  power.  It  was  he  led  me  wrong.  It  was  he  drove  me 
into  debt,  and  then  abroad,  and  then  into  qu —  into  gaol,  per- 
haps :  and  then  into  this  kind  of  thing."  ("  This  kind  of  thing  " 
has  before  been  explained  eleganth^  to  signify  a  tumbler  of  hot 
grog.)  "And  my  father  wouldn't  see  me  on  his  death-bed; 
and  my  brothers  and  sisters  broke  with  me  ;  and  I  owe  it  aU  to 
Brummell  Firmin  —  all.  Do  you  think,  after  ruining  me,  he 
oughtn't  to  pay  me  ?  "  and  again  he  thumps  a  dusky  hand  upon 
the  table.  It  made  dingy  marks  on  the  poor  Little  Sister's 
spotless  tablecloth.  It  rubbed  its  owner's  forehead,  and  lank, 
grizzling  hair. 

"  And  me,  Mr.  Hunt?  What  do  he  owe  me?"  asks  Hunt's 
hostess. 

"Caroline!"  cries  Hunt,  "I  have  made  Brummell  Firmin 
pay  me  a  good  bit  back  already,  but  I'll  have  more  ;  "  and  he 
thumped  his  breast,  and  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breast-pocket 
as  he  spoke,  and  clutched  at  something  within. 

"  It  is  there  !  "  thought  Caroline.  She  might  turn  pale  ;  but 
he  did  not  remark  her  pallor.  He  was  all  intent  on  drink,  on 
vanity,  on  revenge. 

"  I  have  him,  I  say.  He  owes  me  a  good  bit ;  and  he  has 
paid  me  a  good  bit ;  and  he  shall  pay  me  a  good  bit  more.  Do 
30U  think  I  am  a  fellow  who  will  be  ruined  and  insulted,  and 
won't  revenge  myself?  You  should  have  seen  his  face  when  1 
turned  up  at  New  York  at  the  '  Astor  House,'  and  said,  '  Brum- 
mell, old  fellow,  here  I  am,'  I  said  ;  and  he  turned  as  white  — 
as  white  as  this  tablecloth.  '///  never  leave  you,  my  boy,'  I 
said.  '  Other  feUows  may  go  from  you,  but  old  Tom  Hunt  will 
stick  to  30U.  Let's  go  into  the  bar  and  have  a  drink  ! '  and  he 
was  obliged  to  come.  And  I  have  him  now  in  my  power,  I  tell 
you.  And  when  I  say  to  him,  '  Brummell,  have  a  diink,' 
drink  he  must.  His  bald  old  head  must  go  into  the  pail !  " 
And  Mr.  Hunt  laughed  a  laugh  which  I  dare  say  was  not 
agreeable. 

After  a  pause  he  went  on  :  "  Caroline  !  do  you  hate  him,  I 
say  ?  or  do  you  like  a  fellow  who  deserted  you  and  treated  you 
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like  a  scoundrel?  Some  women  do.  I  could  tell  of  women 
who  do.  I  could  tell  j'ou  of  other  fellows,  perhaps,  but  I 
won't.  Do  you  hate  Brummell  Firmin,  that  bald-headed  Brum 
—  hypocrite,  and  that  —  that  insolent  rascal  who  laid  his  hand 
on  a  clergyman,  and  an  old  man,  by  George,  and  hit  me  — 
and  hit  me  in  that  street.  Do  you  hate  him,  I  say !  Hoo ! 
hoo !  hick  !  I've  got  'em  both  !  —  here,  in  my  pocket  — 
both !  " 

' '  You  have  got  —  what  ?  "  gasped  Caroline. 

"I  have  got  their  —  hallo!  stop,  what's  that  to  you  what 
I've  got?"  And  he  sinks  back  in  his  chair,  and  grins,  and 
leers,  and  triumphantly  tosses  his  glass. 

"  Well,  it  ain't  much  to  me  ;  I  —  I  never  got  an}^  good  out 
of  either  of  'em  yet,"  says  poor  Caroline,  with  a  sinking  heart. 
"  Let's  talk  about  somebody  else  than  them  two  plagues.  Be- 
cause 3'ou  were  a  little  merr}-  one  night  —  and  I  don't  mind 
what  a  gentleman  sa3^s  when  he  has  had  a  glass  —  for  a  great 
big  strong  man  to  hit  an  old  one  —  " 

"  To  strike  a  clergyman  !  "  yells  Hunt. 

' '  It  was  a  shame  —  a  cowardly  shame  !  And  I  gave  it  him 
for  it,  I  promise  3'Ou  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Brandon. 

' '  On  3'our  honor,  now,  do  3' on  hate  'em  ? "  cries  Hunt, 
starting  up,  and  clenching  his  fist,  and  dropping  again  into  his 
chair. 

"  Have  I  an3^  reason  to  love  'em,  Mr.  Hunt?  Do  sit  down 
and  have  a  little  —  " 

' '  No :  3'ou  have  no  reason  to  like  'em.  You  hate  'em  —  I 
hate  'em.  Look  here.  Promise  —  'pon  your  honor,  now,  Caro- 
line—  I've  got  'em  both,  I  tell  3'ouo  Strike  a  clergyman,  will 
he  ?     What  do  3'ou  sa3'  to  that  ?  " 

And  starting  from  his  chair  once  more,  and  supporting  him- 
self against  the  wall  (where  hung  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures  of 
Philip) ,  Hunt  pulls  out  the  greas3'  pocket-book  once  more,  and 
fumbles  amongst  the  greas3'  contents :  and  as  the  papers  flutter 
on  to  the  floor  and  the  table,  he  pounces  down  on  one  with  a 
dingy  hand,  and  3'ells  a  laugh,  and  sa3's,  "I've  cotched  you! 
That's  it.  What  do  you  say  to  that?  —  '  London,  July  4th.  — 
Five  months  after  date,  I  promise  to  pa3-  to  — '  No,  3'ou 
don't." 

"La!  Mr.  Hunt,  won't  3-ou  let  me  look  at  it?"  cries  the 
hostess.  "Whatever  is  it?  A  bill?  My  Pa  had  plenty 
of  'em." 

* '  What  ?  with  candles  in  the  room  ?     No,  3'OU  don't,  I  sa3%'^ 

^'  What  is  it  ?     Won't  you  tell  me  ?  " 
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"  It's  the  3'oung  one's  acceptauce  of  the  old  man's  draft," 
says  Hunt,  hissing  and  laughing. 

"  For  how  much?  " 

"  Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three  —  that's  all ;  and 
I  guess  I  can  get  more  where  that  came  from ! "  says  Hunt, 
laughing  more  and  more  cheerfuU}-. 

"  What  will  you  take  for  it?  I'll  buy  it  of  you,"  cries  the 
Little  .Sister.  "I  —  I've  seen  plenty  of  my  Pa's  bills;  and 
I'll  — I'll  discount  this,  if  you  like." 

"  What!  are  you  a  little  discounter?  Is  that  the  way  you 
make  your  money,  and  the  silver  spoons,  and  the  nice  supper, 
and  everything  delightful  about  you?  A  little  discountess,  are 
you  —  you  little  rogue?  Little  discountess,  by  George  !  How 
much  will  you  give,  little  discountess?"  And  the  reverend 
gentleman  laughs  and  winks,  and  drinks  and  laughs,  and  tears 
twinkle  out  of  his  tipsy  old  eyes,  as  he  wipes  them  with  one 
hand,  and  again  says,  "How  much  will  you  give,  little  dis- 
countess ?  " 

When  poor  Caroline  went  to  her  cupboard,  and  from  it  took 
the  notes  and  the  gold  which  she  had  had  we  know  from  whom, 
and  added  to  these  out  of  a  cunning  box  a  little  heap  of  her 
own  private  savings,  and  with  trembling  hands  poured  the 
notes,  and  the  sovereigns,  and  the  shillings  into  a  dish  on  the 
table,  I  never  heard  accurately  how  much  she  laid  down.  But 
she  must  have  spread  out  everything  she  had  in  the  world  ;  for 
she  felt  her  pockets  and  emptied  them  ;  and,  tapping  her  head, 
she  again  applied  to  the  cupboard,  and  took  from  thence  a  httle 
store  of  spoons  and  forks,  and  then  a  brooch,  and  then  a  watch  ; 
and  she  piled  these  all  up  in  a  dish,  and  she  said,  "  Now,  Mr. 
Hunt,  I  will  give  you  all  these  for  that  bill."  And  she  looked 
up  at  Philip's  picture,  which  hung  over  the  parson's  bloodshot, 
satyr  face.  "Take  these,"  she  said,  "and  give  me  that! 
There's  two  hundred  pound,  I  know ;  and  there's  thirty-four, 
and  two  eighteen,  thirty -six  eighteen,  and  there's  the  plate  and 
watch,  and  I  want  that  bill." 

"  What?  have  you  got  all  this,  3'ou  little  dear?"  cried  Hunt, 
dropping  back  into  his  chair  again.  "  Wlw,  you're  a  little 
fortune,  by  Jove — a  prett}-  little  fortune,  a  little  discountess, 
a  little  wife,  a  little  fortune.  I  say,  I'm  a  University  man ;  I 
could  write  alcaics  once  as  well  as  any  man.  I'm  a  gentleman. 
I  say,  how  much  have  you  got?  Count  it  over  again,  m}'' 
dear." 

And  again  she  told  him  the  amount  of  the  gold,  and  the 
notes,  and  the  silver,  and  the  number  of  the  poor  little  spoons. 
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A  thought  came  across  the  fellow's  boozy  brain:  "  If  3-011 
offer  so  much,"  says  he,  "and  3'ou're  a  little  discouutess,  the 
bill's  worth  more  ;  that  fellow  must  be  making  his  fortune ! 
Or  do  3'OU  know  about  it?  I  say,  do  3'ou  know  about  it?  No. 
I'll  have  my  bond.  I'll  have  my  bond  !  "  And  he  gave  a  tipsy 
imitation  of  Shylock,  and  lurched  back  into  his  chair,  and 
laughed. 

"  Let's  have  a  little  more,  and  talk  about  things,"  said  the 
poor  Little  Sister ;  and  she  daintily  heaped  her  little  treasures 
and  arranged  them  in  her  dish,  and  smiled  upon  the  parson 
laughing  in  his  chair. 

"Caroline,"  says  he,  after  a  pause,  "you  are  still  fond  of 
that  old  bald-headed  scoundrel !  That's  it !  Just  like  you 
women  —  just  like,  but  I  won't  tell.  No,  no,  I  won't  tell! 
You  are  fond  of  that  old  swindler  still,  I  say !  Wherever  did 
you  get  that  lot  of  money  ?  Look  here  now  —  with  that,  and 
this  little  bill  in  m}^  pocket,  there's  enough  to  carry  us  on  for  ever 
so  long.  And  when  this  money's  gone,  I  tell  you  I  know  who'll 
give  us  more,  and  who  can't  refuse  us,  I  tell  you.  Look  here, 
Caroline,  dear  Caroline  !  I'm  an  old  fellow,  I  know ;  but  I'm 
a  good  feUow :  I'm  a  classical  scholar :  and  I'm  a  gentleman." 

The  classical  scholar  and  gentleman  bleared  over  his  words 
as  he  uttered  them,  and  with  his  vinous  eyes  and  sordid  face 
gave  a  leer,  which  must  have  fi-ightened  the  poor  little  lady  to 
whom  he  proffered  himself  as  a  suitor,  for  she  started  back 
with  a  pallid  face,  and  an  aspect  of  such  dislike  and  terror, 
that  even  her  guest  remarked  it. 

"  I  said  I  was  a  scholar  and  gentleman,"  he  shrieked  again. 
"  Do  you  doubt  it?  I  am  as  good  a  man  as  Brummell  Firmin, 
I  sa}'.  I  ain't  so  tall.  But  I'll  do  a  copy  of  Latin  alcaics  or 
Greek  iambics  against  him  or  an}-  man  of  my  weight.  Do  3'ou 
mean  to  insult  me?  Don't  I  know  who  you  are?  Are  you 
better  than  a  Master  of  Arts  and  a  clergyman  ?  He  went  out 
in  medicine,  Firmin  did.  Do  you  mean,  when  a  Master  of 
Arts  and  classical  scholar  offers  you  his  hand  and  fortune,  that 
you're  above  him  and  refuse  him,  b}^  George? " 

The  Little  Sister  was  growing  bewildered  and  frightened  by 
the  man's  energy  and  horrid  looks.  "Oh,  Mr.  Hunt!"  she 
cried,  "  see  here,  take  this  !  See  —  there  are  two  hundred  and 
thirty  —  thirt3'-six  pounds  and  all  these  things  !  Take  them, 
and  give  me  that  paper." 

"Sovereigns,  and  notes,  and  spoons,  and  a  watch,  and 
what  I  have  in  my  pocket  —  and  that  ain't  much  —  and  Fip 
Iain's  bill !     Three  hundred  and  eighty-six  four  three.     It's  a 
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fortune,  mj  clear,  with  economy !  I  won't  have  yoii  going  on 
being  a  nurse  and  that  kind  of  thing.  I'm  a  scholar  and  a 
gentleman  —  I  am  —  and  that  place  ain't  fit  for  Mrs.  Hunt. 
We'll  first  spend  your  money.  No :  we'll  first  spend  my 
money  —  three  hundred  and  eighty-six  and  —  and  hang  the 
change  —  and  when  that's  gone,  we'll  have  another  bill  from 
that  bald-headed  old  scoundrel :  and  his  son  who  struck  a  poor 
cler —     We  loill^  I  say,  Caroline  —  we  —  " 

The  wretch  was  suiting  actions  to  his  words,  and  rose  once 
more,  advancing  towards  his  hostess,  who  shrank  back,  laugh- 
ing half-hystericalh^  and  retreating  as  the  other  neared  her. 
Behind  her  was  that  cupboard  which  had  contained  her  poor 
little  treasure  and  other  stores,  and  appended  to  the  lock  of 
which  her  kej-s  were  still  hanging.  As  the  brute  approached 
her,  she  flung  back  the  cupboard-door  smartly-  upon  him.  The 
keys  struck  him  on  the  head ;  and  bleeding,  and  with  a  curse 
and  a  cry,  he  fell  back  oa  his  chair. 

In  the  cupboard  was  that  bottle  which  she  had  received  from 
America  not  long  since  ;  and  about  which  she  had  talked  with 
Goodenough  on  that  very  day.  It  has  been  used  twice  or  thrice 
by  his  direction,  b}'  hospital  surgeons,  and  under  her  eye.  She 
suddenly  seized  this  bottle.  As  the  ruflflan  before  her  uttered 
his  imprecations  of  wrath,  she  poured  out  a  quantit}'  of  the  con- 
tents of  the  bottle  on  her  handkerchief.  She  said,  "  Oh !  Mr. 
Hunt,  have  I  hurt  3^ou  ?  I  didn't  mean  it.  But  you  shouldn't 
—  you  shouldn't  frighten  a  lonely  woman  so!  Here,  let  me 
bathe  you  !  Smell  this  !  It  will  —  it  will  do  yon  —  good  —  it 
will  —  it  will,  indeed."  The  handkerchief  was  over  his  face. 
Bewildered  b}-  drink  before,  the  fumes  of  the  liquor  which  he 
was  absorbing  served  almost  instantl}'  to  overcome  him.  He 
struggled  for  a  moment  or  two.  ' '  Stop  —  stop  !  you'll  be  bet- 
ter in  a  moment,"  she  whispered.  "Oh,  yes!  better,  quite 
better  !  "  She  squeezed  more  of  the  liquor  from  the  bottle  on 
to  the  handkerchief.     In  a  minute  Hunt  was  quite  inanimate. 

Then  the  little  pale  woman  leant  over  him,  and  took  the 
pocket-book  out  of  his  pocket,  and  from  it  the  bill  which  bore 
Philip's  name.  As  Hunt  lay  in  stupor  before  her,  she  now 
squeezed  more  of  the  liquor  over  his  head ;  and  then  thrust 
the  bill  into  the  fire,  and  saw  it  burn  to  ashes.  Then  she  put 
back  the  pocket-book  into  Hunt's  breast.  She  said  afterwards 
that  she  never  should  have  thought  about  that  Chloroform,  but 
for  her  brief  conversation  with  Dr.  Goodenough  that  evening, 
regarding  a  case  io  which  she  had  eraploj'ed  the  new  remedy 
under  Ms  orders. 
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How  long  did  Hunt  lie  in  that  stupor?  It  seemed  a  whole 
long  night  to  Caroline.  She  said  afterwards  that  the  thought 
of  that  act  that  night  made  her  hair  grow  gray.  Poor  httle 
head  !     Indeed,  she  would  have  laid  it  down  for  Philip. 

Hunt,  I  suppose,  came  to  himself  when  the  handkerchief 
was  withdrawn,  and  the  fumes  of  the  potent  liquor  ceased  to 
work  on  his  brain.  He  was  very  much  frightened  and  bewil- 
dered. "What  was  it?  Where  am  I?"  he  asked  in  a  husky 
voice. 

"  It  was  the  keys  struck  you  in  the  cupboard-door  when  j^ou 
—  you  ran  against  it,"  said  pale  Caroline.  "Look!  you  are 
all  bleeding  on  the  head.     Let  me  dry  it." 

"  No  ;  keep  off!  "  cried  the  terrified  man. 

"  Will  you  have  a  cab  to  go  home?  The  poor  gentleman 
hit  himself  against  the  cupboard-door,  Mary.  You  remember 
him  here  before,  don't  you,  one  night?"  And  Caroline,  with 
a  shrug,  pointed  out  to  her  maid,  whom  she  had  summoned,  the 
great  square  bottle  of  spirits  still  on  the  table,  and  indicated 
that  there  la}^  the  cause  of  Hunt's  bewilderment. 

"  Are  you  better  now?  Will  you  —  will  you  — take  a  little 
more  refreshment?"  asked  Caroline. 

"  No  !  "  he  cried  with  an  oath,  and  with  glaring,  bloodshot 
eyes  he  lurched  towards  his  hat. 

"  Lor',  mum  !  what  ever  is  it?  And  this  smell  in  the  room, 
and  all  this  here  heap  of  mone}'  and  things  on  the  table  ?  " 

Caroline  flung  open  her  window.  "  It's  medicine,  which 
Dr.  Goodenough  has  ordered  for  one  of  his  patients.  I  must 
go  and  see  her  to-night,"  she  said.  And  at  midnight,  looking 
as  pale  as  death,  the  Little  Sister  went  to  the  doctor's  house, 
and  roused  him  up  from  his  bed,  and  told  him  the  story  here 
narrated.  "  I  offered  him  all  you  gave  me,"  she  said,  "  and 
all  I  had  in  the  world  besides,  and  he  wouldn't  —  and  — " 
Here  she  broke  out  into  a  fit  of  hysterics.  The  doctor  had  to 
ring  up  his  servants  ;  to  administer  remedies  to  his  little  nurse  ; 
to  put  her  to  bed  in  his  own  house. 

"By  the  immortal  Jove,"  he  said  afterwards,  "I  had  a 
great  mind  to  beg  her  never  to  leave  it !  But  that  my  house- 
keeper would  tear  Caroline's  eyes  out,  Mrs.  Brandon  should  be 
welcome  to  stay  for  ever.  Except  her  h's,  that  woman  has 
every  virtue  :  constancy,  gentleness,  generosity,  cheerfulness, 
and  the  courage  of  a  lioness  !  To  think  of  that  fool,  that  dan- 
dified idiot,  that  triple  ass,  Firmin  " —  (there  were  few  men  in 
the  world  for  whom  Goodenough  entertained  a  greater  scorn 
than  for  his  late  confrere^  Finiiin  of  Old  Parr  Street)  —  "  think 
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of  the  villain  having  possessed  such  a  treasure  —  let  alone  his 
having  deceived  and  deserted  her  —  of  his  having  possessed 
such  a  treasure  and  flung  it  away  !  Sir,  I  always  admired 
Mrs.  Brandon  ;  but  I  think  ten  thousand  times  more  highly 
of  her,  since  her  glorious  crime,  and  most  righteous  robbery. 
K  the  villain  had  died,  dropped  dead  in  the  street  —  the 
drunken  miscreant,  forger,  housebreaker,  assassin — so  that 
no  pimishment  could  have  fallen  upon  poor  Brandon,  I  think 
I  should  have  respected  her  only  the  more  !  " 

At  an  early  hour  Dr.  Goodenough  had  thought  proper  to 
send  off  messengers  to  Philip  and  myself,  and  to  make  us  ac- 
quainted with  the  strange  adventure  of  the  previous  night.  We 
both  hastened  to  him.  I  myself  was  summoned,  no  doubt,  in 
consequence  of  my  profound  legal  knowledge,  which  might  be 
of  use  in  poor  little  Caroline's  present  trouble.  And  Philip 
came  because  she  longed  to  see  him.  By  some  instinct  she 
knew  when  he  arrived.  vShe  crept  down  from  the  chamber 
where  the  doctor's  housekeeper  had  laid  her  on  a  bed.  She 
knocked  at  the  doctor's  study,  where  we  were  all  in  consultation. 
She  came  in  quite  pale,  and  tottered  towards  Philip,  and  flung 
herself  into  his  arms,  with  a  burst  of  tears  that  greatly  relieved 
her  excitement  and  fever.     Pirmin  was  scarcely  less  moved. 

"You'll  pardon  me  for  what  I  have  done,  Philip,"  she 
sobbed.  "If  they  —  if  the}^  take  me  up,  you  won't  forsake 
me?" 

"  Forsake  3^ou?  Pardon  you?  Come  and  live  with  us,  and 
never  leave  us  !  "  cried  Philip. 

"I  don't  think  Mrs.  Philip  would  like  that,  dear,"  said  the 
little  woman  sobbing  on  his  arm  ;  "  but  ever  since  the  Grey 
Friars  school,  when  you  was  so  ill,  you  have  been  like  a  son  to 
me,  and  somehow  I  couldn't  help  doing  that  last  night  to  that 
villain  —  I  couldn't." 

"  Ser^-e  the  scoundrel  right.  Never  deserved  to  come  to 
life  again,  my  dear,"  said  Dr.  Goodenough.  "Don't  you  be 
exciting  yourself,  little  Brandon  !  I  must  have  you  sent  back 
to  lie  down  on  your  bed.  Take  her  up,  PhUii),  to  the  little 
room  next  mine  ;  and  order  her  to  lie  down  and  be  as  quiet 
as  a  mouse.  You  are  not  to  move  till  I  give  you  leave,  Bran- 
don—  mind  that,  and  come  back  to  us,  Plrmin,  or  we  shall 
have  the  patients  coming." 

So  Philip  led  away  this  poor  Little  Sister ;  and  trembling, 
and  clinging  to  his  arm,  she  returned  to  the  room  assigned  to 
her. 

"  She  wants  to  be  alone  with  him,"  the  doct,or  said  :  and 
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spoke  a  brief  word  or  two  of  that  strange  delusion  under  which 
the  little  woman  labored,  that  this  was  her  dead  child  come 
back  to  her. 

"I  know  that  is  in  her  mind,"  Goodenough  said;  "she 
never  got  over  that  brain  fever  in  which  I  found  her.  If  I 
were  to  swear  her  on  the  book,  and  sa}',  '  Brandon,  don't  you 
believe  he  is  j-our  son  alive  again  ? '  she  would  not  dare  to  saj- 
no.  She  will  leave  him  everything  she  has  got.  I  only  gave 
her  so  much  less  than  that  scoundrel's  bill  yesterday,  because 
I  knew  she  would  like  to  contribute  her  own  share.  It  would 
have  offended  her  mortall}^  to  have  been  left  out  of  the  sub- 
scription. The}^  like  to  sacrifice  themselves.  Wh}',  there  are 
women  in  India  who,  if  not  allowed  to  roast  with  their  dead 
husbands,  would  die  of  vexation."  And  by  this  time  Mr. 
Philip  came  striding  back  into  the  room  again,  rubbing  a  pair 
of  ver^'  red  e3'es. 

"Long  ere  this,  no  doubt,  that  drunken  ruffian  is  sobered, 
and  knows  that  the  bill  is  gone.  He  is  likely  enough  to  ac- 
cuse her  of  the  robber}-,"  sa3-s  the  doctor. 

"  Suppose,"  says  Philip's  other  friend,  "  I  had  put  a  pistol 
to  3^our  head,  and  was  going  to  shoot  you,  and  the  doctor 
took  the  pistol  out  of  my  hand,  and  flung  it  into  the  sea, 
would  you  help  me  to  prosecute  the  doctor  for  robbing  me 
of  the  pistol?" 

' '  You  don't  suppose  it  will  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  pay  that 
bill?  "  said  Philip.  "  I  said,  if  a  certain  bill  were  presented  to 
me,  pui'porting  to  be  accepted  bj'  Philip  Firmin,  I  would  pay 
it.  But  if  that  scoundrel.  Hunt,  only  says  that  he  had  such 
a  bill,  and  has  lost  it ;  I  will  cheerfully  take  m}^  oath  that  I 
have  never  signed  an}'  bill  at  all  —  and  they  can't  find  Brandon 
guilty  of  stealing  a  thing  which  never  existed." 

"  Let  us  hope,  then,  that  the  bill  was  not  in  duplicate  !  " 

And  to  this  wish  all  three  gentlemen  heartily  said  Amen ! 

And  now  the  doctor's  door-bell  began  to  be  agitated  by 
arriving  patients.  His  dining-room  was  already  full  of  them. 
The  Little  Sister  must  lie  still,  and  the  discussion  of  her  affairs 
must  be  deferred  to  a  more  convenient  hour ;  and  Philip  and 
his  friend  agreed  to  reconnoitre  the  house  in  Thornhaugh 
Street,  and  see  if  anything  had  happened  since  its  mistress 
had  left  it. 

Yes  :  something  had  haj^pened.  Mrs.  Brandon's  maid,  who 
ushered  us  into  her  mistress's  little  room,  told  us  that  in  the 
early  morning  that  horrible  man  who  had  come  over-night,  and 
been    so    tipsv,    and   behaved    so    ill.  —  the    very   same    man 
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who  had  come  there  tipsy  afore  once,  niid  whom  Mr.  Philip 
had  flung  into  the  street — had  come  battei'ing  at  the  knocker, 
and  pulling  at  the  bell,  and  swearing  and  cursing  most  dread- 
ful, and  calling  for  "•Mrs.  Brandon!  Mrs.  Brandon!  Mrs. 
Brandon ! "  and  frightening  the  whole  sti-eet.  After  he  had 
rung,  he  knocked  and  battered  ever  so  long.  Mary  looked 
out  at  him  from  her  upper  window,  and  told  him  to  go  along 
home,  or  she  would  call  the  police.  On  this  the  man  roared 
out  that  he  would  call  the  police  himself  if  Mary  did  not  let 
him  in;  and  as  he  went  on  calling  "Police!"  and  3'elling 
from  the  door,  Mary  came  down  stairs,  and  opened  the 
hall-door,  keeping  the  chain  fastened,  and  asked  him  what  he 
wanted  ? 

Hunt,  from  the  steps  without,  began  to  swear  and  rage  more 
loudly,  and  to  demand  to  be  let  in.  He  must  and  would  see 
Mrs.  Brandon. 

Mar}',  from  behind  her  chain  barricade,  said  that  her  mis- 
tress was  not  at  home,  but  that  she  had  been  called  out  that 
night  to  a  patient  of  Dr.  Goodenough's. 

Hunt,  with  more  shrieks  and  curses,  said  it  was  a  lie ;  and 
that  she  was  at  home  ;  and  that  he  would  see  her ;  and  that 
he  must  go  into  her  room  ;  and  that  he  had  left  something  there  ; 
that  he  had  lost  something  ;  and  that  he  would  have  it. 

"Lost  something  here?"  cried  Mary.  "  Why  here  ?  when 
you  reeled  out  of  this  house,  you  couldn't  scarce  walk,  and  you 
almost  fell  into  the  gutter,  which  I  have  seen  you  there  before. 
Get  away,  and  go  home  !  You  are  not  sober  yet,  you  horrible 
man ! " 

On  this,  clinging  on  to  the  area-railings,  and  demeaning 
himself  like  a  madman,  Hunt  continued  to  call  out,  "Police, 
police  !  I  have  been  robbed,  I've  been  robbed  !  Police !  " 
until  astonished  heads  appeared  at  various  windows  in  the  quiet 
street,  and  a  policeman  actuall}-  came  up. 

When  the  policeman  appeared,  Hunt  began  to  sway  and  pull 
at  the  door,  confined  by  its  chain :  and  he  frantically  reiterated 
his  charge,  that  he  had  been  robbed  and  hocussed  in  that 
house,  that  night,  by  Mrs,  Brandon. 

The  policeman,  by  a  familiar  expression,  convej'ed  his  utter 
disbelief  of  the  statement,  and  told  the  dirty,  disreputable  man 
to  move  on,  and  go  to  bed.  Mrs.  Brandon  was  known  and 
respected  all  round  the  neighborhood.  She  had  befriended 
numerous  poor  round  about ;  and  was  known  for  a  hundred 
charities.  She  attended  many  respectable  families.  In  that 
parish  there  was  no  woman  more  esteemed.     And  I13'  the  word 
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"  Gammon,"  the  policeman  expressed  his  sense  of  the  utter 
absurdit}^  of  the  charge  against  the  good  lad}'. 

Hunt  still  continued  to  yell  out  that  he  had  been  robbed  and 
hocussed ;  and  Mary  from  behind  her  door  repeated  to  the 
officer  (with  whom  she  perhaps  had  relations  not  unfriendly) 
her  statement  that  the  beast  had  gone  reeling  away  from  the 
house  the  night  before,  and  if  he  had  lost  an3-thing,  who  knows 
where  he  might  not  have  lost  it? 

*■ '  It  was  taken  out  of  this  pocket,  and  out  of  this  pocket- 
book,"  howled  Hunt,  clinging  to  the  rail.  "I  give  her  in 
charge.     I  give  the  house  in  charge  !     It's  a  den  of  thieves  !  " 

During  this  shouting  and  turmoil,  the  sash  of  a  window  in 
Ridle3''s  studio  was  thrown  up.  The  painter  was  going  to  his 
morning  work.  He  had  appointed  an  early  model.  The  sun 
could  not  rise  too  soon  for  Ridley  ;  and,  as  soon  as  ever  it  gave 
its  light,  found  him  happy  at  his  labor.  He  had  heard  from 
his  bedroom  the  brawl  going  on  about  the  door. 

"Mr.  Ridley!"  says  the  policeman,  touching  the  glazed 
hat  with  much  respect  —  (in  fact,  and  out  of  uniform,  Z  25  has 
figured  in  more  than  one  of  J.  J.'s  pictures )  —  "  Here's  a  fel- 
low disturbing  the  whole  street,  and  shouting  out  that  Mrs. 
Brandon  have  robbed  and  hocussed  him  !  " 

Ridle}'  ran  down  stairs  in  a  high  state  of  indignation.  He 
is  nervous,  like  men  of  his  tribe  ;  quick  to  feel,  to  pity,  to  love, 
to  be  angry.     He  undid  the  chain,  and  I'an  into  the  street. 

"I  remember  that  fellow  drunk  here  before,"  said  the 
painter  ;  "  and  lying  in  that  very  gutter." 

"Drunk  and  disorderly!  Come  along !"  cries  Z  25;  and 
his  hand  was  quickly  fastened  on  the  parson's  greasy  collar, 
and  under  its  strong  grasp  Hunt  is  forced  to  move  on.  He 
goes,  still  yelling  out  that  he  has  been  robbed. 

"Tell  that  to  his  worship,"  says  the  incredulous  Z.  And 
this  was  the  news  which  Mrs.  Brandon's  friends  received  from 
her  maid,  when  they  called  at  her  house. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

IN   WHICH    SEVERAL    PEOPLE    HAVE    THEIR   TRIALS, 

If  Philip  and  his  friend  had  happened  to  pass  through  High 
Street,  JNIarylebone,  on  their  wa}^  to  Thornhaugli  Street  to 
reconnoitre  the  Little  Sister's  house,  they  would  have  seen  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Hunt,  in  a  very  dirty,  battered,  crestfallen  and 
unsatisfactory  state,  inarching  to  Maiylebone  from  the  station, 
where  the  reverend  gentleman  had  passed  the  night,  and  under 
the  custody  of  the  police.  A  convoy  of  street  boys  followed 
the  prisoner  and  his  guard,  making  sarcastic  remarks  on  both. 
Hunt's  appearance  was  not  improved  since  we  had  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  him  on  the  previous  evening.  With  a  gi'izzled 
beard  and  hau-,  a  dingy  face,  a  dingy  shirt,  and  a  countenance 
mottled  with  dirt  and  drink,  we  ma}'  fancy  the  reverend  man 
passing  in  tattered  raiment  through  the  street  to  make  his  ap- 
pearance before  the  magistrate. 

You  have  no  doubt  forgotten  the  narrative  which  appeared 
in  the  morning  papers  two  days  after  the  Thornhaugh  Street 
incident,  but  my  clerk  has  been  at  the  pains  to  hunt  up  and 
copy  the  police  report,  in  which  events  connected  with  our 
history  are  briefly  recorded. 

''  Makylebone,  Wednesday.  — Thomas  Tufton  Hunt,  profess- 
ing to  be  a  clergyman,  but  wearing  an  appearance  of  extreme 
squalor,  was  brought  before  Mr.  Beaksby  at  this  office,  charged 
by  Z  25  with  being  drunk  and  ver^'  disorderly-  on  Tuesda}- 
se'nnight,  and  endeavoring  by  force  and  threats  to  effect  his 
re-entrance  into  a  house  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  from  which  he 
had  been  previously  ejected  in  a  most  unclerical  and  inebriated 
state. 

i  "  On  being  taken  to  the  station-house,  the  reverend  gentle- 
man lodged  a  complaint  on  his  own  side,  and  averred  that  he 
had  been  stupefied  and  hocussed  in  the  house  in  Thornhaugh 
Street  b}^  means  of  some  drug,  and  that,  whilst  in  this  state, 
he  had  been  robbed  of  a  bill  for  386/.  4s.  3c?.,  drawn  by  a  per- 
son in  New  York,  and  accepted  by  Mr.  P.  Firmin,  barrister,  of 
Parchment  Buildings,  Temple. 

"  Mrs.  Brandon,  the  landlady  of  the  house,  No.  — ,  Thorn- 
haugh Street,  has  been  in  the  habit  of  letting  lodgings  for  many 
years  past,  and  several  of  her  friends,  including  Mr.  Firmin, 
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Mr.  Ridlejs  the  Rl.  Acad.,  and  other  gentlemen,  were  in  atten- 
dance to  speak  to  her  character,  which  is  most  respectable. 
After  Z  25  had  given  evidence,  the  servant  deposed  that  Hunt 
had  been  more  than  once  disorderly  and  drunlv  before  that 
house,  and  had  been  forcibly  ejected  from  it.  On  the  night 
when  the  alleged  robbery  was  said  to  have  taken  place,  he  had 
visited  the  house  in  Thornhaugh  Street,  had  left  it  in  an  in- 
ebriated state,  and  returned  some  hours  afterwards,  vowing 
that  he  had  been  robbed  of  the  document  in  question. 

"  Mr.  P.  Firmin  said  :  '  I  am  a  barrister,  and  have  chambers 
at  Parchment  Buildings,  Temple,  and  know  the  person  calling 
himself  Hunt.  I  have  not  accepted  any  bill  of  exchange,  nor 
is  my  signature  affixed  to  any  such  document.' 

"At  this  stage  the  worthy  magistrate  interposed,  and  said 
that  this  only  went  to  prove  that  the  bill  was  not  completed  by 
Mr.  F.'s  acceptance,  and  would  by  no  means  conclude  the  case 
set  up  before  him.  Dealing  with  it,  however,  on  the  merits, 
and  looking  at  the  way  in  which  the  charge  had  been  preferred, 
and  the  entire  absence  of  sufficient  testimony  to  warrant  him 
in  deciding  that  even  a  piece  of  paper  had  been  abstracted  in 
that  house,  or  liy  the  person  accused,  and  believing  that  if  he 
were  to  commit,  a  conviction  would  be  impossible,  he  dismissed 
the  charge. 

"  The  lad}'  left  the  court  with  her  friends,  and  the  accuser, 
when  called  upon  to  pay  a  fine  for  drunkenness,  broke  out  into 
ver}'  unclerical  language,  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  forcibly 
removed." 

Philip  Firmin's  statement,  that  he  had  given  no  bill  of  ex- 
change, was  made  not  without  hesitation  on  his  part,  and  in- 
deed at  his  friends'  strong  entreaty.  It  was  addressed  not  so 
much  to  the  sitting  magistrate,  as  to  that  elderly  individual  at 
New  York,  who  was  warned  no  more  to  forge  his  son's  name. 
I  fear  a  coolness  ensued  between  Philip  and  his  parent  in  con- 
sequence of  the  younger  man's  behavior.  The  doctor  had 
thought  better  of  his  boy  than  to  suppose  that,  at  a  moment  of 
necessity^  Philip  would  desert  him.  He  forgave  Philip,  never- 
theless. Perhaps  since  his  marriage  other  influences  were  at 
work  upon  him,  &c.  The  parent  made  further  remarks  in  this 
strain.  A  man  who  takes  your  mone}'  is  naturall}^  offended  if 
you  remonstrate  ;  3'ou  wound  his  sense  of  delicacy  b}'  protest- 
ing against  his  putting  his  hand  in  your  pocket.  The  elegant 
doctor  in  New  York  continued  to  speak  of  his  unhappy  son 
with  a  mournful  shake  of  the  head  ;  he  said,  perhaps  believed, 
that  Philip's  imprudence  was  in  part  the  cause   of  his  own 
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exile.  "  This  is  not  the  kind  of  entertainment  to  which  I 
would  have  invited  you  at  my  own  house  in  England,"  he  would 
say.  "I  thought  to  have  ended  ni}-  days  there,  and  to  have 
left  my  son  in  comfort  —  nay,  splendor.  I  am  an  exile  in 
poverty  :  and  he  — but  I  will  use  no  hard  words."  And  to  his 
female  patients  he  would  say  :  "  No,  my  dear  madam  !  —  not  a 
syllable  of  reproach  shall  escape  these  lips  regarding  that  mis- 
guided bo}'  !  But  you  can  feel  for  me  ;  I  know  you  can  feel 
for  me."  In  the  old  days,  a  high-spirited  highwayman,  who 
took  a  coach-passenger's  purse,  thought  himself  injured,  and 
the  traveller  a  shabby  fellow,  if  he  secreted  a  guinea  or  two 
under  the  cushions.  In  the  doctor's  now  rare  letters,  he 
breathed  a  manly  sigh  here  and  there,  to  think  that  he  had  lost 
the  confidence  of  his  boy.  I  do  believe  that  certain  ladies  of 
our  acquaintance  were  inclined  to  think  that  the  elder  Firmin 
had  been  not  altogether  well  used,  however  much  they  loved 
and  admired  the  Little  Sister  for  her  lawless  act  in  her  boy's 
defence.  But  this  main  point  we  had  won.  The  doctor  at  New 
York  took  the  warning,  and  wrote  his  son's  signature  upon  no 
more  bills  of  exchange.  The  good  Goodenough's  loan  was 
carried  back  to  him  in  the  very  coin  which  he  had  supplied. 
He  said  that  his  little  nurse  Brandon  was  splendide  mendax,  and 
that  her  robberj'  was  a  sublime  and  courageous  act  of  war. 

In  so  far,  since  his  marriage,  Mr.  Philip  had  been  prett}^ 
fortunate.  At  need,  friends  had  come  to  him.  In  moments  of 
peril  he  had  had  succor  and  relief.  Though  he  had  married 
without  monc}',  fate  had  sent  him  a  sufficiency.  His  flask  had 
never  been  empty,  and  there  was  alwa3's  meal  in  his  bin.  But 
now  hard  trials  were  in  store  for  him  :  hard  trials  which  we 
have  said  were  endurable,  and  which  he  has  long  since  lived 
through.  Any  man  who  has  pla3'ed  the  game  of  life  or  whist, 
knows  how  for  one  while  he  will  have  a  series  of  good  cards 
dealt  him,  and  again  will  get  no  trumps  at  all.  After  he  got 
into  his  house  in  Milman  Street  and  quitted  the  Little  Sistei''s 
kind  roof,  our  friend's  good  fortune  seemed  to  desert  him. 
"Perhaps  it  was  a  punishment  for  my  pride,  because  I  was 
haughty  with  her,  and  —  and  jealous  of  that  dear  good  little 
creature,"  poor  Charlotte  afterwards  owned  in  conversation  with 
other  friends  :  —  "  but  our  fortune  seemed  to  change  when  we 
were  away  from  her,  and  that  I  must  own." 

Perhaps,  when  she  was  yet  under  Mrs.  Brandon's  roof,  the 
Little  Sister's  provident  care  had  done  a  great  deal  more  for 
Charlotte  than  Charlotte  knew.  Mrs.  Philip  had  the  most  sim- 
ple tastes  in  the  world,  and  upon  herself  never  spent  an  un- 
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necessary  shilling.  Indeed,  it  was  a  wonder,  considering  her 
small  expenses,  how  neat  and  nice  Mrs.  Philip  ever  looked. 
But  she  never  could  den}^  herself  when  the  children  were  in 
question  ;  and  had  them  arra3'ed  in  all  sorts  of  fine  clothes  ;  and 
stitched  and  hemmed  all  daj'  and  night  to  decorate  their  little 
persons  ;  and  in  reply  to  the  remonstrances  of  the  matrons  her 
friends,  showed  how  it  was  impossible  children  could  be  dressed 
for  less  cost.  If  anything  ailed  them,  quick,  the  doctor  must 
be  sent  for.  Not  worthy  Goodenough,  who  came  without  a  fee, 
and  pooh-poohed  her  alarms  and  anxieties  ;  but  dear  Mr,  Bland, 
who  had  a  feeling  heart,  and  was  himself  a  father  of  children, 
and  who  supported  those  children  by  the  produce  of  the  pills, 
draughts,  powders,  visits,  which  he  bestowed  on  all  families 
into  whose  doors  he  entered.  Bland's  sympathy  was  very  con- 
solatory ;  but  it  was  found  to  be  very  costl^^  at  the  end  of  the 
year.  "  And,  what  then  ?  "  says  Charlotte,  with  kindling  cheeks. 
'•'■  Do  you  suppose  we  should  grudge  that  money,  which  was  to 
give  health  to  our  dearest,  dearest  babies?  No.  You  can't 
have  such  a  bad  opinion  of  me  as  that ! "  And  accordingly 
Mr.  Bland  received  a  nice  little  annuity  from  our  friends. 
Philip  had  a  joke  about  his  wife's  housekeeping  which  perhaps 
ma}^  apply  to  other  young  women  who  are  kept  by  overwatchful 
mothers  too  much  in  statu  pupillari.  When  they  were  married, 
or  about  to  be  married,  Philip  asked  Charlotte  what  she  would 
order  for  dinner?  She  promptly  said  she  would  order  leg  of 
mutton.  "-And  after  leg  of  mutton?"  "Leg  of  beef,  to  be 
sure!  "says  Mrs.  Charlotte,  looking  ver}' pleased,  and  know- 
ing. And  the  fact  is,  as  this  little  housekeeper  was  obliged 
demurely  to  admit,  their  household  bills  increased  prodigiottsly 
after  thej'  left  Thornhaugh  Street.  "  And  I  can't  understand, 
my  dear,  how  the  grocer's  book  should  mount  up  so  ;  and  the 
butterman's,  and  the  beer,"  &c.  &c.  We  have  often  seen 
the  pretty  little  head  bent  over  the  dingy  volumes,  puzzling, 
puzzling :  and  the  eldest  child  would  hold  up  a  warning  finger 
to  ours,  and  tell  them  to  be  very  quiet,  as  mamma  was  at  her 
"  atounts." 

And  now,  I  grieve  to  sa}-,  money  became  scarce  for  the  pa}'- 
ment  of  these  accounts ;  and  though  Philip  fancied  he  hid  his 
anxieties  from  his  wife,  be  sure  she  loved  him  too  much  to  be 
deceived  by  one  of  the  clumsiest  hypocrites  in  the  world.  Only, 
being  a  much  cleverer  hj^pocrite  than  her  husband,  she  pretended 
to  be  deceived,  and  acted  her  part  so  well  that  poor  Philip  was 
mortified  with  her  gayety,  and  diose  to  fancy  his  wife  was  in- 
ditferent  to  their  misfortunes.     She  ought  not  to  be  so  smiling 
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and  happy,  he  thought ;  and,  as  usual,  bemoaned  his  lot  to  his 
friends.  "  I  come  home  racked  with  care,  and  thinking  of  those 
inevitable  bills ;  I  shudder,  sir,  at  every  note  that  lies  on  the 
hall  table,  and  would  tremble  as  I  dashed  them  open  as  they  do 
on  the  stage.  But  I  laugh  and  put  on  a  jaunty  air,  and  humbug- 
Char.  And  I  hear  her  singing  about  the  house  and  laughing 
and  cooing  with  the  childi'en,  by  Jove.  She's  not  aware  of 
anything.  She  does  not  know  how  dreadfully  the  res  dorni  is 
squeezing  me.  But  before  marriage  she  did,  I  tell  you.  Then, 
if  anything  annoyed  me,  she  divined  it.  If  I  felt  ever  so  little 
unwell,  ^^ou  should  have  seen  the  alarm  on  her  face !  It  was 
'  Philip  dear,  how  pale  you  are  ; '  or,  '  Philip,  how  flushed  you 
are ; '  or,  'I  am  sure  you  have  had  a  letter  from  your  father. 
Why  do  you  conceal  anything  from  me,  sir?  You  never  should 
—  never  ! '  And  now  when  the  fox  is  gnawing  at  m^'  side  under 
my  cloak,  I  laugh  and  grin  so  naturally  that  she  believes  I  am 
all  right,  and  she  comes  to  meet  me  flouncing  the  children  about 
in  my  face,  and  wearing  an  air  of  consummate  happiness  !  I 
would  not  deceive  her  for  the  world,  you  know.  But  it's  morti- 
fying. Don't  tell  me !  It  is  mortifying  to  be  tossing  awake 
all  night,  and  racked  with  care  all  daj^,  and  have  the  wife  of 
your  bosom  chattering  and  singing  and  laughing,  as  if  there 
were  no  cares,  or  doubts,  or  duns  in  the  world.  If  I  had  the 
gout  and  she  were  to  laugh  and  sing,  I  should  not  call  that 
sympathy.  If  I  were  arrested  for  debt,  and  she  were  to  come 
grinning  and  laughing  to  the  sponging-house,  I  should  not  call 
that  consolation.  Why  doesn't  she  feel?  She  ought  to  feel. 
There's  Bets}',  our  parlor-maid.  There's  the  old  fellow  who 
comes  to  clean  the  boots  and  knives.  They  know  how  hard  up 
i  am.  And  my  wife  sings  and  dances  whilst  I  am  on  the  verge 
of  ruin,  by  Jove  ;  and  giggles  and  laughs  as  if  life  was  a  pan- 
tomime !  " 

Then  the  man  and  woman  into  whose  ears  poor  Philip  roared 
out  his  confessions  and  griefs,  hung  down  their  blushing  heads 
in  humbled  silence.  Thej^  are  tolerabl}^  prosperous  in  life,  and, 
I  fear,  are  pretty  well  satisfied  with  themselves  and  each  other. 
A  woman  who  scarcely  ever  does  any  wrong,  and  rules  and 

governs  her  own  house  and  family,  as  my  ,  as  the  wife 

of  the  reader's  humble  sei-vant  most  notoriously  does,  often 
becomes  —  must  it  be  said?- — too  certain  of  her  own  virtue, 
and  is  too  sure  of  the  correctness  of  her  own  opinion.  We 
virtuous  people  give  advice  a  good  deal,  and  set  a  considerable 
value  upon  that  advice.  We  meet  a  certain  man  who  has  fallen 
among  thieves,  let  us  say.      We  succor  him  readily'  enough. 
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We  take  him  kindly  to  the  inn,  and  pay  his  score  there ;  but 
we  say  to  the  landlord,  "You  must  give  this  poor  man  his 
bed  ;  his  medicine  at  such  a  time,  and  his  broth  at  such  another. 
But,  mind  3'ou,  he  must  have  that  ph3'sic,  and  no  other ;  that 
broth  when  we  order  it.  We  take  his  case  in  hand,  you  under- 
stand. Don't  listen  to  him  or  an3body  else.  We  know  all 
about  everything.  Good-by,  Take  care  of  him.  Mind  the 
medicine  and  the  broth  !  "  and  Mr.  Benefactor  or  Lady  Boun- 
tiful goes  away,  perfectly  self-satisfied. 

Do  you  take  this  allegory  ?  When  Philip  complained  to  us 
of  his  wife's  friskiness  and  gayety ;  when  he  bitterly  contrasted 
her  levity  and  carelessness  with  his  own  despondency  and  doubt, 
Charlotte's  two  principal  friends  were  smitten  by  shame.  "  Oh, 
Philip  !  dear  Philip  !  "  his  female  adviser  said,  (having  looked 
at  her  husband  once  or  twice  as  Fii-min  spoke,  and  in  vain 
endeavored  to  keep  her  guilty  eyes  down  on  her  work,)  "  Char- 
lotte has  done  this,  because  she  is  humble,  and  because  she 
takes  the  advice  of  friends  who  are  not.  She  knows  everything, 
and  more  than  everything ;  for  her  dear  tender  heart  is  filled 
with  apprehension.  But  we  told  her  to  show  no  sign  of  care, 
lest  her  husband  should  be  disturbed.  And  she  trusted  in  us  ; 
and  she  puts  her  trust  elsewhere,  Philip ;  and  she  has  hidden 
her  own  anxieties,  lest  yours  should  be  increased  ;  and  has  met 
3'ou  gaji}^  when  her  heart  was  full  of  dread.  We  think  she  has 
done  wrong  now ;  but  she  did  so  because  she  was  so  simple, 
and  trusted  in  us  who  advised  her  wrongh- .  Now  we  see  that 
there  ought  to  have  been  perfect  confidence  always  between 
you,  and  that  it  is  her  simplicity-  and  faith  in  us  which  have 
misled  her." 

Philip  hung  down  his  head  for  a  moment,  and  hid  his  eyes  ; 
and  we  knew,  during  that  minute  when  his  face  was  concealed 
from  us,  how  his  grateful  heart  was  emploj'ed. 

"  And  you  know,  dear  Philip  —  "  sa3's  Laura,  looking  at  her 
husband,  and  nodding  to  that  person,  who  certainl3^  understood 
the  hint. 

"And  I  sa3',  Firmin,"  breaks  in  the  lady's  husband,  "  3'ou 
understand,  if  3'ou  are  at  all  —  that  is,  if  3^ou  —  that  is,  if  we 
can  —  " 

"  Hold  3'our  tongue  ! "  shouts  Firmin,  with  a  face  beaming 
over  with  happiness.  "  I  know  what  3"ou  mean.  You  beggar, 
you  are  going  to  ofl!"er  me  mone3' !  I  see  it  in  your  face  ;  bless 
you  both  !  But  we'll  tr3'  and  do  without,  please  heaven.  And 
—  it's  worth  feeling  a  pinch  of  poverty  to  find  such  friends  as  I 
have  had,  and  to  share  it  with  such  a  —  such  a  —  dash  dea«T 
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little  thing  as  I  have  at  home.  And  1  won't  try  and  humbug 
Char  an}^  more.  I'm  bad  at  that  sort  of  business.  And  good 
night,  and  I'll  never  forget  your  kindness,  never !  "  And  he 
is  off  a  moment  afterwards,  and  jumping  down  the  steps  of  our 
door,  and  so  into  the  park.  And  though  tliere  were  not  five 
pounds  in  the  poor  little  house  in  Milman  Street,  there  were  not 
two  happier  people  in  London  that  night  than  Charlotte  and 
Philip  Firmin.  If  he  had  his  troubles,  our  friend  had  his  im- 
mense consolations.  Fortunate  he,  however  poor,  who  has 
friends  to  help,  and  love  to  console  him  in  his  trials. 


CHAPTER  XVn. 

IN   WHICH   THE   LUCK   GOES    VERY   MUCH   AGAINST    US. 

Every  man  and  woman  amongst  us  has  made  his  voyage  to 
Lilliput,  and  his  tour  in  the  kingdom  of  Brobdingnag.  When  I 
go  to  my  native  country  town,  the  local  paper  announces  our 
arrival ;  the  laborers  touch  their  hats,  as  the  pony-chaise  passes, 
the  girls  and  old  women  drop  curtsies  ;  Mr.  Hicks,  the  grocer 
and  hatter,  comes  to  his  door  and  makes  a  bow,  and  smirks  and 
smiles.  When  our  neighbor  Sir  John  amves  at  the  hall,  he  is  a 
still  greater  personage  ;  the  bell-ringers  greet  the  hall  famil}^ 
with  a  peal ;  the  rector  walks  over  on  an  early  day,  and  paj^s 
his  visit ;  and  the  farmers  at  market  press  round  for  a  nod  of 
recognition.  Sir  John  at  home  is  in  Lilliput :  in  BelgraAHi 
Square  he  is  in  Brobdingnag,  where  almost  everybody  we  meet 
is  ever  so  much  taller  than  ourselves.  "Which  do  you  like 
best,  to  be  a  giant  amongst  the  pigmies,  or  a  pigmy  amongst 
the  giants?"  I  know  what  sort  of  company  I  prefer  myself: 
but  that  is  not  the  point.  What  I  would  hint  is,  that  we  possi- 
bly give  ourselves  patronizing  airs  before  small  people,  as  folks 
higher  placed  than  ourselves  give  themselves  airs  befoz-e  us. 
Patronizing  airs?  Old  Miss  Mumbles,  the  half-pay  lieutenant's 
daughter,  who  lives  over  the  plumber's,  with  her  maid,  gives 
herself  in  her  degree  more  airs  than  any  duchess  in  Belgravia, 
and  would  leave  the  room  if  a  tradesman's  wife  sat  down 
in  it. 

Now  it  has  been  said  that  few  men  in  this  city  of  London  are 
so  simple  in  their  manners  as  Philip  Firmin,  and  that  be  treated 
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the  patron  whose  bread  he  ate,  and  the  wealthy  relative  who 
condescended  to  visit  him,  with  a  like  freedom.  He  is  blunt, 
but  not  familiar,  and  is  not  a  whit  more  pohte  to  my  lord  than 
to  Jack  or  Tom  at  the  coffee-house.  He  resents  familiarity 
from  vulgar  persons,  and  those  who  venture  on  it  retire  maimed 
and  mortified  after  coming  into  collision  with  him.  As  for  the 
people  he  loves,  he  grovels  before  them,  worships  their  boot- 
tips,  and  their  gown-hems.  But  he  submits  to  them,  not  for 
their  wealth  or  rank,  but  for  love's  sake.  He  submitted  very 
magnanimously,  at  first,  to  the  kindnesses  and  caresses  of  Lady 
Ringwood  and  her  daughters,  being  softened  and  won  by  the 
regard  wliich  they  showed  for  his  wife  and  children. 

Although  Sir  John  was  for  the  Rights  of  Man  everywhere, 
all  over  the  world,  and  had  pictures  of  Franklin,  Lafayette,  and 
Washington  in  his  library,  he  likewise  had  portraits  of  his  own 
ancestors  in  that  apartment,  and  entertained  a  ver}-  high  opinion 
of  the  present  representative  of  the  Ringwood  family.  The 
character  of  the  late  chief  of  the  house  was  notorious.  Lord 
Ringwood's  life  had  been  irregular  and  his  morals  loose.  His 
talents  were  considerable,  no  doubt,  but  they  had  not  been  de- 
voted to  serious  study  or  directed  to  useful  ends.  A  wild  man 
in  earl}'  life,  he  had  only  changed  his  practices  in  later  life  in 
consequence  of  ill  health,  and  became  a  hermit  as  a  Certain 
Person  became  a  monk.  He  was  a  frivolous  person  to  the  end, 
and  was  not  to  be  considered  as  a  public  man  and  statesman ; 
and  this  light-minded  man  of  pleasure  had  been  advanced  to 
the  third  rank  of  the  peerage,  whilst  his  successor,  his  superior 
in  intellect  and  morality,  remained  a  Baronet  still.  How  blind 
the  Ministry  was  which  refused  to  recognize  so  much  talent  and 
worth  !  Had  there  been  public  virtue  or  common  sense  in  the 
governors  of  the  nation,  merits  like  Sir  John's  never  could  have 
been  overlooked.  But  Ministers  were  notoriously  a  family 
clique,  and  only  helped  each  other.  Promotion  and  patronage 
were  disgi-acefull}'  monopolized  by  the  members  of  a  very  few 
families  who  were  not  better  men  of  business,  men  of  better 
character,  men  of  more  ancient  lineage  (though  birth,  of  course, 
was  a  mere  accident)  than  Sir  John  himself.  In  a  word,  imtil 
they  gave  him  a  peerage,  he  saw  very  little  hope  for  the  cabinet 
or  the  country. 

In  a  verjj^  early  page  of  this  history,  mention  was  made  of  a 
certain  Philip  Ringwood,  to  whose  protection  Philip  Firrain's 
mother  confided  her  boy  when  he  was  first  sent  to  school. 
Philip  Ringwood  was  Firmin's  senior  by  seven  j^ears  ;  he  came 
to  Old  Parr  Street  twice  or  thrice  during  his  stay  at  school, 
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condescended  to  take  the  "  tips,"  of  which  the  poor  doctor  was 
liberal  enough,  but  never  deigned  to  take  any  notice  of  young 
Firmin,  who  looked  up  to  his  kinsman  with  awe  and  trembling. 
From  school  Philip  Ringwood  speedily  departed  to  college,  and 
then  entered  upon  public  life.  He  was  the  eldest  son  of 
Sir  John  Ringwood,  with  whom  our  friend  has  of  late  made  ac- 
quaintance. 

Mr.  Ringwood  was  a  much  greater  personage  than  the  baro- 
net his  father.  Even  when  the  latter  succeeded  to  Lord  Ring- 
wood's  estates  and  came  to  London,  he  could  scarcely  be  said 
to  equal  his  son  in  social  rank  ;  and  the  younger  patronized  his 
parent.  What  is  the  secret  of  great  social  success  ?  It  is  not 
to  be  gained  by  beauty,  or  wealth,  or  birth,  or  wit,  or  valor,  or 
eminence  of  any  kind.  It  is  a  gift  of  Fortune,  bestowed,  like 
that  goddess's  favors,  capriciousl}-.  Look,  dear  madam,  at  the 
most  fashionable  ladies  at  present  reigning  in  London.  Are 
they  better  bred,  or  more  amiable,  or  richer,  or  more  beautiful 
than  yourself?  See,  good  sir,  the  men  who  lead  the  fashion, 
and  stand  in  the  bow- window  at  "  Black's  ;  "  are  they  wiser,  o? 
wittier,  or  more  agreeable  people  than  you?  And  yet  you 
know  what  your  fate  would  be  if  you  were  put  up  at  that  club. 
Sir  John  Ringwood  never  dared  to  be  proposed  there,  even 
after  his  great  accession  of  fortune  on  the  earl's  death.  His 
son  did  not  encourage  him.  People  even  said  that  Ringwood 
would  blackball  his  father  if  he  dared  to  offer  himself  as  a  can- 
didate. 

I  never,  I  say,  could  understand  the  reason  of  Philip  Ring- 
wood's  success  in  life,  though  you  must  acknowledge  that  he  is 
one  of  our  most  eminent  dandies.  He  is  affable  to  dukes.  He 
patronizes  marquises.  He  is  not  witty.  He  is  not  clever. 
He  does  not  give  good  dinners.  How  many  baronets  are  there 
in  the  British  empire  ?  Look  to  your  book,  and  see.  I  tell 
you  there  are  many  of  these  whom  Philip  Ringwood  would 
scarcely  admit  to  wait  at  one  of  his  bad  dinners.  By  calmly 
asserting  himself  in  life,  this  man  has  achieved  his  social  emi- 
nence. We  may  hate  him  ;  but  we  acknowledge  his  superiority. 
For  instance,  I  should  as  soon  think  of  asking  him  to  dine  with 
me,  as  I  should  of  slapping  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  on 
the  back. 

Mr.  Ringwood  has  a  meagre  little  house  in  May  Fair,  and 
belongs  to  a  public  office,  where  he  patronizes  his  chef.  His 
own  family  bow  down  before  him  ;  his  mother  is  humble  in  his 
compan}'' ;  his  sisters  are  respectful ;  his  father  does  not  brag 
of  his  own  liberal  principles,  and  never  alludes  to  the  rights  of 
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man  in  the  son's  presence.  He  is  called  "  Mr.  Ringwood"  in 
the  family.  The  person  who  is  least  in  awe  of  him  is  his 
younger  brother,  who  has  been  known  to  make  faces  behind  the 
elder's  back.  But  he  is  a  dreadfully  headstrong  and  ignorant 
child,  and  respects  nothing.  Lady  Ringwood,  b}'  the  wa}-,  is 
Mr.  Ringwood's  step-mother.  His  own  mother  was  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  noble  house,  and  died  in  giving  birth  to  this  paragon. 

Philip  Firmin,  who  had  not  set  eyes  upon  his  kinsman  sine( 
they  were  at  school  together,  remembered  some  stories  which 
were  current  about  Ringwood,  and  by  no  means  to  that  eminent 
dandy's  credit  —  stories  of  intrigue,  of  play,  of  various  libertine 
exploits  on  Mr.  Ringwood's  part.  One  day,  Philip  and  Char- 
lotte dined  with  Sir  John,  who  was  talking  and  chirping,  and 
laying  down  the  law,  and  bragging  away  according  to  his  wont, 
when  his  son  entered  and  asked  for  dinner.  He  had  accepted 
an  invitation  to  dine  at  Garterton  House.  The  Duke  had  one 
of  his  attacks  of  gout  just  before  dinner.  The  dinner  was  olf. 
If  Lady  Ringwood  would  give  him  a  slice  of  mutton,  he  would 
be  very  much  obliged  to  her.  A  place  was  soon  found  for 
him.  "And,  Philip,  this  is  your  namesake,  and  our  cousin, 
Mr.  Philip  Firmin,"  said  the  Baronet,  presenting  his  son  to  his 
kinsman. 

"Your  father  used  to  give  me  sovereigns,  when  I  was  at 
school.  I  have  a  faint  recollection  of  you,  too.  Little  white- 
headed  bo}',  weren't  you?  How  is  the  doctor,  and  Mrs.  Fir- 
min ?     All  right  ?  " 

"  Why,  don't  you  know  his  father  ran  away?"  calls  out  the 
youngest  member  of  the  family.  "Don't  kick  me,  Emily. 
He  did  run  away." 

Then  Mr.  Ringwood  remembered,  and  a  faint  blush  tinged 
his  face.  "Lapse  of  time.  I  know.  Shouldn't  have  asked 
after  such  a  lapse  of  time."  And  he  mentioned  a  case  in  which 
a  duke,  who  was  very  forgetful,  had  asked  a  marquis  about  his 
wife  who  had  run  away  with  an  earl,  and  made  inquiries  about 
the  duke's  son,  who,  as  everybody  knew,  was  not  on  terms 
with  his  father. 

"This  is  Mrs.  Firmin — Mrs.  Philip  Firmin!"  cried  Lady 
Ringwood,  rather  nervously  ;  and  I  suppose  Mrs.  Philip  blushed, 
and  the  blush  became  her ;  for  Mr.  Ringwood  afterwards  con- 
descended to  say  to  one  of  his  sisters,  that  their  new-found 
relative  seemed  one  of  3'our  rough-and-read}-  sort  of  gentlemen, 
but  his  wife  was  realh'  very  well  bred,  and  quite  a  prett}'  J'oung 
woman,  and  presentable  un3'where  —  really  anywhere.  Char- 
lotte was  asked  to  sing  one  or  two  of  her  little  songs  after 
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dinner.  Mr.  Ringwoocl  was  delighted.  Her  voice  was  per- 
fectly true.  What  she  sang,  she  sang  admirabl}'.  And  he 
was  good  enough  to  hum  over  one  of  her  songs  (during  which 
performance  he  showed  that  Ms  voice  was  not  exempt  from 
little  frailties),  and  to  say  he  had  heard  Lady  Philomela  Shak- 
erley  sing  that  very  song  at  Glenmavis,  last  autumn ;  and  it 
was  such  a  favorite  that  the  Duchess  asked  for  it  every  night 
—  actuall}'  every  night.  When  our  friends  were  going  home, 
Mr.  Ringwood  gave  Philip  almost  the  whole  of  one  finger  to 
shake ;  and  while  Philip  was  inwardly  raging  at  his  imperti- 
nence, believed  that  he  had  entirely  fascinated  his  humble 
relatives,  and  that  he  had  been  most  good-natured  and 
friendly. 

I  cannot  tell  why  this  man's  patronage  chafed  and  goaded 
our  worthy  friend  so  as  to  drive  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  all 
politeness  and  reason.  The  artless  remarks  of  the  little  boy, 
and  the  occasional  simple  speeches  of  the  young  ladies,  had 
only  tickled  Philip's  humor,  and  served  to  amuse  him  when  he 
met  his  relatives.  I  suspect  it  was  a  certain  free-and-easy 
manner  which  Mr.  Ringwood  chose  to  adopt  towards  Mrs. 
Philip,  which  annoyed  her  husband.  He  had  said  nothing  at 
which  offence  could  be  taken  :  perhaps  he  was  quite  unconscious 
of  offending;  nay,  thought  himself  eminently' pleasing :  perhaps 
he  was  not  more  impertinent  towards  her  than  towards  other 
women :  but  in  talking  about  him,  Mr.  Firmin's  e3^es  flashed 
very  fiercely,  and  he  spoke  of  his  new  acquaintance  and  relative, 
with  his  usual  extreme  candor,  as  an  upstart,  and  an  arrogant 
conceited  pupp}^  whose  ears  he  would  like  to  pull. 

How  do  good  women  learn  to  discover  men  who  are  not 
good?  Is  it  by  instinct?  How  do  they  learn  those  stories 
about  men?  I  protest  I  never  told  my  wife  anything  good  or 
bad  regarding  this  Mr.  Ringwood,  though  of  course,  as  a  man 
about  town,  I  have  heard  —  Avho  has  not?  —  little  anecdotes 
regarding  his  career.  His  conduct  in  that  affair  with  Miss 
Willowby  was  heartless  and  cruel ;  his  behavior  to  that  un- 
happy Blanche  Painter  nobody  can  defend.  My  wife  conveys 
her  opinion  regarding  Philip  Ringwood,  his  life,  principles,  and 
morality,  by  looks  and  silences  which  are  more  awful  and  kill- 
ing than  the  bitterest  words  of  sarcasm  or  reproof.  Philip 
Firmin,  who  knows  her  ways,  watches  her  features,  and,  as  I 
have  said,  humbles  himself  at  her  feet,  marked  the  lad3''s  awful 
looks,  when  he  came  to  describe  to  us  his  meeting  with  his 
cousin,  and  the  magnificent  patronizing  aii'S  which  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  assumed. 
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*'What?"  he  said,  "you  don't  like  him  any  more  than  \ 
do?     I  thought  you  would  not ;  and  I  am  so  glad." 

Philip's  friend  said  she  did  not  know  Mr.  Ringwood,  and 
had  never  spoken  a  word  to  him  in  her  life. 

"  Yes  ;  but  you  know  of  him,"  cries  the  impetuous  Firmin. 
"  What  do  you  know  of  him,  with  his  monstrous  puppyism  and 
arrogance?"  Oh,  Mrs.  Laura  knew  very  little  of  him.  She 
did  not  believe  —  she  had  much  rather  not  believe  —  what  the 
world  said  about  Mr.  Ringwood. 

' '  Suppose  we  were  to  ask  the  Woolcombs  their  opinion  of 
your  character,  Philip?"  cries  that  gentleman's  biographer, 
with  a  laugh. 

''My  dear!"  says  Laura,  with  a  yet  severer  look,  the 
severity  of  which  glance  I  must  explain.  The  differences  of 
Woolcomb  and  his  wife  were  notorious.  Their  unhapj)iness 
was  known  to  all  the  world.  Society  was  beginning  to  look 
with  a  very,  very  cold  face  upon  Mrs.  Woolcomb.  After 
quarrels,  jealousies,  battles,  reconciliations,  scenes  of  renewed 
violence  and  furious  language,  had  come  indifference,  and  the 
most  reckless  gaj'ety  on  the  woman's  part.  Her  home  was 
splendid,  but  mean  and  miserable  ;  all  sorts  of  stories  were  rife 
regarding  her  husband's  brutal  treatment  of  poor  Agnes,  and 
her  own  imprudent  behavior.  Mrs.  Laura  was  indignant  when 
this  unhappy  woman's  name  was  ever  mentioned,  except  when 
she  thought  how  our  warm,  true-hearted  Philip  had  escaped 
from  the  heartless  creature.  "What  a  blessing  it  was -that 
you  were  ruined,  PhiUp,  and  that  she  deserted  you ! "  Laura 
would  say.  "What  fortune  would  repay  you  for  marrying 
such  a  woman  ?  " 

"Indeed  it  was  worth  all  I  had  to  lose  her,"  says  Philip, 
"  and  so  the  doctor  and  I  are  quits.  If  he  had  not  spent  my 
fortune,  Agnes  would  have  married  me.  If  she  had  married 
me,  I  might  have  turned  Othello,  and  have  been  hung  for 
smothering  her.  Why,  if  I  had  not  been  poor,  I  should  never 
have  been  married  to  little  Char  —  and  fancy  not  being  married 
to  Char ! "  The  worthy  fellow  here  lapses  into  silence,  and 
indulges  in  an  inward  rapture  at  the  idea  of  his  own  excessive 
happiness.  Then  he  is  scared  again  at  the  thought  which  his 
own  imagination  has  raised. 

"  I  say  !  Fancy  being  without  the  kids  and  Char !  "  he  cries 
with  a  blank  look. 

"  That  horrible  father  — that  dreadful  mother  —  pardon  me, 
PhiUp  ;  but  when  I  think  of  the  worldliness  of  those  unhappy 
people,  and  how  that  poor  unhappy  woman  has  been  bred  in 
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it,  and  ruined  by  it  —  I  am  so,  so,  so  enraged,  that  I  can't  keep 
my  temper!"  cries  the  lady.  "Is  the  woman  answerable,  or 
the  parents,  who  hardened  her  heart,  and  sold  her  —  sold  her 
to  that  —  O  !  "  Our  illustrious  friend  Woolcomb  was  signified 
b}'  "  that  O,"  and  the  lad}'  once  more  paused,  choked  with 
wrath  as  she  thought  about  that  O,  and  that  O's  wife. 

"  I  wonder  he  has  not  Othello'd  her,"  remarks  Philip,  with 
his  hands  in  his  pockets.  "  I  should,  if  she  had  been  mine, 
and  gone  on  as  they  say  she  is  going  on." 

"It  is  dreadful,  dreadful  to  contemplate!"  continues  the 
lady.  "  To  think  she  was  sold  by  her  own  parents,  poor  thing, 
poor  thing !     The  guilt  is  with  them  who  led  her  wrong." 

"Nay,"  says  one  of  the  tlu-ee  interlocutors.  "  WTiy  stop 
at  poor  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Twysden?  Why  not  let  them  off,  and 
accuse  their  parents?  who  lived  worldly  too  in  their  generation. 
Or  stay  ;  they  descend  from  William  the  Conqueror.  Let  us 
absolve  poor  Talbot  Twj'sden  and  his  heartless  wife,  and  have 
the  Norman  into  court." 

"  Ah,  Arthur !  Did  not  our  sin  begin  with  the  beginning," 
cries  the  lad}',  "and  have  we  not  its  remedy?  Oh,  this  poor 
creature,  this  poor  creatm'c  !  May  she  know  where  to  take 
refuge  from  it,  and  learn  to  repent  in  time  !  " 

The  Georgian  and  Circassian  girls,  they  sa}',  used  to  submit 
to  their  lot  very  complacently,  and  were  quite  eager  to  get  to 
market  at  Constantinople  and  be  sold.  Mrs.  Woolcomb  wanted 
nobody  to  tempt  her  away  from  poor  Philip.  She  hopped  awa}' 
from  the  old  love  as  soon  as  ever  the  new  one  appeared  with 
his  bag  of  money.  She  knew  quite  well  to  whom  she  was  sell- 
ing herself,  and  for  what.  The  tempter  needed  no  skill,  or 
artifice,  or  eloquence.  He  had  none.  But  he  showed  her  a 
purse,  and  three  fine  houses  —  and  she  came.  Innocent  child, 
forsooth  !  vShe  knew  quite  as  much  about  the  world  as  papa 
and  mamma ;  and  the  lawyers  did  not  look  to  her  settlement 
more  warily,  and  cooll}',  than  she  herself  did.  Did  she  not  live 
on  it  afterwards  ?  I  do  not  say  she  lived  reputably,  but  most 
comfortably :  as  Paris,  and  Rome,  and  Naples,  and  Florence 
can  tell  you,  where  she  is  well  known  ;  where  she  receives  a 
great  deal  of  a  certain  kind  of  compan}- ;  where  she  is  scorned 
and  flattered,  and  splendid,  and  lonely,  and  miserable.  She  is 
not  miserable  when  she  sees  childi'en  :  she  does  not  care  for  other 
persons'  children,  as  she  never  did  for  her  own,  even  when  they 
were  taken  from  her.  She  is  of  course  hurt  and  angry,  when  quite 
common,  vulgar  people,  not  in  society,  you  understand,  turn  away 
from  her,  and  avoid  her,  and  won't  come  to  her  parties.     She 
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gives  excellent  dinners  which  jolly  fogies,  rattling  bachelors,  and 
doubtful  ladies  frequent :  but  she  is  alone  and  unhapp}'  —  un- 
happy because  she  does  not  see  parents,  sister,  or  brother? 
Allans ,  mon  bon  Monsieur  .'  She  never  cared  for  parents,  sister,  or 
brother  ;  or  for  baby  :  or  for  man  (except  once  for  Phihp  a  little, 
little  bit,  when  her  pulse  would  sometimes  go  up  two  beats  in  a 
minute  at  his  appearance) .  But  she  is  unhappy,  because  she  is 
losing  her  figure,  and  from  tight  lacing  her  nose  has  become  very 
red,  and  the  pearl-powder  won't  lie  on  it  somehow.  And  though 
you  may  have  thought  Woolcomb  an  odious,  ignorant,  and  under- 
bred little  wretch,  yoii  must  own  that  at  least  he  had  red  blood 
in  his  veins.  Did  he  not  spend  a  great  part  of  his  fortune  for 
the  possession  of  this  cold  wife  ?  For  whom  did  she  ever  make 
a  sacrifice,  or  feel  a  pang?  I  am  sure  a  greater  misfortune  than 
any  which  has  befallen  friend  Philip  might  have  happened  to 
him,  and  so  congratulate  him  on  his  escape. 

Having  vented  his  wrath  upon  the  arrogance  and  impertinence 
of  this  solemn  puppy  of  a  Philip  Ringwood,  our  friend  went 
awa}'  somewhat  soothed  to  his  club  in  St.  James's  Street.  The 
"  Megatherium  Club  "  is  only  a  vor}-  few  doors  from  the  much 
more  aristocratic  establishment  of  "  Black's."  Mr.  Philip  Ring- 
wood  and  Mr.  Woolcomb  were  standing  on  the  steps  of 
"Black's."  Mr.  Ringwood  waved  a  graceful  little  kid-gloved 
hand  to  Philip,  and  smiled  on  him.  Mr.  Woolcomb  glared  at 
our  friend  out  of  his  opal  eyeballs.  Philip  had  once  proposed 
to  kick  Woolcomb  into  the  sea.  He  somehow  felt  as  if  he  would 
like  to  treat  Ringwood  to  the  same  bath.  Meanwhile,  Mr. 
Ringwood  labored  under  the  notion  that  he  and  his  new-found 
acquaintance  were  on  the  very  best  possible  terms. 

At  one  time  poor  little  Woolcomb  loved  to  be  seen  with 
Philip  Ringwood.  He  thought  he  acquired  distinction  from  the 
companionship  of  that  man  of  fashion,  and  would  hang  on 
Ringwood  as  they  walked  the  Pall  Mall  pavement. 

"Do  you  know  that  great  hulking,  overbearing  brute?" 
says  Woolcomb  to  his  companion  on  the  steps  of  "  Black's." 
Perhaps  somebody  overheard  them  from  the  bow- window.  (I 
tell  you  everything  is  overheard  in  London,  and  a  great  deal 
more  too.) 

"Brute,  is  he?"  sa3's  Ringwood;  "seems  a  rough,  over- 
bearing sort  of  chap." 

"  Blackguard  doctor's  son.  Bankrupt.  Father  ran  away," 
aays  the  dusky  man  with  the  opal  eyeballs. 

"  1  have  heard  he  was  a  rogue  —  the  doctor  ;  but  I  like  him. 
Remember  he  gave  me  three  sovereigns  when  I  was  at  school 
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Always  like  a  fellow  A'ho  tips  you  when  you  are  at  school."  And 
here  Ringwood  beckoned  his  brougham  which  was  in  waiting. 

"Shall  we  see  you  at  dinner?  Where  are  you  going?" 
asked  Mr.  Woolcomb.     "  If  you  are  going  towards  —  " 

"  Towards  Gray's  Inn  to  see  my  lawyer  ;  have  an  appoint- 
ment there ;  be  with  you  at  eight !  "  And  Mr.  Ringwood 
skipped  into  his  little  brougham  and  was  gone, 

Tom  Eaves  told  Philip.  Tom  Eaves  belongs  to  "Black's 
Club,"  to  "Bays's,"  to  the  "Megatherium,"  I  don't  know  to 
how  many  clubs  in  St.  James's  Street.  Tom  Eaves  knows 
every bod^^'s  business,  and  all  the  scandal  of  all  the  clubs  for  the 
last  forty  years.  He  knows  who  has  lost  money  and  to  whom  ; 
what  is  the  talk  of  the  opera-box  and  what  the  scandal  of  the 
coulisses;  who  is  making  love  to  whose  daughter.  Whatever 
men  and  women  are  doing  in  May  Fair,  is  the  farrago  of  Tom's 
libel.  He  knows  so  many  stories,  that  of  course  he  makes  mis- 
takes in.  names  sometimes,  and  says  that  Jones  is  on  the  verge 
of  ruin,  when  he  is  thriving  and  prosperous,  and  it  is  poor  Brown 
who  is  in  difficulties  ;  or  informs  us  that  Mrs.  Fanny  is  flirting 
with  Captain  Ogle  when  both  are  as  innocent  of  a  flirtation  as 
you  and  I  are.  Tom  certainly  is  mischievous,  and  qften  is 
wrong ;  but  when  he  speaks  of  our  neighbors  he  is  amusing. 

"It  is  as  good  as  a  pla}-  to  see  Ring-wood  and  Othello 
together,"  says  Tom  to  Philip.  "  How  proud  the  black  man  is 
to  be  seen  with  him !  Heard  him  abuse  you  to  Ringwood. 
Ringwood  stuck  up  for  you  and  for  your  poor  governor  —  spoke 
up  like  a  man  —  like  a  man  who  sticks  up  for  a  fellow  who  is 
down.  How  the  black  man  brags  about  having  Ringwood  to 
dinner !  Always  having  him  to  dinner.  You  should  have  seen 
Ringwood  shake  him  off"!  Said  he  was  going  to  Gray's  Inn. 
Heard  him  saj'  Gra^-'s  Inn  Lane  to  his  man.  Don't  believe  a 
word  of  it." 

Now  I  dare  say  j^ou  are  much  too  fashionable  to  know  that 
Milman  Street  is  a  little  cul  de  sac  of  a  street,  which  leads  into 
Guildford  Street,  which  leads  into  Gray's  Inn  Lane.  Philip  went 
his  way  homewards,  shaking  ofi'Tom  Eaves,  who,  for  his  part, 
trotted  off"  to  his  other  clubs,  telling  people  how  he  had  just  been 
talking  with  that  bankrupt  doctor's  son,  and  wondering  how 
Philip  should  get  money  enough  to  pay  his  club  subscription. 
Philip  then  went  on  his  wa}',  striding  homewards  at  his  usual 
manly  pace. 

Whose  black  brougham  was  that?  —  the  black  brougham 
with  the  chestnut  horse  walking  up  and  down  Guildford  Street. 
Mr.   Ringwood's  crest  was  on  the  brougham.      When  Philip 
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entered  his  drawing-room,  having  opened  the  door  with  his  own 
key,  there  sat  Mr.  Ringwood,  taMng  to  Mrs.  Cliarlotte,  who  was 
taking  a  cup  of  tea  at  five  o'clock.  She  and  tl^e  children  liked 
that  cup  of  tea.  Sometimes  it  served  Mrs.  Char  for  dinner 
when  Philip  dined  from  home. 

"  If  I  had  known  you  were  coming  here,  you  might  have 
brought  me  home  and  saved  me  a  long  walk,"  said  Philip,  wip- 
ing a  burning  forehead. 

"  So  I  might  —  so  1  might!"  said  the  other.  "I  never 
thought  of  it.  I  had  to  see  my  lawyer  in  Gray's  Inn  ;  and  it 
was  then  I  thought  of  coming  on  to  see  you,  as  I  was  telling 
Mrs.  Firmin  ;  and  a  very  nice  quiet  place  3'^ou  live  in  !  " 

This  was  very  well.  But  for  the  first  and  only  time  of  his 
life,  Philip  was  jealous. 

"Don't  drub  so  with  your  feet!  Don't  like  to  ride  when 
30U  jog  so  on  the  floor,"  said  Philip's  eldest  darling,  who  had 
clambered  on  papa's  knee.  "•  Wh}-  do  you  look  so?  Don't 
squeeze  my  arm,  papa !  " 

Mamma  was  utterly  unaware  that  Philip  had  any  cause  for 
agitation.  "  You  have  walked  all  the  way  from  Westminster, 
and  the  club,  and  you  are  quite  hot  and  tired !  "  she  said. 
"  Some  tea,  my  dear? " 

Philip  nearly  choked  with  the  tea.  From  under  his  hair, 
which  fell  over  his  forehead,  he  looked  into  his  wife's  face.  It 
wore  such  a  sweet  look  of  innocence  and  wonder,  that,  as  he 
regarded  her,  the  spasm  of  jealousy  passed  off.  No  :  there  was 
no  look  of  guilt  in  those  tender  eyes.  Philip  could  only  read  in 
them  the  wife's  tender  love  and  anxiety  for  himself. 

But  what  of  Mr.  Eingwood's  face?  When  the  first  little 
blush  and  hesitation  had  passed  awa}',  Mr.  Ringwood's  pale 
countenance  reassumed  that  calm  self-satisfied  smile,  which  it 
customarily  wore.  "  The  coolness  of  the  man  maddened  me," 
said  Philp,  talking  about  the  little  occurrence  afterwards,  and 
to  his  usual  confidant. 

"Gracious  powers,"  cries  the  other.  "  If  I  went  to  see 
Charlotte  and  the  children,  would  you  be  jealous  of  me,  you 
bearded  Turk  ?  Are  you  prepared  with  sack  and  bowstring  for 
every  man  who  visits  Mrs.  Firmin?  If  you  are  to  come  out  in 
this  character,  3-ou  will  lead  yourself  and  your  wife  pretty  lives. 
Of  course  you  quarrelled  with  Lovelace  then  and  there,  and 
threatened  to  throw  him  out  of  window  then  and  there  ?  Your 
custom  is  to  strike  when  you  are  hot,  witness  —  " 

"Oh,  dear,  no!"  cried  Philip,  interrupting  me.  "I  have 
not  quarrelled  with  him  yet."     And  he  ground  his  teeth,  and 
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gave  a  very  fierce  glare  with  his  eyes.  "I  sat  him  out  quite 
civilly.  I  went  with  him  to  the  door ;  and  I  have  left  direc- 
tions that  he  is  never  to  pass  it  again  —  that's  all.  But  I  have 
not  quarrelled  with  him  in  the  least.  Two  men  never  behaved 
more  politely  than  we  did.  We  bowed  and  grinned  at  each 
other  quite  amiabl3\  But  I  own,  when  he  held  out  his  hand, 
I  was  obliged  to  keep  mine  behind  my  back,  for  they  felt  very 
mischievous,  and  inclined  to  — .  Well,  never  mind.  Perhaps 
it  is,  as  you  say  ;  and  he  meant  no  sort  of  harm." 

Where,  I  say  again,  do  women  learn  aU  the  mischief  they 
know  ?  Why  should  m}-  wife  have  such  a  mistrust  and  horror 
of  this  gentleman  ?  She  took  Philip's  side  entirely.  She  said 
she  thought  he  was  quite  right  in  keeping  that  person  out  of  his 
house.  What  did  she  know  about  that  person?  Did  I  not 
know  myself?  He  was  a  libertine,  and  led  a  bad  life.  He  had 
led  young  men  astray,  and  taught  them  to  gamble,  and  helped 
them  to  ruin  themselves.  We  have  all  heard  stories  about  the 
late  Sir  Philip  Ringwood ;  that  last  scandal  in  which  he  was 
engaged,  three  years  ago,  and  which  brought  his  career  to  an 
end  at  Naples,  I  need  not,  of  course,  allude  to.  But  fourteen  or 
fifteen  years  ago,  about  which  time  this  present  portion  of  our 
little  story  is  enacted,  what  did  she  know  about  Ringwood's 
misdoings  ? 

No :  Philip  Firm  in  did  not  quarrel  with  Philip  Ringwood  on 
this  occasion.  But  he  shut  his  door  on  Mr.  Ringwood.  He 
refused  all  invitations  to  Sir  John's  house,  which,  of  course, 
came  less  frequently,  and  which  then  ceased  to  come  at  all. 
Rich  folks  do  not  like  to  be  so  treated  by  the  poor.  Had  Lady 
Ringwood  a  notion  of  the  reason  why  Philip  kept  away  from 
her  house  ?  I  think  it  is  more  than  possible.  Some  of  Philip's 
friends  knew  her ;  and  she  seemed  only  pained,  not  surprised  or 
angr}',  at  a  quarrel  which  somehow  did  take  place  between  the 
two  gentlemen  not  very  long  after  that  visit  of  Mr.  Ringwood 
to  his  kinsman  in  Mihnan  Street. 

"  Your  friend  seems  very  hot-headed  and  violent- tempered," 
Lady  Ringwood  said,  speaking  of  that  very  quarrel.  "  I  am 
sorry  he  keeps  that  kind  of  companj^  I  am  sure  it  must  be  too 
expensive  for  him." 

As  luck  would  have  it,  Philip's  old  school-friend.  Lord  Eghara, 
met  us  a  verj^  few  days  after  the  meeting  and  parting  of  Philip 
and  his  cousin  in  Milman  Street,  and  invited  us  to  a  bachelor's 
dinner  on  the  river.  Our  wives  (without  whose  sanction  no 
good  man  would  surely  ever  look  a  whitebait  in  the  face)  gave 
us  oermission  to  attend  this  entertainment,  and  remained  at 
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home,  and  partook  ol"  a  tea-dinner  (blessings  on  them  !)  with 
the  dear  children.  Men  grow  young  again  when  they  meet  at 
these  parties.  We  talk  of  flogging,  proctors,  old  cronies  ;  we 
lecite  old  school  and  college  jokes.  I  hope  that  some  of  us 
may  carry  on  these  pleasant  entertainments  until  we  are  four- 
score, and  that  our  toothless  old  gums  will  mumble  the  old 
stories,  and  will  laugh  over  the  old  jokes  with  ever-renewed 
gusto.  Does  the  kind  reader  remember  the  account  of  such  a 
dinner  at  the  commencement  of  this  history?  On  this  after- 
noon, Egham,  Maynard,  Burroughs  (several  of  the  men  for- 
merly mentioned),  reassembled.  I  think  we  actually  like  each 
other  well  enough  to  be  pleased  to  hear  of  each  other's  suc- 
cesses. I  know  that  one  or  two  good  fellows,  upon  whom 
fortune  has  frowned,  have  found  other  good  fellows  in  that 
company  to  help  and  aid  them  ;  and  that  all  are  better  for  that 
kindl}^  freemasonry. 

Before  the  dinner  was  served,  the  guests  met  on  the  green 
of  the  hotel,  and  examined  that  fair  landscape,  which  surely 
does  not  lose  its  charm  in  our  eyes  because  it  is  commonly  seen 
before  a  good  dinner.     The  crested  elms,  the  shining  river,  the 
emerald  meadows,  the  painted  parterres  of  flowers  around,  all 
wafting  an  agreeable  smell  of  friture,  of  flowers  and  flounders 
exquisitely  commingled.     Who  has  not  enjoyed  these  delights? 
May  some  of  us,  I  say,  live  to  drink  the  '58  claret  in  the  year 
1900  !      I  have  no  doubt  that   the    survivors  of  our   society 
will  still  laugh  at  the  jokes  which  we  used  to  relish  when  the 
present  century  was  still  only  middle-aged.    Egham  was  going 
to  be  married.      Would  he  be  allowed  to  dine   next  year  ? 
Frank  Berry's  wife  would  not  let  him  come.    Do  you  remember 
his  tremendous  fight  with  Biggs?      Remember?  who  didn't? 
Marston  was  Berry's  bottle-holder;    poor  Mars  ton,  who  was 
killed  in  India.     And  Biggs  and  Berry  were  the  closest  Mends 
in  life  ever  after.     Who  would  ever  have  thought  of  Brackley 
becoming  serious,  and  being  made  an  archdeacon?     Do  .you 
remember  his  fight  with  Ringwood?     What  an  infernal  bully 
he  was,  and  how  glad  we  all  were  when  Brackley  thrashed 
him.     What  different  fates  await  men  !     Who  would  ever  have 
imagined  Nosey  Brackley  a  curate  in  the  mining  districts,  and 
ending  by  wearing  a  rosette  in  his  hat?     Who  would  ever  have 
thought  of  Ringwood  becoming  such  a  prodigious  swell  and 
leader  of  fashion  ?     He  was  a  very  shy  fellow ;    not  at  all  a 
good-looking  fellow :   and  what  a  wild  fellow  he  had  become, 
and  what  a  lady-killer !     Isn't  he  some  connection  of  yours, 
Firmin?     Philip  said  yes,  but  that  he  had  scarcely  met  Ring- 
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wood  at  all.  And  cue  man  after  another  told  anecdotes  of 
Ringwood  ;  how  he  had  young  men  to  plaj^  in  his  house  ;  how- 
he  had  played  in  that  very  "Star  and  Garter;"  and  how  he 
always  won.  You  must  please  to  remember  that  our  story 
dates  back  some  sixteen  years,  when  the  dice-box  still  rattled 
occasional!}-,  and  the  king  was  turned. 

As  this  old  school  gossip  is  going  on.  Lord  Egham  anives, 
and  with  him  this  very  Ringwood  about  whom  the  old  school- 
fellows had  just  been  talking.  He  came  down  in  Egham's 
phaeton.  Of  course,  the  gi'eatest  man  of  the  part}^  always 
waits  for  Ring-wood.  ''  If  we  had  had  a  duke  at  Grey  Friars," 
says  some  grumbler,  "Ringwood  would  have  made  the  duke 
bring  him  down." 

Philip's  friend,  when  he  beheld  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Ringwood, 
seized  Firmin's  big  arm,  and  whispered  — 

"  Hold  your  tongue.  No  fighting.  No  quarrels.  Let  by- 
gones be  bygones.  Remember,  there  can  be  no  earthly  use  in 
a  scandal." 

"  Leave  me  alone,"  says  Philip,  "  and  don't  be  afraid." 

I  thought  Ringwood  seemed  to  start  back  for  a  moment,  and 
perhaps  fancied  that  he  looked  a  little  pale,  but  he  advanced 
with  a  gracious  smile  towards  Philip,  and  remarked,  "It  is  a 
long  time  since  we  have  seen  you  at  my  father's." 

Philip  grinned  and  smQed  too.  "  It  was  a  long  time  since 
he  had  been  in  Hill  Street."  But  Philip's  smile  was  not  at  all 
pleasing  to  behold.  Indeed,  a  worse  performer  of  comedy  than 
our  friend  does  not  walk  the  stage  of  this  life. 

On  this  the  other  gayly  remarked  he  was  glad  Philip  had 
leave  to  join  the  bachelor's  party.  "  Meeting  of  old  school- 
fellows very  pleasant.  Hadn't  been  to  one  of  them  for  a  long 
time  :  though  the  '  Friars '  was  an  abominable  hole  :  that  was 
the  truth.  Who  was  that  in  the  shovel-hat?  a  bishop?  what 
bishop  ?  " 

It  was  Brackley,  the  Archdeacon,  who  turned  very  red  on 
seeing  Ringwood.  For  the  fact  is,  Brackley  was  talking  to 
Penn3'stone,  the  little  boy  about  whom  the  quarrel  and  fight 
had  taken  place  at  school,  when  Ringwood  had  proposed  for- 
cibl}'  to  take  Pennystone's  money  from  Iiim.  "I  think,  Mr. 
Ringwood,  that  Pennystone  is  big  enough  to  hold  his  own  now, 
don't  you?"  said  the  Archdeacon  ;  and  with  this  the  Venerable 
man  turned  on  his  heel,  leaving  Ringwood  to  face  the  little 
Pennystone  of  former  years ;  now  a  gigantic  country  squire, 
with  health  ringing  in  his  voice,  and  a  pair  of  great  anns  and 
fists  that  would  have  demolished  six  Ringwoods  in  the  field. 
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The  sight  of  these  quondam  enemies  rather  disturbed  Mr, 
Ringwood's  tranquillity. 

"  I  was  dreadfulh'  bulhed  at  that  school,"  he  said,  in  an  ap- 
pealing manner,  to  Mr.  Penn3'stone.  "  I  did  as  others  did.  It 
was  a  horrible  place,  and  I  hate  the  name  of  it.  I  sa}',  Egham, 
don't  you  think  that  Barnaby's  motion  last  night  was  very  ill- 
timed,  and  that  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answered  him 
very  neatl}'  ?  " 

This  became  a  cant  phrase  amongst  some  of  us  wags  after- 
wards. Whenever  we  wished  to  change  a  conversation,  it  was, 
"I  say,  Egham,  don't  you  think  Barnaby's  motion  was  very 
ill-timed  ;  and  that  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  answered 
him  very  neatly  ?  "  You  know  Mr.  Ringwood  would  scarcely 
have  thought  of  coming  amongst  such  common  people  as  his  old 
schoolfellows,  but  seeing  Lord  Egham's  phaeton  at  "  Black's," 
he  condescended  to  drive  down  to  Richmond  with  his  lordship, 
and  I  hope  a  great  number  of  his  friends  in  St.  James's  Street 
saw  him  in  that  noble  company. 

Windham  was  the  chairman  of  the  evening  —  elected  to  that 
post  because  he  is  very  fond  of  making  speeches  to  which  he 
does  not  in  the  least  expect  3^ou  to  listen.  All  men  of  sense 
are  glad  to  hand  over  this  office  to  him :  and  I  hope,  for  my 
part,  a  da}'  will  soon  arrive  (but  I  own,  mind  you,  that  I  do  not 
carve  well)  when  we  shall  have  the  speeches  done  by  a  skilled 
waiter  at  the  side  table,  as  we  now  have  the  carving.  Don't 
you  find  that  you  splash  the  gravy,  that  you  mangle  the  meat, 
that  you  can't  nick  the  joint  in  helping  the  company  to  a 
dinner-speech?  I,  for  my  part,  own  that  I  am  in  a  state  of 
tremor  and  absence  of  mind  before  the  operation  ;  in  a  condi- 
tion of  imbecilit}^  during  the  business  ;  and  that  I  am  sure  of  a 
headache  and  indigestion  the  next  morning.  What  then  ?  Have 
[  not  seen  one  of  the  bravest  men  in  the  world,  at  a  City  dinner 
last  year,  in  a  state  of  equal  panic  ?  —  I  feel  that  1  am  wan- 
dering from  Philip's  adventures  to  his  biographer's,  and  confess 
1  am  thinking  of  the  dismal  fiasco  I  myself  made  on  this  occa- 
sion at  the  Richmond  dinner. 

You  see,  the  order  of  the  day  at  these  meetings  is  to  joke  at 
everything  —  to  joke  at  the  chairman,  at  all  the  speakers,  at  the 
army  and  navy,  at  the  venerable  the  legislature,  at  the  bar  and 
bench,  and  so  forth.  If  we  toast  a  barrister,  we  show  how  ad- 
rairabl}'^  he  would  have  figured  in  the  dock :  if  a  sailor,  how 
lamentably  sea-sick  he  was  :  if  a  soldier,  how  nimbly  he  ran  away. 
For  example,  we  drank  the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Brackley  and 
the  army.     We  deplored  the  perverseness  which  had  led  him  to 
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adopt  a  black  coat  instead  of  a  red.  War  had  evidently  been 
his  vocation,  as  he  had  shown  by  the  frequent  battles  in  which 
he  had  been  engaged  at  school.  For  what  was  the  other  great 
warrior  of  the  age  famous?  for  that  Roman  feature  in  his  face, 
which  distinguished,  which  gave  a  name  to,  our  Brackley  —  a 
name  by  which  we  fondly  clung  (cries  of  "  Nose}',  Nosey!") 
Might  that  feature  ornament  ere  long  the  face  of —  of  one  of 
the  chiefs  of  that  army  of  which  he  was  a  distinguished  field- 
officer  !  Might —  Here  I  confess  I  fairly  broke  down,  lost  the 
thread  of  my  joke  —  at  which  Brackley  seemed  to  look  rather 
severe  —  and  finished  the  speech  with  a  gobble  about  regard, 
esteem,  everybody  respect  3'ou,  and  good  health,  old  boy  — 
which  answered  quite  as  well  as  a  finished  oration,  however  the 
author  might  be  discontented  with  it. 

The  Archdeacon's  little  sermon  was  very  brief,  as  the  dis- 
courses of  sensible  divines  sometimes  will  be.  He  was  glad  to 
meet  old  friends  —  to  make  friends  with  old  foes  (loud  cries  of 
"  Bravo,  Nosey  !  ")  In  the  battle  of  life,  every  man  mvist  meet 
with  a  blow  or  two  ;  and  every  brave  one  would  take  his  facer 
with  good-humor.  Had  he  quarrelled  with  any  old  schoolfellow 
in  old  times  ?  He  wore  peace  not  only  on  his  coat,  but  in  his 
heart.  Peace  and  good-will  were  the  words  of  the  day  in  the 
army  to  which  he  belonged  ;  and  he  hoped  that  all  officers  in  it 
were  animated  by  one  esprit  de  corps. 

A  silence  ensued,  during  which  men  looked  towards  Mr. 
Ringwood,  as  the  "old  foe"  towards  whom  the  Archdeacon 
had  held  out  the  hand  of  amity :  but  Ringwood,  who  had  lis- 
tened to  the  Archdeacon's  speech  with  an  expression  of  great 
disgust,  did  not  rise  from  his  chair  —  only  remarking  to  his 
neighbor  Egham,  "  Why  should  I  get  up?  Hang  him,  I  have 
nothing  to  say.  I  say  Egham,  why  did  you  induce  me  to  come 
into  this  kind  of  thing  ?  " 

Fearing  that  a  collision  might  take  place  between  Philip 
and  his  kinsman,  I  had  drawn  Philip  away  from  the  place  in 
the  room  to  which  Lord  Egham  beckoned  him,  saying  "  Never 
mind,  Phihp,  about  sitting  by  the  lord,"  by  whose  side  I  knew 
perfectly  well  that  Mr.  Ringwood  would  find  a  place.  But  it 
was  our  lot  to  be  separated  from  his  lordship  by  merely  the 
table's  breadth,  and  some  intervening  vases  of  flowers  and 
fruits  through  which  we  could  see  and  hear  our  opposite  neigh- 
bors. When  Ringwood  spoke  "of  this  kind  of  thing,"  Philip 
glared  across  the  table,  and  started  as  if  he  was  going  to 
speak  ;  but  his  neighbor  pinched  him  on  the  knee,  and  whis- 
pered  to   him,    "Silence  —  no   scandal.     Remember!**     The 
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other  fell  back,  swallowed  a  glass  of  wine,  and  made  me  fai 
from  comfortable  by  performing  a  tattoo  on  my  chair. 

The  speeches  went  on.  If  they  were  not  more  eloquent 
they  were  more  noisy  and  lively  than  before.  Then  the  aid 
of  song  was  called  in  to  enliven  the  banquet.  The  Archdea- 
con, who  had  looked  a  little  uneasy  for  the  last  half-hour,  rose 
up  at  the  call  for  a  song,  and  quitted  the  room.  "  Let  us  go 
too,  Philip,"  said  Philip's  neighbor.  "  You  don't  want  to  hear 
those  dreadful  old  college  songs  over  again?"  But  Philip 
sulkily  said,  "  You  go,  I  should  like  to  stay." 

Lord  Egham  was  seeing  the  last  of  his  bachelor  life.  He 
liked  those  last  evenings  to  be  merry ;  he  lingered  over  them, 
and  did  not  wish  them  to  end  too  quickly.  His  neighbor  was 
long  since  tired  of  the  entertainment,  and  sick  of  our  company. 
Mr.  Ringwood  had  lived  of  late  in  a  world  of  such  fashion  that 
ordinary  mortals  were  despicable  to  him.  He  had  no  affec- 
tionate remembrance  of  his  early  days,  or  of  anybody  belonging 
to  them.  Whilst  Philip  was  singing  his  song  of  "  Doctor 
Luther,"  I  was  glad  that  he  could  not  see  the  face  of  surprise 
and  disgust  which  his  kinsman  bore.  Other  vocal  performances 
followed,  including  a  song  by  Lord  Egham,  which  I  am  bound 
to  say,  was  hideously  out  of  tune  ;  but  was  received  by  his  near 
neighbor  complacentlj'  enough. 

The  noise  now  began  to  increase,  the  choruses  were  fuller, 
the  speeches  were  louder  and  more  incoherent.  I  don't  think 
the  company  heard  a  speech  by  little  Mr.  Van  John,  whose 
health  was  drunk  as  representative  of  the  British  Turf,  and 
who  said  that  he  had  never  known  anything  about  the  turf  or 
about  play  until  their  old  schoolfellow,  his  dear  friend  —  his 
swell  friend,  if  he  might  be  permitted  the  expression  —  Mr.  Ring- 
wood,  taught  him  the  use  of  cards  ;  and  once,  in  his  own  house, 
in  May  Fair,  and  once  in  this  very  house,  the  "  Star  and  Gar- 
ter," showed  him  how  to  play  the  noble  game  of  Blind  Hookey. 
"  The  men  are  drunk.  Let  us  go  aw^ay,  Egham.  I  didn't  come 
for  this  kind  of  thing ! "  cried  Ringwood,  furious,  by  Lord 
Egham's  side. 

This  was  the  expression  which  Mr.  Ringwood  had  used  a 
short  time  before,  when  Philip  was  about  to  interrupt  him.  He 
had  lifted  his  gun  to  fire  then,  but  his  hand  had  been  held 
back.  The  bird  passed  him  once  more,  and  he  could  not  help 
taking  aim.  "  This  kind  of  thing  is  very  dull,  isn't  it,  Ring- 
wood  ? "  he  called  across  the  table,  pulling  away  a  flower,  and 
glaring  at  the  other  through  the  little  open  space. 
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"Dull,  old  boy?  I  call  it  doosed  good  fun,"  cries  Lord 
Egfiam,  in  the  height  of  good-humor. 

"Dull?     What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  my  lord's  neighbor. 

"  I  mean  you  would  prefer  having  a  couple  of  packs  at 
cards,  and  a  little  room,  where  j^ou  could  win  three  or  four 
hundred  from  a  young  fellow?  It's  more  profitable  and  more 
quiet  than  '  this  kind  of  thing.'  " 

' '  I  say,  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  !  "  cries  the  other, 

"  What !  You  have  forgotten  already?  Has  not  Van  Johu 
just  told  you  how  you  and  Mr.  Deuceace  brought  him  down 
here,  and  won  his  money  from  him  ;  and  then  how  you  gave 
him  his  revenge  at  your  own  house  in  —  " 

"  Did  I  come  here  to  be  insulted  by  that  fellow?"  cries  Mr. 
Ringwood,  appealing  to  his  neighbor. 

"  If  that  is  an  insult,  you  may  put  it  in  your  pipe  and 
smoke  it,  Mr.  Ringwood !  "  cries  Philip. 

"Come  away,  come  away,  Egham !  Don't  keep  me  here 
listening  to  this  bla—  " 

"  If  you  say  another  word,"  says  Philip,  "  I'll  send  this  de- 
canter at  3-our  head  !  " 

"  Come,  come  —  nonsense  !  No  quarreUing !  Make  it  up  ! 
Everybody  has  had  too  much!  Get  the  bill,  and  order  the 
omnibus  round  !  "  A  crowd  was  on  one  side  of  the  table,  and 
the  other.  One  of  the  cousins  had  not  the  least  wish  that  the 
quarrel  should  proceed  any  further. 

When,  being  in  a  quarrel,  Philip  Firmin  assumes  the  calm 
and  stately  manner,  he  is  perhaps  in  his  most  dangerous  state. 
Lord  Egham's  phaeton  (in  which  Mr.  Ringwood  showed  a  great 
unwillingness  to  take  a  seat  by  the  driver)  was  at  the  hotel 
gate,  an  omnibus  and  a  private  carriage  or  two  were  in  readi- 
ness to  take  home  the  other  guests  of  the  feast.  Egham  went 
into  the  hotel  to  light  a  final  cigar,  and  now  Philip  springing 
forward,  caught  by  the  arm  the  gentleman  sitting  on  the  front 
seat  of  the  phaeton. 

"  Stop  !  "  he  said.     "You  used  a  word  just  now  —  " 

"  What  word?  I  don't  know  anything  about  words  !  "  cries 
the  other,  in  a  loud  voice. 

"You  said  'insulted,'"  murmured  Philip,  in  the  gentlest 
tone. 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  said,"  said  Ringwood  peevishly. 

"I  said,  in  reply  to  the  words  which  you  forget,  'that  I 
would  knock  you  down,'  or  words  to  that  etfect.  If  you  feel 
in  the  least  aggrieved,  you  know  where  m}'  chambers  are  — 
with  Mr.  Van  John,  whom  30U  and  your  mistress  inveigled  to 
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pla3^  cards  when  he  was  a  boy.  You  are  not  fit  to  come  into  an 
honest  man's  house.  It  was  only  because  I  wished  to  spare  a 
lady's  feelings  that  I  refrained  from  turning  you  out  of  mine. 
Good-night,  Egham  !  "  and  with  great  majesty  Mr.  Philip  re- 
turned to  his  companion  and  the  Hansom  cab  which  was  in 
waiting  to  convey  these  two  gentlemen  to  London. 

I  was  quite  correct  in  my  surmise  that  Philip's  antagonist 
would  take  no  further  notice  of  the  quarrel  to  Philip  personally. 
Indeed,  he  affected  to  treat  it  as  a  drunken  brawl,  regarding 
which  no  man  of  sense  would  allow  himself  to  be  seriously 
disturbed.  A  quarrel  between  two  men  of  the  same  family : 
—  between  Philip  and  his  own  relative  who  had  only  wished 
him  well?  —  It  was  absurd  and  impossible.  What  Mr.  Ring- 
wood  deplored  was  the  obstinate  ill  temper  and  known  violence 
of  Philip,  which  were  for  ever  leading  him  into  these  brawls, 
and  estranging  his  family  from  him.  A  man  seized  by  the 
coat,  insulted,  threatened  with  a  decanter  I  A  man  of  station 
so  treated  by  a  person  whose  own  position  was  most  question- 
able, whose  father  was  a  fugitive,  and  who  himself  was  strug- 
gling for  precarious  subsistence  !  The  arrogance  was  too  great. 
With  the  best  wishes  for  the  unhappy  joung  man,  and  his 
amiable  (but  empt^^-headed)  little  wife,  it  was  impossible  to 
take  further  notice  of  them.  Let  the  visits  cease.  Let  the 
carriage  no  more  drive  from  Berkele}^  Square  to  Milman  Street. 
Let  there  be  no  presents  of  game,  poultrj^  legs  of  mutton, 
old  clothes,  and  what  not.  Henceforth,  therefore,  the  Ringwood 
carriage  was  unknown  in  the  neighborhood  of  the  Foundling, 
and  the  Ringwood  footmen  no  more  scented  with  their  pow- 
dered heads  the  Firmins'  little  hall  ceiling.  Sir  John  said  to 
the  end  that  he  was  about  to  procure  a  comfortable  place  for 
Philip,  when  his  deplorable  violence  obliged  Sir  John  to  break 
off  all  relations  with  the  most  misguided  young  man. 

Nor  was  the  end  of  the  mischief  here.  We  have  all  read 
liow  the  gods  never  appear  alone  —  the  gods  bringing  good  or 
evil  fortune.  When  two  or  three  little  pieces  of  good  luck  had 
befallen  our  poor  friend,  my  wife  triumphantly  cried  out,  "  I 
told  you  so  !  Did  I  not  always  say  that  heaven  would  befriend 
that  dear,  innocent  wife  and  children ;  that  brave,  generous, 
imprudent  father?"  And  now  when  the  evil  days  came,  this 
monstrous  logician  insisted  that  poverty,  sickness,  dreadful 
doubt  and  terror,  hunger  and  want  almost,  were  aU  equally 
intended  for  Philip's  advantage,  and  would  work  for  good  in 
the  end.  So  that  rain  was  good,  and  sunshine  was  good ;  so 
that  sickness  was  good,  and  health  was  good ;  that  Philip  iU 
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was  to  be  as  happy  as  Philip  well,  and  as  thankful  for  a  sick 
house  and  an  empty  pocket  as  for  a  warm  fireside  and  a  com- 
fortable larder.  Mind,  I  ask  no  Christian  philosopher  to  revile 
at  his  ill  fortunes,  or  to  despair.  I  will  accept  a  toothache  (or 
any  evil  of  life),  and  bear  it  without  too  much  grumbling. 
But  I  cannot  say  that  to  have  a  tooth  j)ulled  out  is  a  blessing, 
or  fondle  the  hand  which  wrenches  at  my  jaw. 

"  They  can  live  without  their  fine  relations,  and  their  dona- 
tions of  mutton  and  turnips,"  cries  my  wife  with  a  toss  of  her 
head.  "  The  way  in  which  those  people  patronized  Philip  and 
dear  Charlotte  was  perfectly  intolerable.  Lad}^  Ringwood  knows 
how  dreadful  the  conduct  of  that  Mr.  Ringwood  is,  and  —  and 
I  have  no  patience  with  her  !  "  How,  I  repeat,  do  women  know 
about  men  ?  How  do  they  telegraph  to  each  other  their  notices 
of  alarm  and  mistrust  ?  and  fly  as  birds  rise  up  with  a  rush  and 
a  skurry  when  danger  appears  to  be  near  ?  All  this  was  very 
well.  But  Mr.  Tregarvan  heard  some  account  of  the  dispute 
between  Philip  and  Mr.  Ringwood,  and  applied  to  Sir  John  for 
further  particulars  ;  and  Sir  John  —  liberal  man  as  he  was  and 
ever  had  been,  and  priding  himself  little,  heaven  knew,  on  the 
privilege  of  rank,  which  was  merely-  adventitious  —  was  con- 
strained to  confess  that  this  young  man's  conduct  showed  a 
gi'eat  deal  too  much  lalssez  aller.  He  had  constantl}^,  at  Sir 
John's  own  house,  manifested  an  independence  which  had  bor- 
dered on  rudeness  ;  he  was  always  notorious  for  his  quarrel- 
some disposition,  and  lately  had  so  disgraced  himself  in  a 
scene  with  Sir  John's  eldest  son,  Mr.  Ringwood  —  had  exhib- 
ited such  brutality,  ingratitude,  and  —  and  inebriation,  that  Sir 
John  was  free  to  confess  he  had  forbidden  the  gentleman  his 
door. 

"  An  insubordinate,  ill-conditioned  fellow,  certainly' ! "  thinks 
Tregarvan.  (And  I  do  not  say,  though  Philip  is  my  friend, 
that  Tregarvan  and  Sir  John  were  altogether  wrong  regarding 
their  protege.)  Tv/ice  Tregarvan  had  invited  him  to  breakfast, 
and  Philip  had  not  appeared.  More  than  once  he  had  con- 
tradicted Tregarvan  about  the  Review.  He  had  said  that  the 
Review  was  not  getting  on,  and  if  you  asked  Philip  his  candid 
opinion,  it  would  not  get  on.  Six  numbers  had  appeared,  and 
it  did  not  meet  with  that  attention  which  the  public  ought  to 
paj'  to  it.  The  public  was  careless  as  to  the  designs  of  that 
Great  Power  which  it  was  Tregarvan's  aim  to  defy  and  con- 
found. He  took  counsel  with  himself.  He  walked  over  to  the 
publisher's,  and  inspected  the  books  ;  and  the  result  of  that 
inspection  was  so  disagreeable,  that  he  went  home  straightway 
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and  wrote  a  letter  to  Philip  Firmin,  Esq.,  New  Milman  Street, 
Guildford  Street,  which  that  poor  fellow  brought  to  his  usual 
advisers. 

That  letter  contained  a  cheque  for  a  quarter's  salary,  and 
bade  adieu  to  Mr.  Firmin .  The  wiiter  would  not  recapitulate 
the  causes  of  dissatisfaction  which  he  felt  respecting  the  con- 
duct of  the  Review.  He  was  much  disappointed  in  its  progress, 
and  dissatisfied  with  its  general  management.  He  thought  an 
opportunit}'^  was  lost  which  never  could  be  recovered  for  ex 
posing  the  designs  of  a  Power  which  menaced  the  liberty  and 
tranquillity  of  Europe.  Had  it  been  directed  with  proper  energy 
that  Review  might  have  been  an  tegis  to  that  threatened  libert}', 
a  lamp  to  lighten  the  darkness  of  that  menaced  freedom.  It 
might  have  pointed  the  waj'  to  the  cultivation  honarum  litera- 
rum ;  it  might  have  fostered  rising  talent,  it  might  have  chas- 
tised the  arrogance  of  so-called  critics ;  it  might  have  served 
the  cause  of  truth.  Tregarvan's  hopes  were  disappointed :  he 
would  not  say  b}'  whose  remissness  or  fault.  He  had  done  his 
utmost  in  the  good  work,  and,  finally,  would  thank  Mr.  Firmin 
to  print  off  the  articles  alread}-  purchased  and  paid  for,  and  to 
prepare  a  brief  notice  for  the  next  number,  announcing  the 
discontinuance  of  the  Review ;  and  Tregarvan  showed  my  wife 
a  cold  shoulder  for  a  considerable  time  afterwards,  nor  were  we 
asked  to  his  tea-parties,  I  forget  for  how  many  seasons. 

This  to  us  was  no  great  loss  or  subject  of  annoyance :  but 
to  poor  Philip?  It  was  a  matter  of  life  and  almost  death  to 
him.  He  never  could  save  much  out  of  his  little  pittance. 
Here  were  fifty  pounds  in  his  hand,  it  is  true  ;  but  bills,  taxes, 
rent,  the  hundred  little  obligations  of  a  house,  were  due  and 
pressing  upon  him ;  and  in  the  midst  of  his  anxiety,  our  dear 
little  Mrs.  Philip  was  about  to  present  him  with  a  third  orna- 
ment to  his  nurser}'.  Poor  little  Tertius  arrived  duly  enough  ; 
and,  such  h^'pocrites  were  we,  that  the  poor  mother  was  abso- 
lutely thinking  of  calling  the  child  Tregarvan  Firmin,  as  a 
compliment  to  Mr.  Tregarvan,  who  had  been  so  kind  to  them, 
and  Tregarvan  Firmin  would  be  such  a  pretty  name,  she 
thought.  We  imagined  the  Little  Sister  knew  nothing  about 
Philip's  anxieties.  Of  course,  she  attended  Mrs.  Philip  through 
her  troubles,  and  we  vow  that  we  never  said  a  word  to  her 
regarding  Philip's  own.  But  Mrs.  Brandon  went  in  to  Philip 
one  day,  as  he  was  sitting  ver^^  grave  and  sad  with  his  two 
first-born  children,  and  she  took  both  his  hands,  and  said, 
"You  know,  dear,  I  have  saved  ever  so  much:  and  I  always 
intended  it  for  —  you  know  who."    And  here  she  loosened  one 
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hand  from  him,  and  felt  in  her  pocket  for  a  purse,  and  put  it 
into  Philip's  hand,  and  wept  on  his  shoulder.  And  Philip  kissed 
her,  and  thanked  God  for  sending  him  such  a  dear  friend,  and 
gave  her  back  her  purse,  though  indeed  he  had  but  five  pounds 
left  in  his  own  when  this  benefactress  came  to  him. 

Yes :  but  there  were  debts  owing  to  him.  There  was  his 
wife's  little  portion  of  fifty  pounds  a  year,  which  had  never 
been  paid  since  the  second  quarter  after  their  marriage,  which 
had  happened  now  more  than  three  years  ago.  As  Philip  had 
scarce  a  guinea  in  the  world,  he  wrote  to  Mrs.  Baynes,  his  wife's 
mother,  to  explain  his  extreme  want,  and  to  remind  her  that 
this  money  was  due.  Mrs.  General  Baynes  was  living  at  Jersey 
at  this  time  in  a  choice  societ}^  of  half-pay  ladies,  clergymen, 
captains,  and  the  like,  among  whom  I  have  no  doubt  she  moved 
as  a  great  lady.  She  wore  a  large  medallion  of  the  deceased 
General  on  her  neck.  She  wept  dr}'  tears  over  that  interesting 
cameo  at  frequent  tea-parties.  She  never  could  forgive  Philip 
for  taking  away  her  child  from  her,  and  if  any  one  would  take 
away  others  of  her  girls,  she  would  be  equally  unforgiving. 
Endowed  with  that  wonderful  logic  with  which  women  are 
blessed,  I  believe  she  never  admitted,  or  has  been  able  to 
admit  to  her  own  mind  that  she  did  Philip  or  her  daughter  a 
wrong.  In  the  tea-parties  of  her  acquaintance  she  groaned 
over  the  extravagance  of  her  son-in-law  and  his  brutal  treat- 
ment of  her  blessed  child.  Many  good  people  agreed  with  her 
and  shook  their  respectable  noddles  when  the  name  of  that 
prodigal  Philip  was  mentioned  over  her  muffins  and  Bohea.  He 
was  prayed  for;  his  dear  widowed  mother-in-law  was  pitied, 
and  blessed  with  all  the  comfort  reverend  gentlemen  could  sup- 
ply on  the  spot.  "  Upon  my  honor,  Firmin,  Emily  and  I  were 
made  to  believe  that  you  were  a  monster,  sir,"  the  stout  Major 
MacWhirter  once  said  ;  "  and  now  I  have  heard  3'oui'  story,  by 
Jove,  I  think  it  is  you,  and  not  Eliza  Baynes,  who  were  wronged. 
She  has  a  deuce  of  a  tongue,  Eliza  has  :  and  a  temper  —  poor 
Charles  knew  what  thai  was  !  "  In  fine,  when  Philip,  reduced 
to  his  last  guinea,  asked  Charlotte's  mother  to  pay  her  debt 
to  her  sick  daughter,  Mrs.  General  B.  sent  Philip  a  ten-pound 
note,  open,  b}'  Captain  Swang,  of  the  Indian  army,  who  hap- 
pened to  be  coming  to  England.  And  that,  Philip  says,  of  all 
the  hard  knocks  of  fate,  has  been  the  ver}'  hardest  which  he  has 
had  to  endure. 

But  the  poor  little  wife  knew  nothing  of  this  cruelty,  nor, 
indeed,  of  the  very  poverty  which  was  hemming  round  her 
curtain ;  and  in  the  midst  of  his  griefs,  Philip  Firmin  was  ina- 
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mensely  consoled  by  the  tender  fidelity  of  the  friends  whojao 
God  had  sent  him.  Their  griefs  were  drawing  to  an  end  now. 
Kind  readers  all,  may  3'our  sorrows,  ma}'  mine,  leave  us  with 
hearts  not  embittered,  and  humbly  acquiescent  to  the  Great 
Will! 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

IN  WHICH  WE  REACH  THE   LAST  STAGE  BUT  ONE  OF  THIS  JOUKNEY. 

Although  poverty  was  knocking  at  Philip's  humble  door, 
little  Charlotte  in  all  her  trouble  never  knew  how  menacing  the 
grim  visitor  had  been.  She  did  not  quite  understand  that 
her  husband  in  his  last  necessity  sent  to  her  mother  for  his  due, 
and  that  the  mother  turned  away  and  refused  him.  "Ah," 
thought  poor  Philip,  groaning  in  his  despair,  "I  wonder 
whether  the  thieves  who  attacked  the  man  in  the  parable  were 
robbers  of  his  own  family,  who  knew  that  he  carried  money 
with  him  to  Jerusalem,  and  waylaid  him  on  the  journey  ?  "  But 
again  and  again  he  has  thanked  God,  with  grateful  heart,  for 
Hie  Samaritans  whom  he  has  met  on  life's  road,  and  if  he  has 
not  forgiven,  it  must  be  owned  he  has  never  done  any  wrong  to 
those  who  robbed  him. 

Charlotte  did  not  know  that  her  husband  was  at  his  last 
guinea,  and  a  prey  to  dreadful  anxiety  for  her  dear  sake,  for 
after  the  birth  of  her  child  a  fever  came  upon  her ;  in  the 
delirium  consequent  upon  which  the  poor  thing  was  ignorant 
of  all  that  happened  round  her.  A  fortnight  with  a  wife  in 
extremity,  with  crying  infants,  with  hunger  menacing  at  the 
door,  passed  for  Philip  somehow.  The  .young  man  became  an 
old  man  in  this  time.  Indeed,  his  fair  hair  was  streaked  with 
white  at  the  temples  afterwards.  But  it  must  not  be  imagined 
that  he  had  not  fi-iends  during  his  affliction,  and  he  always  can 
gratefully  count  up  the  names  of  many  persons  to  whom  he 
might  have  applied  had  he  been  in  need.  lie  did  not  look 
or  ask  for  these  succors  from  his  relatives.  Aunt  and  uncle 
Tw3'sden  shrieked  and  cried  out  at  his  extravagance,  impru- 
dence, and  folly.  Sir  John  Ringwood  said  he  must  reallj'  wash 
his  hands  of  a  3'oung  man  who  menaced  the  life  of  his  own  son. 
Gi'enville  Woolcomb,  with  many  oaths,  in  which  brother-in-law 
Ringwood  joined  chorus,  cursed  Philip,  and  said  he  didn't  care, 
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and  the  beggar  ought  to  be  hung,  and  his  father  ought  to  be 
hung.  But  I  think  I  know  half  a  dozen  good  men  and  true 
who  told  a  different  tale,  and  who  were  ready  with  their  sym- 
pathy' and  succor.  Did  not  Mrs.  Flanagan,  the  Irish  laundress, 
in  a  voice  broken  b}'  sobs  and  gin,  offer  to  go  and  chare  at  Philip's 
house  for  nothing,  and  nurse  the  dear  children  ?  Did  not  Good- 
enough  sa}',  "  If  3'ou  are  in  need,  m^-  dear  fellow,  of  course  you 
know  where  to  come  ;  "  and  did  he  not  actually  give  two  pre- 
scriptions, one  for  poor  Charlotte,  and  one  for  fifty  pounds  to 
be  taken  immediately,  which  he  handed  to  the  nurse  by  mistake  ? 
You  ma.y  be  sure  she  did  not  appropriate  the  money,  for  of 
course  you  know  that  the  nurse  was  Mrs.  Brandon.  Charlotte 
has  one  remorse  in  her  life.  She  owns  she  was  jealous  of  the 
Little  .Sister.  And  now  wiien  that  gentle  life  is  over,  when 
Philip's  povert}^  trials  are  ended,  when  the  children  go  some- 
times and  look  wistfully  at  the  grave  of  their  dear  Caroline, 
friend  Charlotte  leans  her  head  against  her  husband's  shoulder, 
and  owns  humbly  how  good,  how  brave,  how  generous  a  friend 
heaven  sent  them  in  that  humble  defender. 

Have  3'ou  ever  felt  the  pinch  of  poverty  ?  In  many  cases  it 
is  like  the  dentist's  chair,  more  dreadful  in  the  contemplation 
than  in  the  actual  suffering.  Philip  saj's  he  never  was  fairly 
beaten,  but  on  that  da}'  when,  in  repl}'  to  his  solicitation  to 
have  his  due,  Mrs.  Baynes's  fiiend.  Captain  Swang,  brought 
him  the  open  ten-pound  note.  It  was  not  much  of  a  blow  ;  the 
hand  which  dealt  it  made  the  hurt  so  keen.  "  I  remember,"  says 
he,  "  bursting  out  crying  at  school,  because  a  big  boy  hit  me 
a  shght  tap,  and  other  boys  said,  '  Oh,  5'ou  coward.'  It  was 
that  I  knew  the  boy  at  home,  and  my  parents  had  been  kind  to 
him.  It  seemed  to  me  a  wrong  that  Bumps  should  strike  me," 
said  Philip  ;  and  he  looked,  while  telling  the  story,  as  if  he 
could  cry  about  this  injury  now.  I  hope  he  has  revenged 
himself  by  presenting  coals  of  fire  to  his  wife's  relations.  But 
this  day,  when  he  is  enjoying  good  health,  and  competence,  it 
is  not  safe  to  mention  mothers-in-law  in  his  presence.  He 
fumes,  shouts,  and  rages  against  them,  as  if  all  were  like  his  ; 
and  his,  I  have  been  told,  is  a  lady  perfectly  well  satisfied  with 
herself  and  her  conduct  in  this  world ;  and  as  for  the  next  — 
but  our  story  does  not  dare  to  point  so  far.  It  only  interests 
itself  about  a  little  clique  of  people  here  below  —  their  griefs, 
their  trials,  their  Aveaknesses,  their  kindly  hearts. 

People  there  are  in  our  histor^^  who  do  not  seem  to  me  to 
have  kindly  hearts  at  all ;  and  yet,  perhaps,  if  a  biography 
could  be  written  from  their  point  of  view,  some  other  novelist 
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might  show  how  Phihp  and  Ids  Ijiographcr  were  a  pair  of  selfish 
worldUngs  unworthy  ol"  credit :  how  uncle  and  aunt  Twysden 
were  most  exemplary  people,  and  so  forth.  Have  I  not  told 
you  how  many  people  at  New  York  shook  their  heads  when 
Philip's  name  was  mentioned,  and  intimated  a  strong  opinion 
that  he  used  his  father  very  ill  ?  When  he  fell  wounded  and 
bleeding,  patron  Tregarvan  dropped  him  off  his  horse,  and 
cousin  Ringwood  did  not  look  behind  to  see  how  he  fared. 
But  these,  again,  ixvay  have  had  their  opinion  regarding  our 
friend,  who  may  have  been  misrepresented  to  them  —  I  protest 
as  I  look  back  at  the  past  portions  of  this  history,  I  begin  to 
have  qualms,  and  ask  m^'self  whether  the  folks  of  whom  we  have 
been  prattling  have  had  justice  done  to  them ;  whether  Agnes 
Twysden  is  not  a  suffering  martyr  justly  offended  by  Philip's 
turbulent  behavior,  and  whether  Philip  dcsei-ves  any  particular 
attention  or  kindness  at  all.  He  is  not  transcendently  clever ; 
he  is  not  gloriously  beautiful.  He  is  not  about  to  illuminate 
the  darkness  in  which  the  people  grovel,  with  the  flashing  ema- 
nations of  his  truth.  He  sometimes  owes  mone}',  which  he 
cannot  pa}'.  He  slips,  stumbles,  blunders,  brags.  Ah!  he  sins 
and  repents  —  pray  heaven  —  of  faults,  of  vanities,  of  pride, 
of  a  thousand  shortcomings  !  This  I  say  —  Ego  —  as  my 
friend's  biographer.  Perhaps  I  do  not  understand  the  other 
cliaracters  round  about  him  so  well,  and  have  overlooked  a 
number  of  their  merits,  and  caricatured  and  exaggerated  their 
little  defects. 

Among  the  Samaritans  who  came  to  Philip's  help  in  these 
his  straits,  he  loves  to  remember  the  name  of  J.  J.,  the  paint- 
er, whom  he  found  sitting  with  the  children  one  day  making 
drawings  for  them,  which  the  good  painter  never  tired  to 
sketch. 

Now  if  those  children  would  but  have  kept  Ridley's  sketches, 
and  waited  for  a  good  season  at  Christie's  I  have  no  doubt  they 
might  have  got  scores  of  pounds  for  the  drawings ;  but  then, 
you  see,  they  chose  to  improve  the  drawings  with  their  own 
hands.  They  painted  the  soldiers  yellow,  the  horses  blue,  and 
so  forth.  On  the  horses  the}'  put  soldiers  of  their  own  con- 
struction. Ridley's  landscapes  were  enriched  with  representa- 
tions of  "  omnibuses,"  which  the  children  saw  and  admired  in 
the  neighboring  New  Road.  1  dare  sa}',  as  the  fever  left  her, 
and  as  she  came  to  see  things  as  the}'  were,  Charlotte's  eyes 
dwelt  fondly  on  the  pictui-es  of  the  omnibuses  inserted  in  Mr. 
Ridley's  sketches,  and  she  put  some  aside  and  showed  them  to 
her  friends,  and  said,  "  Doesn't  our  darling  show  extraordinary 
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talent  for  drawing?     Mr.  Ridley  says  he  does.     He  did  a  great 
part  of  this  etching." 

But,  besides  the  drawings,  what  do  j^ou  think  Master  Ridley 
offered  to  draw  for  his  friends?  Besides  the  prescriptions  of 
medicine,  what  drafts  did  Dr.  Goodenough  prescribe?  When 
nurse  Brandon  came  to  Mrs.  Philip  in  her  anxious  time,  we 
know  what  sort  of  paj'ment  she  proposed  for  her  services. 
Who  says  the  world  is  all  cold?  There  is  the  sun  and  the 
shadows.  And  the  heaven  which  ordains  poverty  and  sickness 
sends  pity,  and  love,  and  succor. 

During  Charlotte's  fever  and  illness ,  the  Little  Sister  had  left 
her  but  for  one  day,  when  her  patient  was  quiet,  and  pro- 
nounced to  be  mending.  It  appears  that  Mrs.  Charlotte  was 
very  ill  indeed  on  this  occasion ;  so  ill  that  Dr.  Goodenough 
thought  she  might  have  given  us  all  the  slip  :  so  ill  that,  but  for 
Brandon,  she  would,  in  all  probability,  have  escaped  out  of  this 
troublous  world,  and  left  Philip  and  her  orphaned  little  ones. 
Charlotte  mended  then  :  could  take  food,  and  liked  it,  and  was 
specially  pleased  with  some  chickens  which  her  nurse  informed 
her  were  "  from  the  country."  "  From  Sir  John  Ringwood,  no 
doubt?  "  said  Mrs.  FiiTnin,  remembering  the  presents  sent  from 
Berkeley  Square,  and  the  mutton  and  the  turnips. 

"Well,  eat  and  be  thankful!  "  says  the  Little  Sister,  who 
was  as  gay  as  a  little  sister  could  be,  and  who  had  prepared  a 
beautiful  bread  sauce  for  the  fowl;  and  who  had  tossed  the 
baby,  and  who  showed  it  to  its  admiring  brother  and  sister  ever 
so  many  times  ;  and  who  saw  that  Mr.  Philip  had  his  dinner 
comfortable  ;  and  who  never  took  so  much  as  a  drop  of  porter 

—  at  home  a  little  glass  sometimes  was  comfortable,  but  on 
duty,  never,  never !  No,  not  if  Dr.  Goodenough  ordered  it ! 
she  vowed.  And  the  doctor  wished  he  could  say  as  much,  or 
believe  as  much,  of  all  his  nurses. 

Milman  Street  is  such  a  quiet  little  street  that  our  friends 
had  not  carpeted  it  in  the  usual  way  ;  and  three  days  after  her 
temporary  absence,  as  nurse  Brandon  sits  by  her  patient's  bed, 
powdering  the  back  of  a  small  pink  infant  that  makes  beUeve 
to  swim  upon  her  apron,  a  rattle  of  wheels  is  heard  in  the  quiet 
street  —  of  four  wheels,  of  one  horse,  of  a  jingling  carriage, 
which  stops  before  Philip's  door.  "  It's  the  trap,"  says  nurse 
Brandon,  deUghted.  "  It  must  be  those  kind  Ringwoods,"  says 
Mrs.  Philip.     "  But  stop,  Brandon.     Did  not  they,  did  not  we? 

—  oh,  how  kind  of  them  !  "  She  was  trying  to  recall  the  past. 
Past  and  present  for  days  had  been  strangely  mingled  in  her 
fevered   brain.     "Hush,  my  dear  I   you  are  to  be  kep' quite 
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still,"  saj's  the  nurse  —  and  then  proceeded  to  finish  the  polish* 
ing  and  powdering  of  the  pink  frog  on  her  lap. 

The  bedroom  window  was  open  towards  the  sunny  street : 
but  Mrs.  Philip  did  not  hear  a  female  voice  say,  "  'Old  the 
'orse's  'ead,  Jim,"  or  she  might  have  been  agitated.  The 
horse's  head  was  held,  and  a  gentleman  and  a  lady  with  a 
great  basket  containing  pease,  butter,  greens,  flowers,  and 
other  rural  produce,  descended  from  the  vehicle  and  rang  at 
the  bell. 

Philip  opened  it ;  with  his  little  ones,  as  usual,  trotting  at 
his  knees. 

"  Why,  my  darlings,  how  you  air  grown  !  "  cries  the  lady. 

"  B3^gones  be  bygones.  Give  us  your  'and,  Firmin  :  here's 
mine.  My  missus  has  brought  some  country  butter  and  things 
for  your  dear  good  lady.  And  we  hope  you  hked  the  chickens. 
And  God  bless  you,  old  fellow,  how  are  3'ou?  "  The  tears  were 
rolling  down  the  good  man's  cheeks  as  he  spoke.  And  Mrs. 
Mugford  was  likewise  exceedingly  hot,  and  very  much  affected. 
And  the  children  said  to  her,  "  Mamma  is  better  now :  and  we 
have  a  little  brother,  and  he  is  crying  now  up  stairs." 

"  Bless  3'^ou,  my  darlings  !  "  Mrs.  Mugford  was  off  by  this 
time.  She  put  down  her  peace-offering  of  carrots,  chickens, 
bacon,  butter.  She  cried  plentifully.  "  It  was  Brandon  came 
and  told  us,"  she  said;  "  and  when  she  told  us  how  all  your 
great  people  had  flung  j-ou  over,  and  you'd  been  quarrelling 
again,  you  naughty  fellar,  I  says  to  Mugford,  '  Let's  go  and 
see  after  that  dear  thing,  Mugford,'  I  says.  And  here  we  are. 
And  year's  two  nice  cakes  for  your  children  "  (after  a  forage  in 
the  cornucopia),  "  and,  lor',  how  they  are  grown  !  " 

A  little  nurse  from  the  up-stairs  regions  here  makes  her  ap- 
pearance, holding  a  bundle  of  cashmere  shawls,  part  of  which  is 
removed,  and  discloses  a  being  pronounced  to  be  ravisMngly 
beautiful,  and  "jest  hke  Mrs.  Mugford's  Emaly  !  " 

"  I  say,"  says  Mugford,  "  the  old  shop's  still  open  to  3'ou. 
T'other  chap  wouldn't  do  at  all.  He  was  wild  when  he  got  the 
drink  on  board.  Hirish.  Pitched  into  Bickerton,  and  black'd 
'is  eye.  It  was  Bickerton  who  told  3'ou  lies  about  that  poor 
lady.  Don't  see  'im  no  more  now.  Borrowed  some  money  of 
me  ;  haven't  seen  him  since.  Wc  were  both  wrong,  and  we 
must  make  it  up  —  the  missus  says  we  must." 

"  Amen!  "  said  Philip,  with  a  grasp  of  the  honest  fellow's 
hand.  And  next  Sunday  he  and  a  trim  little  sister,  and  two 
children,  went  to  an  old  church  in  Queen  Square,  Bloomsbury, 
wh\ch  was  fashionable  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  when  Rich- 
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ard  Steele  kept  house,  and  did  not  pay  rent,  hard  by.  And 
when  the  clergyman  in  the  Thanksgiving  particularized  those 
who  desired  now  to  "  offer  up  their  praises  and  thanksgiving 
for  late  mercies  vouchsafed  to  them,"  once  more  Philip  Firmin 
said  "  Amen,"  on  his  knees,  and  with  all  his  heart. 


CHAPTER    XIX. 

THE   REALMS    OF   BLISS. 

You  know  —  all  good  boys  and  girls  at  Christmas  know  — 
that,  before  the  last  scene  of  the  pantomime,  when  the  Good 
Fairy  ascends  in  a  blaze  of  glor}',  and  Harlequin  and  Columbine 
take  hands,  having  danced  through  all  their  tricks  and  troubles 
and  tumbles,  there  is  a  dark,  brief,  seemingly  meaningless, 
penultimate  scene,  in  which  the  performers  appear  to  grope 
about  perplexed,  whilst  the  music  of  bassoons  and  trombones, 
and  the  like,  groans  tragically.  As  the  actors,  with  gestures  of 
disma}-  and  outstretched  arms,  move  hither  and  thither,  the 
wary  frequenter  of  pantomimes  sees  the  illuminators  of  the 
Abode  of  Bliss  and  the  Hall  of  Prismatic  Splendor  nimbly  mov- 
ing behind  the  canvas,  and  streaking  the  darkness  with  twink- 
ling fires  —  fires  which  shall  blaze  out  presently  in  a  thousand 
colors  round  the  Good  Fairy  in  the  Revolving  Temple  of  Blind- 
ing Bliss.  Be  happy.  Harlequin !  Love  and  be  happy  and 
dance,  pretty  Columbine  !  Children,  mamma  bids  you  put  your 
shawls  on.  And  Jack  and  Mar}'  (who  are  3'oung  and  love  pan- 
tomimes,) look  lingeringly  still  over  the  ledge  of  the  box,  whilst 
the  fairy  temple  yet  revolves,  whilst  the  fireworks  play,  and  ere 
the  Great  Dark  Curtain  descends. 

My  dear  3'oung  people,  who  have  sat  kindly  through  the 
scenes  during  which  our  entertainment  has  lasted,  be  it  known 
to  you  that  last  chapter  was  the  dark  scene.  Look  to  3'our 
cloaks,  and  tie  up  your  little  throats,  for  I  tell  you  the  great 
baize  will  soon  fall  down.  Have  I  had  any  secrets  from  3'ou  all 
through  the  piece  ?  I  tell  you  the  house  will  be  empty  and  you 
will  be  in  the  cold  air.  When  the  boxes  have  got  their  night- 
gowns on,  and  you  are  all  gone,  and  I  have  turned  off"  the  gas, 
and  am  in  the  emptj"  theatre  alone  in  the  darkness,  I  promise 
you  I  shall  not  be  merry.     Never  mind !     We  can  make  jokes 
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though  we  arc  ever  so  sad.  We  can  jump  over  head  and  heels, 
though  I  declare  the  pit  is  half  emptied  already,  and  the  last 
orange-woman  has  slunk  away.  Encore  une  pirouette,  Colom- 
bine  !  Saute,  Arlequin,  mon  ami !  Though  there  are  but  five 
bars  more  of  the  music,  my  good  people,  we  must  jump  over 
them  briskl}-,  and  then  go  home  to  supper  and  bed. 

Philip  Firmin,  then,  was  immensely  moved  by  this  mag- 
nanimity and  kindness  on  the  part  of  his  old  emplo3'er,  and 
has  always  considered  Mugford's  arrival  and  friendliness  as  a 
special  interposition  in  his  favor.  He  owes  it  all  to  Brandon, 
he  says.  It  was  she  who  bethought  herself  of  his  condition, 
represented  it  to  Mugford,  and  reconciled  him  to  his  enemy. 
Others  were  most  ready  with  their  monej-.  It  was  Brandon 
who  brought  him  work  rather  than  alms,  and  enabled  him  to 
face  fortune  cheerfullJ^  His  interval  of  poverty  was  so  short, 
that  he  actually  had  not  occasion  to  borrow.  A  week  more, 
and  he  could  not  have  held  out,  and  poor  Brandon's  little  mar- 
riage present  must  have  gone  to  the  cenotaph  of  sovereigns  — 
the  dear  Little  Sister's  gift  whicli  Philip's  family  cherish  to  this 
hour. 

So  Philip,  with  a  humbled  heart  and  demeanor,  clambered 
up  on  his  sub-editorial  stool  once  more  at  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
and  again  brandished  the  paste-pot  and  the  scissors.  I  forget 
whether  Bickerton  still  remained  in  command  at  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette,  or  was  more  kind  to  Philip  than  before,  or  was  afraid 
of  him,  having  heard  of  his  exploits  as  a  fire-eater ;  but  certain 
it  is,  the  two  did  not  come  to  a  quarrel,  giving  each  other  a 
wide  berth,  as  the  saying  is,  and  each  doing  his  own  duty. 
Good-by,  Monsieur  Bickerton.  Except  mayhap,  in  the  final 
group,  round  the  Faiky  Chariot  (when,  1  promise  you,  there 
will  be  such  a  blaze  of  glory  that  he  will  be  invisible) ,  we  shall 
never  see  the  little  spiteful  envious  creature  more.  Let  him 
pop  down  his  appointed  trap-door  ;  and,  quick  fiddles  !  let  the 
brisk  music  jig  on. 

Owing  to  the  coolness  which  had  arisen  between  Philip  and 
his  father  on  account  of  their  different  views  regarding  the  use 
to  be  made  of  Philip's  signatm-e,  the  old  gentleman  drew  no 
further  bills  in  his  son's  name,  and  our  friend  was  spared  from 
the  unpleasant  persecution.  Mr.  Hunt  loved  Dr.  Firmin  so 
ardently  that  he  could  not  bear  to  be  separated  from  the  doctor 
long.  Without  the  doctor,  London  was  a  dreary  wilderness  to 
Hunt.  Unfortunate  remembrances  of  past  pecuniary  transac- 
tions haunted  him  here.     We  were  all  of  us  glad  when  he  finally 
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retired  from  the  Covent  Garden  taverns  and  betook  himself  to 
the  Bowery  once  more. 

And  now  friend  Philip  was  at  work  again,  hardly  earning  a 
scanty  meal  for  self,  wife,  servant,  children.  It  was  indeed  a 
meagre  meal,  and  a  small  wage.  Charlotte's  illness,  and  other 
mishaps,  had  swept  away  poor  Philip's  little  savings.  It  was 
detennined  that  we  would  let  the  elegantl}'  furnished  apart- 
ments on  the  first  floor.  You  might  have  fancied  the  proud 
Mr.  Firmin  rather  repugnant  to  such  a  measure.  And  so  he 
was  on  the  score  of  convenience,  but  of  dignit}',  not  a  whit. 
To  this  da}',  if  necessity'  called,  Philip  would  turn  a  mangle 
with  perfect  gi-avit}'.  I  believe  the  thought  of  Mrs.  General 
Baynes's  horror  at  the  idea  of  her  son-in-law  letting  lodgings 
greatly  soothed  and  comforted  Philip.  The  lodgings  were  ab- 
solutelj'  taken  b}'  our  country  acquaintance,  Miss  Pybus,  who 
was  coming  up  for  the  May  meetings,  and  whom  we  persuaded 
(heaven  be  good  to  us)  that  she  would  find  a  most  desirable 
quiet  residence  in  the  house  of  a  man  with  three  squalling 
children.  Miss  P.  came,  then,  with  my  wife  to  look  at  the 
apartments ;  and  we  allured  her  by  describing  to  her  the  de- 
hghtful  musical  services  at  the  Foundling  hard  by ;  and  she 
was  very  much  pleased  with  Mrs.  Philip,  and  did  not  even 
wince  at  the  elder  children,  whose  prett}-  faces  won  the  kind 
old  lady's-  heart :  and  I  am  ashamed  to  say  we  were  mum  about 
the  bab}' :  and  Pybus  was  going  to  close  for  the  lodgings, 
when  Philip  burst  out  of  his  little  room,  without  his  coat,  I 
believe,  and  objurgated  a  little  i^riuter's  bo}^  who  was  sitting 
in  the  hall,  waiting  for  some  "  cop}' "  regarding  which  he  had 
made  a  blunder  ;  and  Philip  used  such  violent  language  towards 
the  little  lazy  boy,  that  Pybus  said  ' '  she  never  could  think  of 
taking  apartments  in  that  house,"  and  hurried  thence  in  a  panic. 
When  Brandon  heard  of  this  project  of  letting  lodgings,  she 
was  in  a  fury.  She  might  let  lodgin's,  but  it  wasn't  for  Philip 
to  do  so.  "  Let  lodgin's,  indeed  !  Buy  a  broom,  and  sweep  a 
crossin' !  "  Brandon  always  thought  Charlotte  a  poor-spirited 
creature,  and  the  way  she  scolded  Mrs.  Firmin  about  this  trans- 
action was  not  a  little  amusing.  Charlotte  was  not  angry.  She 
liked  the  scheme  as  little  as  Brandon.  No  other  person  ever 
asked  for  lodgings  in  Charlotte's  house.  May  and  its  meetings 
came  to  an  end.  The  old  ladies  went  back  to  their  country 
towns.  The  missionaries  returned  to  Caffraria.  (Ah !  where 
are  the  pleasant-looking  Quakeresses  of  our  youth,  with  their 
comely  faces,  and  pretty  dove-colored  robes?  They  say  the 
goodly  sect  is  dwindling  —  dwindling.)     The  Quakeresses  went 
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out  of  town :  then  the  fVishionahle  world  began  to  move :  the 
Parliament  went  out  of  town.  In  a  word,  everj-bod}^  who  could, 
made  away  for  a  holida}',  whilst  poor  Philip  remained  at  his 
work,  snipping  and  pasting  his  paragraphs,  and  doing  his  hum' 
ble  drudg8r3\ 

A  sojourn  on  the  sea-shore  was  prescribed  by  Dr.  Goode- 
nough,  as  absolutely  necessary  for  Charlotte  and  her  young  ones, 
and  when  Philip  pleaded  certain  cogent  reasons  why  the  family 
could  not  take  the  medicine  prescribed  by  the  doctor,  that  ec- 
centric physician  had  recourse  to  the  same  pocket-book  which 
we  have  known  him  to  produce  on  a  former  occasion  ;  and  took 
from  it,  for  what  I  know,  some  of  the  very  same  notes  which 
he  had  formerly  given  to  the  Little  Sister.  "I  suppose  you 
may  as  well  have  them  as  that  rascal  Hunt  ?  "  said  the  Doctor, 
scowling  very  fiercely.  "Don't  tell  me.  Stuff  and  nonsense. 
Pooh  !  Pay  me  when  you  are  a  rich  man  !  "  And  this  Samari- 
tan had  jumped  into  his  carriage,  and  was  gone,  before  Philip 
or  Mrs.  Philip  could  say  a  word  of  thanks.  Look  at  him  as 
he  is  going  off.  See  the  green  brougham  drive  away,  and  turn 
westward,  and  mark  it  well.  A  shoe  go  after  thee,  John 
Goodenough ;  we  shall  see  thee  no  more  in  this  story.  You 
are  not  in  the  secret,  good  reader :  but  I,  who  have  been  living 
with  certain  people  for  many  months  past,  and  have  a  hearty 
liking  for  some  of  them,  grow  very  soft  when  the  hour  for  shak- 
ing hands  comes,  to  think  we  are  to  meet  no  more.  Go  to ! 
when  this  tale  began,  and  for  some  months  after,  a  pair  of  kind 
old  eyes  used  to  read  these  pages,  which  are  now  closed  in  the 
sleep  appointed  for  all  of  us.  And  so  page  is  tm-ned  after 
page,  and  behold  Finis  and  the  volume's  end. 

So  Philip  and  his  j'oung  folks  came  down  to  Periwinkle 
Bay,  where  we  were  staying,  and  the  girls  in  the  two  families 
nursed  the  baby,  and  the  child  and  mother  got  health  and  com- 
fort from  the  fresh  air,  and  Mr.  Mugford  —  who  believes  him- 
self to  be  the  finest  sub-editor  in  the  world,  and  I  can  tell  you 
there  is  a  great  art  in  sub-editing  a  paper  —  Mr.  Mugford,  I 
say,  took  Philip's  scissors  and  paste-pot,  whilst  the  latter  en- 
joyed his  holiday.  And  J.  J.  Eidley,  R.A.,  came  and  joined 
us  presently,  and  we  had  many  sketching  parties,  and  my  draw- 
ings of  the  various  points  about  the  bay,  viz..  Lobster  Head, 
the  Mollusc  Rocks,  «&c.  &c.,  are  considered  to  be  very  spirited, 
though  my  little  boy  (who  certainly  has  not  his  father's  taste 
for  art)  mistook  for  the  rock  a  really  capital  portrait  of  Philip,  in 
a  gray  hat  and  paletot,  sprawling  on  the  sand. 

Some  twelve  miles  inland  from  the  bay  is  the  little  town  of 
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Whipham  Market,  and  Whipham  skirts  the  park  palings  of  that 
castle  where  Lord  Ringwood  had  lived,  and  where  Philip's 
mother  was  born  and  bred.  There  is  a  statue  of  the  late  lord 
in  Whipham  market-place.  Could  he  have  had  his  will,  the 
borough  would  have  continued  to  return  two  Members  to  Par- 
liament, as  in  the  good  old  times  before  us.  In  that  ancient 
and  grass-grown  little  place,  where  j-our  footsteps  echo  as  you 
pass  through  the  street,  where  you  hear  distinctly  the  creaking 
of  the  sign  of  the  "  Ringwood  Arms"  hotel  and  posting-house, 
and  the  opposition  creaking  of  the  "  Ram  Inn"  over  the  way 
—  where  the  half-pay  captain,  the  curate,  and  the  medical  man 
stand  before  the  fly-blown  window-blind  of  the  "  Ringwood  In- 
stitute "  and  survey  the  strangers  —  there  is  still  a  respect  felt 
for  the  memory  of  the  great  lord  who  dwelt  behind  the  oaks  in 
yonder  hall.  He  had  his  faults.  Kis  lordship's  life  was  not 
that  of  an  anchorite.  The  company  his  lordship  kept,  es- 
pecially in  his  latter  days,  was  not  of  that  select  description 
which  a  nobleman  of  his  lordship's  rank  might  command.  But 
he  was  a  good  friend  to  Whipham.  He  was  a  good  landlord 
to  a  good  tenant.  If  he  had  his  will,  Whipham  would  have 
kept  its  own.  His  lordship  paid  half  the  expense  after  the 
burning  of  the  town-hall.  He  was  an  arbitrary  man,  certainly, 
and  he  flogged  Alderman  Duffle  before  his  own  shop,  but  he 
apologized  for  it  most  handsome  afterwards.  Would  the  gen- 
•nemen  hke  port  or  sherry?  Claret  not  called  for  in  Whipham  ; 
not  at  all :  and  no  fish,  because  all  the  fish  at  Periwinkle  Bay 
is  bought  up  and  goes  to  London.  Such  were  the  remarks 
made  b}^  the  landlord  of  the  "  Ring^wood  Arms"  to  three  cava- 
liers who  entered  that  hostehy.  And  you  may  be  sure  he  told 
us  about  Lord  Ringwood's  death  in  the  post-chaise  as  he  came 
from  Turreys  Regum  ;  and  how  his  lordship  went  through  them 
gates  (pointing  to  a  pair  of  gates  and  lodges  which  sku't  the 
town) ,  and  was  drove  up  to  the  castle  and  laid  in  state  ;  and 
his  lordship  never  would  take  the  railway,  never ;  and  he 
alwaj^s  travelled  like  a  nobleman,  and  when  he  came  to  a  hotel 
and  changed  horses,  he  alwaj's  called  for  a  bottle  of  wine,  and 
only  took  a  glass,  and  sometimes  not  even  that.  And  the 
present  Sir  John  has  kept  no  company  here  as  yet ;  and  they 
say  he  is  close  of  his  money,  the}'  say  he  is.  And  this  is  cer- 
tain, Whipham  haven't  seen  much  of  it,  Whipham  haven't. 

We  went  into  the  inn-yard,  which  may  have  been  once  a 
stirring  place,  and  then  sauntered  up  to  the  park  gate,  sur- 
mounted by  the  supporters  and  armorial  bearings  of  the  Ring- 
woodsi-     "  I  wonder  whether  my  poor  mother  came  out  of  that 
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gate  when  she  eloped  with  my  father  ?  "  said  Philip.  ' '  Poor 
thing,  poor  thing  !  "  The  great  gates  were  shut.  The  wester- 
ing sun  cast  shadows  over  the  sward  where  here  and  there  the 
deer  were  browsing,  and  at  some  mile  distance  lay  the  house, 
with  its  towers  and  porticos  and  vanes  flaming  in  the  sun. 
The  smaller  gate  was  open,  and  a  girl  was  standing  by  the 
lodge-door.     Was  the  house  to  be  seen  ? 

"  Yes,"  says  a  little  red-cheeked  girl,  with  a  cmiisy. 

"No!"  calls  out  a  harsh  voice  from  within,  and  an  old 
woman  comes  out  from  the  lodge  and  looks  at  us  fiercel}'. 
"  Nobody  is  to  go  to  the  house.     The  family  is  a-coming." 

That  was  provoking.  Philip  would  have  liked  to  behold  the 
great  house  where  his  mother  and  her  ancestors  were  born. 

"  Marry,  good  dame,"  Philip's  companion  said  to  the  old 
beldame,  "  this  goodly  gentleman  hath  a  right  of  entrance  to 
yonder  castle,  which,  I  trow,  ye  wot  not  of.  Heard  3'e  never 
tell  of  one  Philip  Ringwood,  slain  at  Busaco's  glorious  fi — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  and  don't  chaff  her.  Pen,"  growled 
Firmin. 

"Nay,  and  she  knows  not  Philip  Eingwood's  grandson," 
the  other  wag  continued,  in  a  softened  tone,  "this  will  con- 
vince her  of  our  right  to  enter.  Canst  recognize  this  image  of 
your  queen  ?  " 

"Well,  I  suppose  'ee  can  go  up,"  said  the  old  woman,  at 
the  sight  of  this  talisman.  "  There's  only  two  of  them  stajdng 
there,  and  they're  out  a-drivin'." 

Philip  was  bent  on  seeing  the  halls  of  his  ancestors.  Gray 
and  huge,  with  towers,  and  vanes,  and  porticos,  they  lay  before 
us  a  mile  off,  separated  from  us  by  a  streak  of  glistening  river. 
A  gi-eat  chestnut  avenue  led  up  to  the  river,  and  in  the  dappled 
grass  the  deer  were  browsing. 

You  know  the  house  of  course.  There  is  a  picture  of  it  in 
Watts,  bearing  date  1783.  A  gentleman  in  a  cocked  hat  and 
pigtail  is  rowing  a  lady  in  a  boat  on  the  shining  river.  Another 
nobleman  in  a  cocked  hat  is  angUng  in  the  glistening  river  from 
the  bridge,  over  which  a  post-chaise  is  passing. 

"  Yes,  the  place  is  Uke  enough,"  said  Philip  ;  "  but  I  miss 
the  post-chaise  going  over  the  bridge,  and  the  lady  in  the  punt 
with  the  tall  parasol.  Don't  you  remember  the  print  in  our 
housekeeper's  room  in  Old  Parr  Street  ?  My  poor  mother  used 
to  tell  me  about  the  house,  and  I  imagined  it  grander  than  the 
palace  of  Aladdin.  It  is  a  very  handsome  house,"  Philip  went 
on.  "  '  It  extends  two  hundred  and  sixty  feet  by  seventy^five, 
and  consists  of  a  rustic  basement  and  principal  story,  with  an 
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attic  in  the  centre,  the  whole  executed  in  stone.  The  grand 
front  towards  the  park  is  adorned  with  a  noble  portico  of  the 
Corinthian  order,  and  may  with  propriety  be  considered  one  of 

the  finest  elevations  in  the .'     I  tell  3-ou  I  am  quoting  out 

of  Watts's  '  Seats  of  the  Nobility  and  Gentry,'  published  by 
John  and  Josiah  Boydell,  and  l3ing  in  our  drawing-room.  Ah, 
dear  me !  I  painted  the  boat  and  the  ladj"  and  gentleman  in 
the  drawing-room  copy,  and  m}'  father  boxed  my  ears,  and  my 
mother  cried  out,  poor  dear  soul !  And  this  is  the  river,  is  it? 
And  over  this  the  post-chaise  went  with  the  club-tailed  horses, 
and  here  was  the  pig-tailed  gentleman  fishing.  It  gives  me  a 
queer  sensation,"  says  Philip,  standing  on  the  bridge,  and 
stretching  out  his  big  arms.  "  Yes,  there  are  the  two  people 
in  the  punt  by  the  rushes.  I  can  see  them,  but  you  can't ;  and 
I  hope,  sir,  30U  will  have  good  sport."  And  here  he  took  off 
his  hat  to  an  imaginary  gentleman  supposed  to  be  angling  from 
the  balustrade  for  ghostly  gudgeon.  We  reach  the  house  pres- 
ently. We  ring  at  the  door  in  the  basement  under  the  portico. 
The  porter  demurs,  and  says  some  of  the  family  is  down,  but 
they  are  out,  to  be  sure.  The  same  half-crown  argument  an- 
swers with  him  which  persuaded  the  keeper  at  the  lodge.  We 
go  through  the  show-rooms  of  the  stately  but  somewhat  faded 
and  melancholy  palace.  In  the  cedar  dining-room  there  hangs 
the  grim  portrait  of  the  late  earl ;  and  that  fair-haired  officer  in 
red  ?  that  must  be  Philip's  grandfather.  And  those  two  slim 
girls  embracing,  surely  those  are  his  mother  and  his  aunt. 
Philip  walks  softl}^  through  the  vacant  rooms.  He  gives  the 
porter  a  gold  piece  ere  he  goes  out  of  the  great  hall,  forty  feet 
cube,  ornamented  with  statues  brought  from  Rome  by  John 
first  Baron,  namely,  Heliogabalus,  Nero's  mother,  a  priestess 
of  Isis,  and  a  river  god ;  the  pictures  over  the  doors  by  Pedi- 
mento ;  the  ceiling  by  Leotardi,  &c.  ;  and  in  a  window  in  the 
great  hall  there  is  a  table  with  a  visitors'  book,  in  which  Philip 
writes  his  name.  As  we  went  away,  we  met  a  carriage  which 
drove  rapidly  towards  the  house,  and  which  no  doubt  contained 
the  members  of  the  Ringwood  family,  regarding  whom  the  por- 
teress  had  spoken.  After  the  family  differences  previously 
related,  we  did  not  care  to  face  these  kinsfolks  of  Philip,  and 
passed  on  quickly  in  twilight  beneath  the  rustling  umbrage  of 
the  chestnuts.  J.  J.  saw  a  hundred  fine  pictorial  effects  as  we 
walked  ;  the  palace  reflected  in  the  water  ;  the  dappled  deer  un- 
der the  chequered  shadow  of  the  trees.  It  was,  "Oh,  what  a 
jolly  bit  of  color,"  and,  "  I  say.  look,  how  well  that  old  woman's 
red  cloali  comes  in  !  "  and  so  forth.     Painters  never  aeem  tired 
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of  their  work.  At  seventy  they  are  students  still,  patient, 
docile,  happy.  May  we  too,  my  good  sir,  live  for  fourscore 
3'ears,  and  never  be  too  old  to  learn  !  The  walk,  the  brisk  ac- 
companying conversation,  amid  stately  scenery  around,  brought 
us  with  good  appetites  and  spirits  to  our  inn,  where  we  were 
told  that  dinner  would  be  served  when  the  omnibus  arrived  from 
the  railway. 

At  a  short  distance  from  the  "  Ringwood  Arms,"  and  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  is  the  "  Ram  Inn,"  neat  post- 
chaises  and  farmers'  ordinary ;  a  house,  of  which  the  preten- 
sions seemed  less,  though  the  trade  was  somewhat  more  lively. 
When  the  tooting  of  the  horn  announced  the  arrival  of  the 
omnibus  from  the  railway,  I  should  think  a  crowd  of  at  least 
fifteen  people  assembled  at  various  doors  of  the  High  Street 
and  Market.  The  half-pay  captain  and  the  curate  came  out 
from  the  "Ringwood  Athenaeum."  The  doctor's  apprentice 
stood  on  the  step  of  the  surgery  door,  and  the  surgeon's  lady 
iooked  out  from  the  first  floor.  We  shared  the  general  curiosity. 
We  and  the  waiter  stood  at  the  door  of  the  "  Ringwood  Arms." 
We  were  mortified  to  see  that  of  the  five  persons  conveyed  by 
the  'bus,  one  was  a  tradesman,  who  descended  at  his  door, 
(Mr.  Packwood,  the  saddler,  so  the  waiter  informed  us,)  three 
travellers  were  discharged  at  the  "  Ram,"  and  only  one  came 
to  us. 

"  Mostly  bagmen  goes  to  the  '  Ram,'  "  the  waiter  said,  with 
a  scornful  air;  and  these  bagmen,  and  their  bags,  quitted  the 
omnibus. 

Only  one  passenger  remained  for  the  "  Ringwood  Arms 
Hotel,"  and  he  presently  descended  under  the  porte-cochere; 
and  the  omnibus  —  I  own,  with  regret,  it  was  but  a  one-horse 
machine  —  drove  rattling  into  the  court-yari,  where  the  bells 
of  the  "  Star,"  the  "  George,"  the  "  Rodne}  /'  the  "  Dolphin," 
and  so  on,  had  once  been  wont  to  jingle,  and  the  court  had 
echoed  with  the  noise  and  clatter  of  hoofs  and  ostlers,  and  the 
cries  of  "  First  and  second,  turn  out." 

Who  was  the  merr3'-faced  little  gentleman  in  black,  who  got 
out  of  the  omnibus,  and  cried,  when  he  saw  us,  "What,  you 
here?"  It  was  Mr.  Bradgate,  that  lawj-er  of  Lord  Ringwood's 
with  whom  we  made  a  brief  acquaintance  just  after  his  lord- 
ship's death.  "What,  you  here?"  cries  Bradgate,  then,  to 
Philip.  "Come  down  about  this  business,  of  course?  Very 
glad  that  you  and  —  and  certain  parties  have  made  it  up. 
Thought  you  weren't  friends." 

What  business?    What  parties?     We  had  not  heard  the 
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news  ?  We  had  ouly  come  over  from  Periwinkle  Bay  by  chance, 
in  ordei*  to  see  the  house. 

"  How  ver}'  singular  !  Did  3'ou  meet  the  —  the  people  who 
were  staying  there  ?  " 

We  said  we  had  seen  a  carriage  pass,  but  did  not  remark 
who  was  in  it.  What,  however,  was  the  news?  Well.  It 
would  be  known  immediately,  and  would  appear  in  Tuesday's 
Gazette.  The  news  was  that  Sir  John  Ringwood  was  going 
to  take  a  peerage,  and  that  the  seat  for  Whipham  would  be 
vacant.  And  herewith  our  friend  produced  from  his  travelling 
bag  a  proclamation,  which  he  read  to  us,  and  which  was  ad- 
dressed — 

"  To   THE    WORTHY   AND   INDEPENDENT    ELECTORS   OP   THE    BOROUGH 
OP    RiNGWOOD. 

"  London,  Wednesday. 

' '  Gentlemen,  —  A  gracious  Sovereign  having  been  pleased 
to  order  that  the  family  of  Ringwood  should  continue  to  be 
represented  in  the  House  of  Peers,  I  take  leave  of  my  friends 
and  constituents  who  have  given  me  their  kind  confidence 
hitherto,  and  promise  them  that  my  regard  for  them  will  never 
cease,  or  my  interest  in  the  town  and  neighborhood  where  my 
family  have  dwelt  for  man}-  centuries.  The  late  lamented  Lord 
Ringwood's  brother  died  in  the  service  of  his  Sovereign  in 
Portugal,  following  the  same  flag  under  which  his  ancestors  for 
centuries  have  fought  and  bled.  My  own  son  serves  the  Crown 
in  a  civil  capacity.  It  was  natural  that  one  of  our  name  and 
family  should  continue  the  relations  which  so  long  have  sub- 
sisted between  us  and  tliis  loyal,  affectionate,  but  independent 
borough.  Mr.  Ringwood's  onerous  duties  in  the  office  which 
he  holds  are  sufficient  to  occupy  his  time.  A  gentleman  united 
to  our  family  by  the  closest  ties  will  offer  himself  as  a  candidate 
for  3'our  suffrages  —  " 

"  Wh}',  who  is  it?  He  is  not  going  to  put  in  uncle  Twysden, 
or  my  sneak  of  a  cousin  ?  " 

"No,"  says  Mr.  Bradgate. 

"Well,  bless  my  soul!  he  can't  mean  me,"  said  Philip. 
' '  Who  is  the  dark  horse  he  has  in  his  stable  ?  " 

Then  Mr.  Bradgate  laughed.  "Dark  horse  you  may  call 
him.  The  new  Member  is  to  be  Grenville  Woolcomb,  Esq., 
your  West  India  relative,  and  no  other." 

Those  who  know  the  extreme  energy  of  Mr.  P.  Firmin's 
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language  when  he  is  excited,  may  imagine  the  explosion  of 
Philippine  wrath  which  ensued  as  our  friend  heard  this  name. 
"  That  miscreant :  that  skinflint :  that  wealthy  crossing-sweeper : 
that  ignoramus  who  searce  could  do  more  than  sign  his  name  ! 
Oh,  it  was  horrible,  shameful !  Why,  the  man  is  on  such  ill 
terms  with  his  wife  that  the}^  say  he  strikes  her.  When  I  see 
him  I  feel  inclined  to  choke  him,  and  murder  him.  That  brute 
going  into  Parliament,  and  the  republican  Sir  John  Ringwood 
sending  him  there  !     It's  monstrous  !  " 

"Family  arrangements.  Sir  John,  or,  I  should  say,  my 
Lord  Ringwood,  is  one  of  the  most  affectionate  of  parents," 
Mr.  Bradgate  remarked.  "  He  has  a  large  famil}'  by  his  second 
marriage,  and  his  estates  go  to  his  eldest  son.  We  must  not 
quarrel  with  Lord  Ringwood  for  wishing  to  provide  for  his 
young  ones.  I  don't  say  that  he  quite  acts  up  to  the  extreme 
Liberal  principle  of  which  he  was  once  rather  fond  of  boasting. 
But  if  3'ou  were  offered  a  peerage,  what  would  you  do ;  what 
would  I  do?  If  3'ou  wanted  monej'  for  3'our  young  ones,  and 
could  get  it,  would  you  not  take  it?  Come,  come,  don't  let  us 
have  too  much  of  this  Spartan  virtue  !  If  we  were  tried,  m}"^ 
good  friend,  we  should  not  be  much  worse  or  better  than  our 
neighbors.  Is  my  fly  coming,  waiter?"  We  asked  Mr.  Brad- 
gate  to  defer  his  departure,  and  to  share  our  dinner.  But  he 
declined,  and  said  he  must  go  up  to  the  gi-eat  house,  where 
he  and  his  client  had  plenty  of  business  to  arrange,  and  where 
no  doubt  he  would  stay  for  the  night.  He  bade  the  inn  servants 
put  his  portmanteau  into  his  carriage  when  it  came.  "The 
old  lord  had  some  famous  port  wine,"  he  said;  "I  hope  my 
friends  have  the  key  of  the  cellar." 

The  waiter  was  just  putting  our  meal  on  the  table,  as  we 
stood  in  the  bow-window  of  the  "Ringwood  Arms"  coffee- 
room,  engaged  in  this  colloquy.  Hence  we  could  see  the  street, 
and  the  opposition  inn  of  the  "  Ram,"  where  presently  a  great 
placard  was  posted.  At  least  a  dozen  street-boys,  shopmen, 
and  rustics  were  quickly  gathered  round  this  manifesto,  and 
we  om-selves  went  out  to  examine  it.  The  "Ram"  placard 
denounced,  in  terms  of  unmeasured  wrath,  the  impudent  attempt 
from  the  Castle  to  dictate  to  the  free  and  independent  electors 
of  the  borough.  Freemen  were  invited  not  to  promise  their 
votes ;  to  show  themselves  worthy  of  their  name ;  to  submit 
to  no  Castle  dictation.  A  county  gentleman  of  property,  of 
influence,  of  liberal  principles  —  no  West  Indian,  no  Castlk 
Flunky,  but  a  True  English  Gentleman,  would  come  for- 
wai'd   to    rescue    them    from    tlie    tyranny    under   which   they 
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labored.  On  this  point  the  electors  might  rely  on  the  word 
of  A  Briton. 

"  This  was  brought  down  b}-  the  clerk  from  Bedloe's. 
He  and  a  newsjiaper  man  came  down  in  the  train  with  me  ; 
a  Mr. ." 

As  he  spoke,  there  came  forth  from  the  "  Ram"  the  news- 
paper man  of  whom  Mr.  Bradgate  sjDoke  —  an  old  friend  and 
comrade  of  Philip,  that  energetic  man  and  able  reporter,  Phipps 
of  the  Daily  Intelligencer^  who  recognized  Philip,  and  cordially 
greeting  hun,  asked  what  he  did  down  here,  and  supposed  he 
had  come  to  support  his  famil}^ 

Philip  explained  that  we  were  strangers,  had  come  from  a 
neighboring  watering-place  to  see  the  home  of  Philip's  ancestors, 
and  were  not  even  aware,  until  then,  that  an  electioneering 
contest  was  pending  in  the  place,  or  that  Sir  John  Ringwood 
was  about  to  be  promoted  to  the  peerage.  Meanwhile,  Mr. 
Bradgate's  fly  had  driven  out  of  the  hotel  3ard  of  the  "  Ring- 
wood  Arms,"  and  the  lawj'er  running  to  the  house  for  a  bag  of 
papers,  jumped  into  the  carriage  and  called  to  the  coachman 
to  drive  to  the  Castle. 

"  Bon  appetit!"  saj's  he,  in  a  confident  tone,  and  he  was 
gone. 

"  Would  Phipps  dine  with  us?"  Phipps  whispered,  "  I  am 
on  the  other  side,  and  the  '  Ram'  is  our  house." 

We,  who  were  on  no  side,  entered  into  the  "Ringwood 
Arms,"  and  sat  down  to  our  meal  —  to  the  mutton  and  the 
catsup,  cauliflower  and  potatoes,  the  copper-edged  side-dishes, 
and  the  watery  melted  butter,  with  which  strangers  are  regaled 
in  inns  in  decHning  towns.  The  town  badauds^  who  had  read 
the  placard  at  the  "  Ram,"  now  came  to  peruse  the  proclama- 
tion in  our  window.  I  dare  sa}'  thirty  pairs  of  clinking  boots 
stopped  before  the  one  window  and  the  other,  the  while  we  ate 
tough  mutton  and  drank  fiery  sherry.  And  J.  J.,  leaving  his 
dinner,  sketched  some  of  the  figures  of  the  townsfolk  staring  at 
the  manifesto,  with  the  old-fashioned  "Ram  Inn"  for  a  back- 
ground —  a  picturesque  gable  enough. 

Our  meal  was  just  over,  when,  somewhat  to  our  surprise, 
our  friend  Mr.  Bradgate  the  lawyer  returned  to  the  "  Ringwood 
Arms."  He  wore  a  disturbed  countenance.  He  asked  what 
he  could  have  for  dinner?  Mutton,  neither  hot  nor  cold. 
Hum  !  That  must  do.  So  he  had  not  been  invited  to  dine  at 
the  Park?  We  rallied  him  with  much  facetiousness  on  this 
disappointment. 

Little  Bradgate's  eyes  started  with  wrath.     "  What  a  churl 
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the  little  black  fellow  is  !  "  he  cried.  "  I  took  him  his  papers. 
I  talked  with  him  till  dinner  w^as  laid  in  the  very  room  where 
we  were.  French  beans  and  neck  of  venison  —  I  saw  the 
housekeeper  and  his  man  bring  thein  in  !  And  Mr.  Woolcomb 
did  not  so  much  as  ask  me  to  sit  down  to  dinner  —  but  told 
me  to  come  again  at  nine  o'clock  !  Confound  this  mutton  — 
it's  neither  hot  nor  cold  !  The  little  skinflint ! "  The  glasses 
of  fiery  sherry  which  Bradgate  now  swallowed  served  rather  to 
choke  than  appease  the  lawyer.  We  laughed,  and  this  jocu- 
larity angered  him  more.  "  Oh,"  said  he,  "  I  am  not  the  only 
person  Woolcomb  was  rude  to.  He  was  in  a  dreadful  ill  temper. 
He  abused  his  wife :  and  when  he  rejid  somebody's  name  in 
the  strangers'  book,  I  promise  you,  Firmin,  he  abused  you. 
I  had  a  mind  to  say  to  him,  '  Sir,  Mr.  Firmin  is  dining  at  the 
"  Ringwood  Arms,"  and  I  will  tell  him  what  you  say  of  him.' 
Wliat  india-rubber  mutton  this  is !  What  villauous  sherry ! 
Go  back  to  him  at  nine  o'clock,  indeed!  Be  hanged  to  his 
impudence  ! " 

"You  must  not  abuse  Woolcomb  before  Firmin,"  said  one 
of  our  part}'.  "  Philip  is  so  fond  of  his  cousin's  husband,  that 
he  cannot  bear  to  hear  the  black  man  abused." 

This  was  not  a  very  brilliant  joke,  but  Philip  grinned  at  it 
with  much  savage  satisfaction. 

"Hit  Woolcomb  as  hard  as  you  please,  he  has  no  friends 
here,  Mr.  Bradgate,"  growled  Philip.  "So  he  is  rude  to  his 
lawyer,  is  he  ?  " 

"I  tell  you  he  is  worse  than  the  old  earl,"  cried  the  indig- 
nant Bradgate.  "  At  least  the  old  man  was  a  peer  of  England, 
and  could  be  a  gentleman  when  he  wished.  But  to  be  bullied 
by  a  fellow  who  might  be  a  black  footman,  or  ought  to  be 
sweeping  a  crossing  !     It's  monstrous  !  " 

"Don't  speak  ill  of  a  man  and  a  brother,  Mr.  Bradgate. 
Woolcomb  can't  help  his  complexion." 

"But  he  can  help  his  confounded  impudence,  and  shan't 
practise  it  on  yne  !  "  the  attorney  cried. 

As  Bradgate  called  out  from  his  box,  puffing  and  fuming, 
friend  J.  J.  was  scribbling  in  the  little  sketch-book  which  he 
alwaj's  carried.  He  smiled  over  his  work.  "  I  know,"  he  said, 
"  the  Black  Prince  well  enough.  I  have  often  seen  him  driving 
his  chestnut  mares  in  the  Park,  with  that  bewildered  white  wife 
by  his  side.  I  am  sure  that  woman  is  miserable,  and,  poor 
thing  —  " 

' '  Serve  her  right !  What  did  an  English  lady  mean  by 
marrjdng  such  a  fellow  !  "  cries  Bradgate, 
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"  A  fellow  who  does  not  ask  his  lawyer  to  dinner  !  "  remarks 
one  of  the  company  ;  perhaps  the  reader's  very  humble  servant. 
' '  But  what  an  imprudent  lawyer  he  has  chosen  —  a  lawyer  who 
speaks  his  mind." 

"  I  have  spoken  my  mind  to  his  betters,  and  be  hanged  to 
him  !  Do  you  think  I  am  going  to  be  afraid  of  him  ?  "  bawls 
the  irascible  solicitor. 

"  Gontempsi  Catilinm  gladios  —  do  you  remember  the  old 
quotation  at  school,  Philip  ?  "  And  here  there  was  a  break  in 
our  conversation,  for  chancing  to  look  at  friend  J.  J.'s  sketch- 
book, we  saw  that  he  had  made  a  wonderful  little  di'awing, 
representing  Woolcomb  and  Woolcomb's  wife,  grooms,  phaeton, 
and  chestnut  mares,  as  the}'  were  to  be  seen  any  afternoon  in 
H3'de  Park,  during  the  London  season. 

Admirable  !  Capital !  Ever3'body  at  once  knew  the  likeness 
of  the  dusky  charioteer.  Iracundus  himself  smiled  and  snig- 
gered over  it.  "Unless  you  behave  yourself,  Mr.  Bradgate, 
Ridley  will  make  a  picture  of  you^"  says  Philip.  Bradgate 
made  a  comical  face,  and  retreated  into  his  box,  of  which  he 
pretended  to  draw  the  curtain.  But  the  sociable  little  man  did 
not  long  remain  in  his  retirement ;  he  emerged  from  it  in  a 
short  time,  his  wine  decanter  in  his  hand,  and  joined  our 
little  party ;  and  then  we  fell  to  talking  of  old  times ;  and 
we  all  remembered  a  famous  drawing  b}^  H.  B.,  of  the  late 
Earl  of  Ringwood,  in  the  old-fashioned  swallow-tailed  coat  and 
tight  trousers,  on  the  old-fashioned  horse,  with  the  old-fashioned 
groom  behind  him,  as  he  used  to  be  seen  pounding  along  Rot- 
ten Row. 

"I  speak  my  mind,  do  I?"  says  Mr.  Bradgate,  presently. 
"  I  know  somebody  who  spoke  his  mind  to  that  old  man,  and 
who  would  have  been  better  off  if  he  had  held  his  tongue." 

"  Come,  tell  me,  Bradgate,"  cried  Philip.  "It  is  all  over 
and  past  now.  Had  Lord  Ringwood  left  me  something?  I 
declare  I  thought  at  one  time  that  he  intended  to  do  so." 

' '  Nay,  has  not  your  friend  here  been  rebuking  me  for 
speaking  m}'  mind?  I  am  going  to  be  as  mum  as  a  mouse. 
Let  us  talk  about  the  election,"  and  the  provoking  lawyer 
would  say  no  more  on  a  subject  possessing  a  dismal  interest 
for  poor  Phil. 

"I  have  no  more  right  to  repine,"  said  that  philosopher, 
"  than  a  man  would  have  who  drew  number  x  in  the  lottery, 
when  the  winning  ticket  was  number  y.  Let  us  talk,  as  you 
say,  about  the  election.     Who  is  to  oppose  Mr,  Woolcomb?" 

Mr.  Bradgate  believed  a  neighboring  squire,  Mr.  HornbloTf, 
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was  to  be  the  candidate  put  forward  against  the  Ringwood 
nominee. 

"  Hornblow  !  what,  Hornblow  of  Grey  Friars  ?  "  cries  Philip. 
"  A  better  fellow  never  lived.  In  this  case  he  shall  have  our 
vote  and  interest ;  and  I  think  we  ought  to  go  over  and  take 
another  dinner  at  the  '  Ram.'  " 

The  new  candidate  actually  turned  out  to  be  Philip's  old 
school  and  college  friend,  Mr.  Hornblow.  After  dinner  we 
met  him  with  a  staff  of  canvassers  on  the  tramp  through  the 
little  town.  Mr,  Hornblow  was  paying  his  respects  to  such 
tradesmen  as  had  their  shops  3'et  open.  Next  day  being  mar- 
ket-day, he  proposed  to  canvass  the  market-people.  "  If  I 
meet  the  black  man,  Firmin,"  said  the  burly  squire,  "I  think 
I  can  chaff  him  off  his  legs.  He  is  a  bad  one  at  speaking,  I 
am  told." 

As  if  the  tongue  of  Plato  would  have  prevailed  in  Whipham 
and  against  the  nominee  of  the  great  house !  The  hour  was 
late  to  be  sure,  but  the  companions  of  Mr.  Hornblow  on  his 
canvass  augured  ill  of  his  success  after  half  an  hour's  walk  at 
his  heels.  Baker  Jones  would  not  promise  nohow  :  that  meant 
Jones  would  vote  for  the  Castle,  Mr.  Hornblow's  legal  aide-de- 
camp, Mr.  Batley,  was  forced  to  allow.  Butcher  Brown  was 
having  his  tea,  —  his  shrill- voiced  wife  told  us,  looking  out 
from  her  glazed  back  parlor :  Brown  would  vote  for  the  Castle. 
Saddler  Briggs  would  see  about  it.  Grocer  Adams  fairly  said 
he  would  vote  against  us- — against  usf —  against  Hornblow, 
whose  part  we  were  taking  already.  I  fear  the  flattering  prom- 
ises of  support  of  a  great  body  of  free  and  unbiassed  electors, 
which  had  induced  Mr.  Hornblow  to  come  forward  and,  &c., 
were  but  inventions  of  that  little  lawyer,  Batley,  who  found  his 
account  in  having  a  contest  in  the  borough.  When  the  polling- 
day  came  —  you  see,  I  disdain  to  make  any  mysteries  in  this 
simple  and  veracious  story  —  Mr.  Grenville  Woolcomb, 
whose  solicitor  and  agent  spoke  for  him  —  Mr.  Grenville 
Woolcomb,  who  could  not  spell  or  speak  two  sentences  of 
decent  English,  and  whose  character  for  dulness,  ferocity, 
penuriousness,  jealousy,  almost  fatuity,  was  notorious  to  all 
the  world  —  was  returned  by  an  immense  majority,  and  the 
country  gentleman  brought  scarce  a  hundred  votes  to  the 
poll. 

We  who  were  in  nowise  engaged  in  the  contest,  nevertheless 
found  amusement  from  it  in  a  quiet  countrj'  place  where  little 
else  was  stirring.  We  came  over  once  or  twice  from  Peri- 
winkle  Bay.     We  mounted   Hornblow's  colors  openly.     We 
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drove  up  ostentatiously  to  the  "Ram,"  forsaking  the  "Ring- 
wood  Arms,"  where  Mr.  Grenville  Woolcomb's  Committee 
Room  was  now  established  in  that  very  coffee-room  where  we 
had  dined  in  Mr.  Bradgate's  company.  We  warmed  in  the 
contest.  We  met  Bradgate  and  his  principal  more  than  once, 
and  our  Montagus  and  Capulets  defied  each  other  in  the  public 
street.  It  was  fine  to  see  Philip's  great  figure  and  noble  scowl 
when  he  met  Woolcomb  at  the  canvass.  Gleams  of  mulatto 
hate  quivered  from  the  eyes  of  the  little  captain.  Darts  of  fire 
flashed  from  beneath  Philip's  eyebrows  as  he  elbowed  his  way 
forward,  and  hustled  Woolcomb  off  the  pavement.  Mr.  Philip 
never  disguised  any  sentiment  of  his.  "  Hate  the  little  igno- 
rant, spiteful,  vulgar,  avaricious  beast?  Of  course  I  hate  him, 
and  I  should  like  to  pitch  him  into  the  river."  "Oh,  Philip  !  " 
Charlotte  pleaded.  But  there  was  no  reasoning  with  this  savage 
when  in  wrath.  I  deplored,  though  perhaps  I  was  amused  by, 
his  ferocity-. 

The  local  paper  on  our  side  was  filled  with  withering  epi- 
grams against  this  poor  Woolcomb,  of  which,  I  suspect,  Philip 
was  the  author.  I  think  I  know  that  fierce  stj'le  and  tremen- 
dous invective.  In  the  man  whom  he  hates  he  can  see  no 
good :  and  in  his  friend  no  fault.  When  we  met  Bradgate 
apart  from  his  principal,  we  were  friendly  enough.  He  said 
we  had  no  chance  in  the  contest.  He  did  not  conceal  his  dis- 
like and  contempt  for  his  client.  He  amused  us  in  later  dajs 
(when  he  actually  became  Philip's  man  of  law)  b}'  recounting 
anecdotes  of  Woolcomb,  his  fury,  his  jealous}^,  his  avarice,  his 
brutal  behavior.  Poor  Agnes  had  married  for  money,  and  he 
gave  her  none.  Old  Twysden,  in  giving  his  daughter  to  this 
man,  had  hoped  to  have  the  run  of  a  fine  house  ;  to  ride  in 
Woolcomb's  carriages,  and  feast  at  his  table.  But  Woolcomb 
was  so  stingy  that  he  grudged  the  meat  which  his  wife  ate,  and 
would  give  none  to  her  relations.  He  turned  those  relations 
out  of  his  doors.  Talbot  and  Ringwood  Twysden,  he  drove 
them  both  away.  He  lost  a  child,  because  he  would  not  send 
for  a  physician.  His  wife  never  forgave  him  that  meanness. 
Her  hatred  for  him  became  open  and  avowed.  They  parted, 
and  she  led  a  Ufe  into  which  we  will  look  no  farther.  She 
quarrelled  with  parents  as  well  as  husband.  "  Why,"  she  said, 
"did  they  sell  me  to  that  man?"  Wh}^  did  she  sell  herself? 
She  required  little  persuasion  from  father  and  mother  when  she 
committed  that  crime.  To  be  sure,  they  had  educated  her  so 
well  to  worldliness,  that  when  the  occasion  came  aha  was 
ready. 
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We  used  to  see  this  luckless  woman,  with  her  horses  and 
servants  decked  with  Woolcomb's  ribbons,  driving  about  the 
little  town,  and  making  feeble  efforts  to  canvass  the  towns- 
people. They  all  knew  how  she  and  her  husband  quar« 
relied.  Reports  came  very  quickly  from  the  Hall  to  the  town. 
Woolcomb  had  not  been  at  Whipham  a  week  when  people 
began  to  hoot  and  jeer  at  him  as  he  passed  in  his  carriage. 
"Think  how  weak  3'ou  must  be,"  Bradgate  said,  "when  we 
can  win  with  this  horse  !  I  wish  he  would  stay  awa}^,  though. 
We  could  manage  much  better  without  him.  He  has  insulted 
I  don't  know  how  many  free  and  independent  electors,  and  in- 
furiated others,  because  he  will  not  give  them  beer  when  they 
come  to  the  house.  If  Woolcomb  would  stay  in  the  place,  and 
we  could  have  the  election  next  year,  I  think  your  man  might 
win.  But,  as  it  is,  he  may  as  well  give  in,  and  spare  the 
expense  of  a  poll."  Meanwhile  Hornblow  was  very  confident. 
We  believe  what  we  wish  to  believe.  It  is  marvellous  what 
faith  an  enthusiastic  electioneering  agent  can  inspire  in  his 
client.  At  any  rate,  if  Hornblow  did  not  win  this  time,  he 
would  at  the  next  election.  The  old  Ringwood  domination  in 
Whipham  was  gone  henceforth  for  ever. 

When  the  day  of  election  arrived,  you  may  be  sure  we  came 
over  from  Periwinkle  Ba}-  to  see  the  battle.  By  this  time 
Philip  had  grown  so  enthusiastic  in  Hornblow's  cause —  (Philip, 
by  the  way,  never  would  allow  the  possibility  of  a  defeat)  — 
that  he  had  his  children  decked  in  the  Hornblow  ribbons,  and 
drove  from  the  bay,  wearing  a  cockade  as  large  as  a  pancake. 
He,  I,  and  Ridley  the  painter,  went  together  in  a  dog-cart. 
We  were  hopeful,  though  we  knew  the  enemy  was  strong ;  and 
cheerful,  though,  ere  we  had  driven  five  miles,  the  rain  began 
to  fall. 

Philip  was  very  anxious  about  a  certain  great  roll  of  paper 
which  we  carried  with  us.  When  I  asked  him  what  it  con- 
tained, he  said  it  was  a  gun  ;  which  was  absurd.  Ridle}^  smiled 
in  his  silent  way.  When  the  rain  came,  Philip  cast  a  cloak 
over  his  artillery,  and  sheltered  his  powder.  We  little  guessed 
at  the  time  what  strange  game  his  shot  would  bring  down. 

When  we  reached  Sv^hipham,  the  polling  had  continued  for 
some  hours.  The  confounded  black  miscreant,  as  Philip  called 
his  cousin's  husband,  was  at  the  head  of  the  poll,  and  with 
every  hour  his  majority  increased.  The  free  and  independent 
electors  did  not  seem  to  be  in  the  least  influenced  by  Philip's 
articles  in  the  county  paper,  or  b}*^  the  placards  which  our  side 
had  pasted  over  the  little  town,  and  in  which  freemen  were 
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called  upon  to  do  their  duty,  to  support  a  fine  old  English  gen- 
tleman, to  submit  to  no  Castle  nominee,  and  so  forth.  The 
pressure  of  the  Ringwood  steward  and  bailiffs  was  too  strong. 
However  much  they  disliked  the  black  man,  tradesman  after 
tradesman,  and  tenant  after  tenant,  came  up  to  vote  for  him. 
Our  drums  and  trumpets  at  the  "  Ram  "  blew  loud  defiance  to 
the  brass  band  at  the  "  Ringwood  Arms."  From  our  balcony, 
I  flatter  myself,  we  made  much  finer  speeches  than  the  Ring- 
wood  people  could  deliver.  Hornblow  was  a  popular  man  in 
the  county.  When  he  came  forward  to  speak,  the  market- 
place echoed  with  applause.  The  farmers  and  small  tradesmen 
touched  their  hats  to  him  kindly,  but  slunk  off  sadly  to  the 
poUing-booth,  and  voted  according  to  order.  A  fine,  healthy, 
handsome,  red-cheeked  squire,  our  champion's  personal  appear- 
ance enlisted  all  the  ladies  in  his  favor. 

"If  the  two  men,"  bawled  PhiUp,  from  the  "Ram"  win- 
dow, "  could  decide  the  contest  with  their  coats  off  before  the 
market-house  yonder,  which  do  you  think  would  win  —  the  fair 
man  or  the  darky?"  (Loud  cries  of  "Hornblow  for  iver!" 
or  "  Mr.  Philip,  we'll  have  yew")  "  But  you  see,  my  friends, 
Mr.  Woolcomb  does  not  like  a  fair  fight.  Why  doesn't  he 
show  at  the  '  Ringwood  Arms  '  and  speak  ?  I  don't  believe  he 
can  speak  —  not  English.  Are  you  men  ?  Are  you  English- 
men? Are  you  white  slaves  to  be  sold  to  that  fellow?"  (Im- 
mense uproar.  Mr.  Finch,  the  Ringwood  agent,  in  vain  tries 
to  get  a  hearing  from  the  balcony  of  the  "  Ringwood  Arms.") 
' '  Wh}'  does  not  Sir  John  Ringwood  —  my  Lord  Ringwood  now 

—  come  down  amongst  his  tenantry,  and  back  the  man  he  has 
sent  down  ?  I  suppose  he  is  ashamed  to  look  his  tenants  in 
the  face.  I  should  be,  if  1  ordered  them  to  do  such  a  degrad- 
ing job.  You  know,  gentlemen,  that  I  am  a  Ringwood  myself. 
My  grandfather  lies  buried  —  no,  not  buried  —  in  yonder  church. 
His  tomb  is  there.  His  body  lies  on  the  glorious  field  of  Bu- 
saco !  "    ("  Hurraj^ !  ")     "  I  am  a  Ringwood."     (Cries  of  "  IIoo 

—  down.  No  Ringwoods  year.  We  wunt  have  un  ! ")  "  And 
before  George,  if  I  had  a  vote,  I  would  give  it  for  the  gallant, 
the  good,  the  admirable,  the  excellent  Hornblow.  Some  one 
holds  up  the  state  of  the  poll,  and  Woolcomb  is  ahead !  I  can 
only  say,  electors  of  Whipham,  the  more  shame  for  you!" 
' '  Hooray  !  Bravo  !  "  The  boys,  the  people,  the  shouting,  are 
all  on  our  side.  The  voting,  I  regret  to  say,  steadily  continues 
in  favor  of  the  enemy. 

As  Philip  was  making  his  speech,  an  immense  banging  of 
drums  and  blowing  of  trumpets  arose  from  the  balcony  of  the 
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"  Ringwood  Anns,"  and  a  something  resembling  the  song  of 
triumph  called,  "  See  the  Conquering  Hero  comes,"  was  per- 
formed by  the  opposition  orchestra.  The  lodge-gates  of  the 
park  were  now  decorated  with  the  Ringwood  and  Woolcomb 
flags.  They  were  flung  open,  and  a  dark  green  chariot  with 
four  gray  horses  issued  from  the  park.  On  the  chariot  was  an 
earl's  coronet,  and  the  people  looked  rather  scared  as  it  came 
towards  us,  and  said  —  "  Do'ee  look,  now,  'tis  my  lard's  own 
post-chaise  !  "  On  former  days  Mr.  Woolcomb,  and  his  wife  as 
his  aide-de-camp,  had  driven  through  the  town  in  an  open  ba- 
rouche, but,  to-da}'  being  rainy,  preferred  the  shelter  of  the  old 
chariot,  and  we  saw,  presently,  within,  Mr.  Bradgate,  the  Lou- 
don agent,  and  by  his  side  the  darkling  figure  of  Mr.  Wool- 
comb. He  had  passed  many  agonizing  hours,  we  were  told 
subsequently,  in  attempting  to  learn  a  speech.  He  cried  over 
it.  He  never  could  get  it  by  heart.  He  swore  like  a  frantic 
child  at  his  wife,  who  endeavored  to  teach  him  his  lesson. 

"  Now's  the  time,  Mr.  Briggs  !  "  Philip  said  to  Mr.  B.,  our 
lawyer's  clerk,  and  the  intelligent  Briggs  sprang  down  stairs  to 
obey  his  orders.  Clear  the  road  there  !  make  way  !  was  heard 
from  the  crowd  below  us.  The  gates  of  our  inn  court-yard, 
which  had  been  closed,  were  suddenly  flung  open,  and,  amidst 
the  roar  of  the  multitude,  there  issued  out  a  cart  drawn  b}'^  two 
donkeys,  and  driven  by  a  negro,  beasts  and  man  all  wearing 
Woolcomb's  colors.  In  the  cart  was  fixed  a  placard,  on  which 
a  most  undeniable  lilieness  of  Mr.  Woolcomb  was  designed : 
who  was  made  to  sa^',  "  Vote  for  me  !  Am  I  not  a  man  and 
A  BRUDDER?  "  This  cart  trotted  out  of  the  yard  of  the  "  Ram," 
and,  with  a  cortege  of  shouting  boys,  advanced  into  the  market- 
place, which  Mr.  Woolcomb's  carriage  was  then  crossing. 

Before  the  market-house  stands  the  statue  of  the  late  earl, 
whereof  mention  has  been  made.  In  his  peer's  robes,  a  hand 
extended,  he  points  towards  his  park  gates.  An  inscription, 
not  more  mendacious  than  many  other  epigraphs,  records  his 
rank,  age,  virtues,  and  the  esteem  in  which  the  people  of  Whip- 
ham  held  him.  The  mulatto  who  drove  the  team  of  donke3's 
was  an  itinerant  tradesman  who  brought  fish  from  the  ba}'  to 
the  little  town ;  a  jolly  wag,  a  fellow  of  indifferent  character, 
a  frequenter  of  all  the  ale-houses  in  the  neighborhood,  and 
rather  celebrated  for  his  skill  as  a  bruiser.  He  and  his  steeds 
streamed  with  Woolcomb  ribbons.  With  ironical  shouts  of 
"Woolcomb  for  ever!  "Yellow  Jack  urged  his  cart  towards 
the  chariot  with  the  white  horses.  He  took  off  his  hat  with 
mock  respect  to  the  candidate  sitting  within  the  green  chariot. 
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From  the  balcony  of  the  ' '  Ram  "  we  could  see  the  two  vehicles 
approaching  each  other ;  and  Yellow  Jack  waving  his  ribboned 
hat,  kicking  Ms  band}^  legs  here  and  there,  and  urging  on  his 
donkeys.  What  with  the  roar  of  the  people,  and  the  banging 
and  trumpeting  of  the  rival  bands,  we  could  hear  but  little : 
but  I  saw  Woolcomb  thrust  his  yellow  head  out  of  his  chaise- 
window  —  he  pointed  towards  that  impudent  donkey-cart,  and 
urged,  seemingly,  his  postilions  to  ride  it  down.  Plying  their 
whips,  the  post-boys  galloped  towards  Yellow  Jack  and  his 
vehicle,  a  yelling  crowd  scattering  from  before  the  horses,  and 
rallying  behind  them,  to  utter  execrations  at  Woolcomb.  His 
horses  were  frightened,  no  doul)t ;  for  just  as  Y^'ellow  Jack 
wheeled  nimbly  round  one  side  of  the  Ringwood  statue,  Wool- 
comb's  horses  were  all  huddled  together  and  plunging  in  con- 
fusion beside  it,  the  fore-wheel  came  in  abrupt  collision  with  the 
stonework  of  the  statue-railing :  and  then  we  saw  the  vehicle 
turn  over  altogether,  one  of  the  wheelers  down  with  its  rider, 
and  the  leaders  kicking,  plunging,  lashing  out  right  and  left, 
wild  and  maddened  with  fear,  Mr.  PhiUp's  countenance,  I  am 
bound  to  say,  wore  a  most  guilty  and  queer  expression.  This 
accident,  this  collision,  this  injury,  perhaps  death  of  Woolcomb 
and  his  lawyer,  arose  out  of  our  fine  joke  about  the  Man  and 
the  Brother. 

We  dashed  down  the  stairs  from  the  "  Ram  "  — Hornblow, 
Philip,  and  half  a  dozen  more  —  and  made  a  way  through  the 
crowd  towards  the  carriage,  with  its  prostrate  occupants.  The 
mob  made  way  civilly  for  the  popular  candidate  —  the  losing 
candidate.  When  we  reached  the  chaise,  the  traces  had  been 
cut :  the  horses  were  free :  the  fallen  postilion  was  up  and  rub- 
bing his  leg :  and,  as  soon  as  the  wheelers  were  taken  out  ot 
the  chaise,  Woolcomb  emerged  from  it.  He  had  said  from 
within  (accompanying  his  speech  with  many  oaths,  which  need 
not  be  repeated,  and  showing  a  just  sense  of  his  danger),  "  Cut 
the  traces,  hang  you  !  And  take  the  horses  away  :  I  can  wait 
until  they're  gone.  Pm  sittin'  on  my  lawyer ;  I  ain't  goin'  to 
have  my  head  kicked  off  b}^  those  wheelers."  And  just  as  we 
reached  the  fallen  post-chaise  he  emerged  from  it,  laughing  and 
saying,  "  Lie  still,  you  old  beggar  !  "  to  Mr.  Bradgate,  who  was 
writhing  underneath  him.  His  issue  from  the  carriage  was 
received  with  shouts  of  laughter,  which  increased  prodigiously 
when  Yellow  Jack,  nimbly  clambering  up  the  statue-railings, 
thrust  the  outstretched  arm  of  the  statue  through  the  picture 
of  the  Man  and  the  Brother,  and  left  that  cartoon  flapping  in  the 
air  over  Woolcomb's  head. 
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Then  a  shout  arose,  the  like  of  which  has  seldom  been  heard 
in  that  quiet  little  town.  Then  Woolcomb,  who  had  been  quite 
good-humored  as  he  issued  out  of  the  broken  post-chaise,  beo-au 
to  shriek,  curse,  and  revile  more  shrilly  than  before ;  and  was 
heard,  in  the  midst  of  his  oaths,  nnd  m*ath,  to  say,  "'ne  would 
give  any  man  a  shillin'  who  would  bring  him  down  that  con- 
founded thing!"  Then  scared,  bruised,  contused,  confused, 
poor  Mr.  Bradgate  came  out  of  the  carriage,  his  employer  taking 
not  the  least  notice  of  him.  * 

Hornblow  hoped  Woolcomb  was  not  hurt,  on  which  the  little 
gentleman  turned  round  and  said,  "Hm't?  no;  who  are  you? 
Is  no  fellah  goin'  to  bring  me  down  that  confounded  thing  ?  I'll 
give  a  shilhn',  I  say,  to  the  fellah  who  does  !  " 

"  A  shilUng  is  offered  for  that  picture  !  "  shouts  Philip  with 
a  red  face,  and  wild  with  excitement.  "  Who  will  take  a  whol' 
shilling  for  that  beauty  ?  " 

On  which  Woolcomb  began  to  scream,  curse,  and  revile  more ' 
bitterly  than  before.  "You  here?  Hang  you,  why  are  you 
here  ?  Don't  come  bullyin'  me.  Take  that  fellah  away,  some 
of  you  fellahs.  Bradgate,  come  to  my  committee-room.  "^I  won't 
stay  here,  I  say.  Let's  have  the  beast  of  a  carriage,  and  — 
"Well,  what's  up  now  ?  " 

While  he  was  talking,  shrieking,  and  swearing,  half  a  dozen 
shoulders  in  the  crowd  had  raised  the  carriage  up  on  its  three 
wheels.  The  panel  which  had  fallen  towards  the  ground  had 
split  against  a  stone,  and  a  great  gap  was  seen  in  the  side.  A 
lad  was  about  to  thrust  his  hand  into  the  orifice,  when  Wool- 
comb turned  upon  him. 

"Hands  off,  you  little  beggar!"  he  cried,  "no  priggin' ! 
Drive  away  some  of  these  fellahs,  you  post-boys  !  Don't  stand 
rubbin'your  knee  there,  you  great  fool.  What's  this?"  and 
he  thnists  his  own  hand  into  the  place  where  the  boy  had  just 
been  marauding. 

In  the  old  travelling  carriages  there  used  to  be  a  well  or 
swordcase,  in  which  travellers  used  to  put  swords  and  pistols 
in  days  when  such  weapons  of  defence  were  needful  on  the  road. 
Out  of  this  swordcase  of  Lord  Ringwood's  old  post-chariot, 
Woolcomb  did  not  draw  a  sword,  but  a  foolscap  paper  folded 
and  tied  with  a  red  tape.  And  he  began  to  read  the  superscrip- 
tion —  "  Will  of  the  Right  Honorable  John,  Earl  of  Ringwood. 
Bradgate,  Smith,  and  Burrows." 

"  God  bless  my  soul !  It's  the  will  he  had  back  from  my 
office,  and  which  1  thought  he  had  destroyed.  My  dear  fellow, 
I  congratulate  you  with  all  my  heart ! "     And  herewith  Mr. 
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Brndgate  the  lawyer  began  to  shake  Philip's  hand  with  much 
warmth.  "  Allow  me  to  look  at  that  paper.  Yes,  this  is  in 
my  handwriting.  Let  us  come  into  the  '  Ringwood  Arms  *  — 
the  '  Ram '  —  anywhere,  and  read  it  to  you  !  " 

.  .  Here  we  looked  up  to  the  balcony  of  the  "  Ringwood 
Arms,"  and  beheld  a  great  placard  announcing  the  state  of  the 
poll  at  one  o'clock. 
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"  We  are  beaten,"  said  Mr.  Hornblow,  very  good-naturedly. 
"  We  may  take  our  flag  down.  Mr.  Woolcomb,  I  congratulate 
you." 

"  I  knew  we  should  do  it,"  said  Mr.  Woolcomb,  putting  out 
a  little  yellow-kidded  hand.  "Had  all  the  votes  beforehand 
—  knew  we  should  do  the  trick,  I  say.  Hi!  3'ou  —  What-do- 
you-call-'im  —  Bradgate  !  What  is  it  about,  that  will  ?  It  does 
not  do  any  good  to  that  beggar,  does  it?"  and  with  laughter 
and  shouts,  and  cries  of  "Woolcomb  for  ever,"  and  "Give 
us  something  to  drink,  3^our  honor,"  the  successful  candidate 
marched  into  his  hotel. 

And  was  the  tawny  Woolcomb  the  fairy  who  was  to  rescue 
Philip  from  grief,  debt,  and  poverty?  Yes..  And  the  old  post- 
chaise  of  the  late  Lord  Ringwood  was  the  fairy  chariot.  You 
have  read  in  a  past  chapter  how  the  old  lord,  being  transported 
with  anger  against  Philip,  desired  his  lawyer  to  bring  back  a 
will  in  which  he  had  left  a  handsome  legacy  to  the  young  man, 
as  his  mother's  son.  My  lord  had  intended  to  make  a  provision 
for  Mrs.  Firmin,  when  she  was  his  dutiful  niece,  and  yet  under 
his  roof.  When  she  eloped  with  Mr.  Firmin,  Lord  Ringwood 
vowed  he  would  give  his  niece  nothing.  But  he  was  pleased 
with  the  independent  and  forgiving  spirit  exhibited  by  her  son  ; 
and,  being  a  person  of  much  grim  humor,  I  dare  say  chuckled 
inwardly  at  thinking  how  furious  the  Twysdens  would  be,  when 
they  found  Philip  was  the  old  lord's  favorite.  Then  Mr.  Philip 
chose  to  be  insubordinate,  and  to  excite  the  wrath  of  his  great- 
qncle,  who  desired  to  have  his  will  back  again.  He  put  the 
document  into  his  carriage,  in  the  secret  box,  as  he  drove  awa}' 
on  that  last  jourue}',  in  the  midst  of  which  death  seized  him. 
Had  he  survived,  would  he  have  made  another  will,  leaving  out 
all  mention  of  Philip?  Who  shall  say?  My  lord  made  and 
cancelled  many  wills.  This  certainly,  duly  drawn  and  wit- 
nessed, was  the  last  he  ever  signed ;  and  by  it  Philip  is  put  id 
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possession  of  a  sum  of  money  which  is  sufBcient  to  ensure  a 
provision  for  those  whom  he  loves.  Kind  readers,  I  know  not 
whether  the  fairies  be  rife  now,  or  banished  from  tliis  work-a-da}- 
earth,  but  Phihp's  biographer  wishes  you  some  of  those  blessings 
which  never  forsook  Philip  in  his  trials  :  a  dear  wife  and  children 
to  love  you,  a  true  friend  or  two  to  stand  by  you,  and  in  health 
or  sickness  a  clear  conscience,  and  a  kindl}'  heart.  If  you  fall 
upon  the  way,  ma^'  succor  reach  you.  And  may  you,  in  your 
turn,  have  help  and  pity  in  store  for  the  unfortunate  whom  3"ou 
overtake  on  life's  journey. 

Would  3'ou  care  to  know  what  happened  to  the  other  person- 
ages of  our  narrative?  Old  Twysden  is  still  babbling  and 
bragging  at  clubs,  and  though  aged  is  not  the  least  venerable. 
He  has  quarrelled  with  his  son  for  not  calling  Woolcomb  out, 
when  that  unhappy  difference  arose  between  the  Black  Prince 
and  his  wife.  He  sa3's  his  family  has  been  treated  with  cruel 
injustice  bj'  the  late  Lord  Ringwood,  but  as  soon  as  Philip  had 
a  little  fortune  left  him  he  instantl}'  was  reconciled  to  his  wife's 
nephew.  There  are  other  friends  of  Firmin's  who  were  kind 
enough  to  him  in  his  evil  days,  but  cannot  pardon  his  prosperity. 
Being  in  that  benevolent  mood  which  must  accompany  any 
leave-taking,  we  will  not  name  these  ill-wishers  of  Philip,  but 
wish  that  all  readers  of  his  story  may  have  like  reason  to  make 
some  of  their  acquaintances  angr}*. 

Our  dear  Little  Sister  would  never  live  with  Philip  and  his 
Charlotte,  though  the  latter  especially  wid  with  all  her  heart 
besought  Mrs.  Brandon  to  come  to  them.  That  pure  and  use- 
ful and  modest  life  ended  a  few  3'ears  since.  She  died  of  a 
fever  caught  from  one  of  her  patients.  She  would  not  allow 
Philip  or  Charlotte  to  come  near  her.  She  said  she  was  justly 
punished  for  being  so  proud  as  to  refuse  to  live  with  them. 
All  her  little  store  she  left  to  Philip.  He  has  now  in  his  desk 
the  five  guineas  which  she  gave  him  at  his  marriage  ;  and  J.  J. 
has  made  a  little  picture  of  her,  with  her  sad  smile  and  her 
sweet  face,  which  hangs  in  Philip's  drawing-room,  where  father, 
mother,  and  children  talk  of  the  Little  Sister  as  though  she  were 
among  them  still. 

She  was  dreadfully  agitated  when  the  news  came  from  New 
York  of  Doctor  Firmin's  second  marriage.  "  His  second  ?  His 
third?"  she  said.  "The  villain,  the  villain!"  That  strange 
delusion  which  we  have  described  as  sometimes  possessing  her 
increased  in  intensit}'^  after  this  news.  More  than  ever,  she 
believed  that  Philip  was  her  own  child.  She  came  wildly  to 
Mm.  and  cried  that  Lis  fatlicr  had  forsaken  them.     It  was  only 
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w^hen  she  was  excited  that  she  gave  utterance  to  this  opinion. 
Doctor  Goodenough  says  that  though  generally  silent  about  it, 
it  never  left  her. 

Upon  his  marriage  Dr.  Firmin  wrote  one  of  his  long  letters 
to  hjs  son,  announcing  the  event.  He  described  the  wealth  of 
the  lady  (a  widow  from  Norfolk,  in  Virginia)  to  whom  he  was 
about  to  be  united.  He  would  pay  back,  ay,  with  interest, 
every  pound,  every  dollar,  every  cent  he  owed  his  son.  Was 
the  lady  wealthy?     We  had  only  the  poor  doctor's  word. 

Three  months  after  his  marriage  he  died  of  yellow  fever,  on 
his  wife's  estate.  It  was  then  the  Little  Sister  came  to  see  us 
in  widow's  mourning,  very  wild  and  flushed.  She  bade  our 
servant  say,  "  Mrs.  Firmin  was  at  the  door  ;  "  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  man,  who  knew  her.  She  had  even  caused  a 
mourning-card  to  be  printed.  Ah,  there  is  rest  now  for  that 
httle  fevered  brain,  and  peace,  let  us  pray,  for  that  fond  faithful 
heart. 

The  mothers  in  Philip's  household  and  mine  have  already 
made  a  match  between  our  children.  We  had  a  great  gathering 
the  other  day  at  Roehampton,  at  the  house  of  our  friend,  Mr. 
Clive  Newcome  (whose  tall  boy,  my  wife  says,  was  very  atten- 
tive to  our  Helen),  and,  having  been  educated  at  the  same 
school,  we  sat  ever  so  long  at  dessert,  telling  old  stories,  whilst 
the  children  danced  to  piano  music  on  the  lawn.  Dance  on  the 
lawn,  young  folks,  whilst  the  elders  talk  in  the  shade !  What? 
The  night  is  falling :  we  have  talked  enough  over  our  wine : 
and  it  is  time  to  go  home?  Good  night.  Good  night,  friends, 
old  and  young !  The  night  will  fall ;  the  stories  must  end  :  and 
the  best  friends  must  part. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


INTRODUCING    TO   THE   READER  THE    CHIEF    PERSONAGES   OF    THIS 

NARRATIVE. 

At  that  famous  period  of  history,  when  the  seventeenth 
century  (after  a  deal  of  quarrelUng,  kmg-killing,  reforming, 
republicanizing,  restoring,  re-restoring,  play-writing,  sermon- 
writing,  Oliver-Cromwellizing,  Stuartizing,  and  Orangizing,  to 
be  sure)  had  sunk  into  its  grave,  giving  place  to  the  lusty 
eighteenth ;  when  Mr.  Isaac  Newton  was  a  tutor  of  Trinity, 
and  Mr.  Joseph  Addison  Commissioner  of  Appeals  ;  when  the 
presiding  genius  that  watched  over  the  destinies  of  the  French 
nation  had  pla3'ed  out  all  the  best  cards  in  his  hand,  and  his 
adversaries  began  to  pour  in  their  trumps ;  when  there  were 
two  kings  in  Spain  employed  perpetually  in  running  away  from 
one  another ;  when  there  was  a  queen  in  England,  with  such 
rogues  for  Ministers  as  have  never  been  seen,  no,  not  in  our 
own  day ;  and  a  General,  of  whom  it  may  be  severely'  argued, 
whether  he  was  the  meanest  miser  or  the  greatest  hero  in  the 
world ;  when  Mrs.  Masham  had  not  yet  put  Madam  Marl- 
borough's nose  out  of  joint ;  when  people  had  their  ears  cut 
off  for  wi'iting  ver}'  meek  political  pamphlets ;  and  veiy  large 
full-bottomed  wigs  were  just  beginning  to  be  worn  with  pow- 
der ;  and  the  face  of  Louis  the  Great,  as  his  was  handed  in  to 
him  behind  the  bed-curtains,  was,  when  issuing  thence,  ob- 
served to  look  longer,  older,  and  more  dismal  daily. 

About  the  j-ear  One  thousand  seven  hundred  and  five,  that 
is,  in  the  glorious  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  there  existed  certain 
characters,  and  befell  a  series  of  adventures,  which,  since  they 
are  strictly  in  accordance  with  the  present  fashionable  style  and 
taste ;  since  they  have  been  already  partly  described  in  the 
"Newgate  Calendar;"  since  they  are  (as  shall  be  seen  anon) 


260  CATHERINE:    A   STORY. 

I  agreeably  low,  delightfully  disgusting,  and  at  the  same  time 
eminently  pleasing  and  pathetic,  may  properly  be  set  down 
here. 

And  though  it  may  be  said,  with  some  considerable  show  of 
reason,  that  agreeably  low  and  delightfully  disgusting  charac- 
ters have  alread}'^  been  treated,  both  copiously  and  abl}'^,  by 
some  eminent  writers  of  the  present  (and,  indeed,  of  future) 
ages  ;  though  to  tread  in  the  footsteps  of  the  immortal  Fagin 
requires  a  genius  of  inordinate  stride,  and  to  go  a-robbing  after 
the  late  though  deathless  Tukpin,  the  renowned  Jack  Shep- 
PARD,  or  the  embyro  Duval,  ma}-  be  impossible,  and  not  an 
infringement,  but  a  wasteful  indication  of  iU-will  towards  the 
eighth  commandment ;  though  it  may,  on  the  one  hand,  be 
asserted  that  only  vain  coxcombs  would  dare  to  write  on  sub- 
jects already  described  by  men  really  and  deservedly  eminent ; 
on  the  other  hand,  that  these  subjects  have  been  described  so 
full}^  that  nothing  more  can  be  said  about  them ;  on  the  third 
hand  (allowing,  for  the  sake  of  argument,  three  hands  to  one 
figure  of  speech),  that  the  public  has  heard  so  much  of  them,  as 
to  be  quite  tired  of  rogues,  thieves,  cut- throats,  and  Newgate 
altogether ;  —  though  all  these  objections  ma}'  be  urged,  and 
each  is  excellent,  yet  we  intend  to  take  a  few  more  pages  from 
the  "  Old  Bailey  Calendar,"  to  bless  the  public  with  one  more 
draught  from  the  Stone  Jug:* — 3^et  awhile  to  listen,  hurdle- 
mounted,  and  riding  down  the  Oxford  Road,  to  the  bland  con- 
versation of  Jack  Ketch,  and  to  hang  with  him  round  the  neck 
of  his  patient,  at  the  end  of  our  and  his  history.  We  give  the 
reader  fair  notice,  that  we  shall  tickle  him  with  a  few  such 
scenes  of  villany,  throat-cutting,  and  bodily  suffering  in  gen- 
eral, as  are  not  to  be  found,  no,  not  in ;  never  mind  com- 
parisons, for  such  are  odious. 

In  the  year  1705,  then,  whether  it  was  that  the  Queen  of 
England  did  feel  seriously  alarmed  at  the  notice  that  a  French 
prince  should  occup}'^  the  Spanish  throne  ;  or  whether  she  was 
tenderly  attached  to  the  Emperor  of  Germany  ;  or  whether  she 
was  obliged  to  fight  out  the  quarrel  of  William  of  Orange,  who 
made  us  pay  and  fight  for  his  Dutch  provinces  ;  or  whether  poor 
old  Louis  Quatorze  did  really  frighten  her ;  or  whether  Sarah 
Jennings  and  her  husband  wanted  to  make  a  fight,  knowing 
how  much  they  should  gain  by  it ;  —  whatever  the  reason  was, 
it  was  evident  that  the  war  was  to  continue,  and  there  was 
almost  as  much  soldiering  and  recruiting,  parading,  pike  and 

*  This,  as  your  ladyship  is  aware,  is  tlie  polite  name  for  her  Majesty's 
prison  of  Newgate. 
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gun-exercising,  flag-flying,  drum-beating,  powder-blazing,  and 
military  enthusiasm,  as  we  can  all  remember  in  the  j'ear  1801, 
what  time  the  Corsican  upstart  menaced  our  shores.  A  recruit- 
ing-party and  captain  of  Cutts's  regiment  (which  had  been  so 
mangled  at  Blenheim  the  year  before,)  were  now  in  Warwick- 
shire ;  and  having  their  depot  at  Warwick,  the  captain  and  his 
attendant,  the  corporal,  were  used  to  travel  through  the  coun- 
try, seeking  for  heroes  to  fiU  up  the  gaps  in  Cutts's  corps,  — 
and  for  adventures  to  pass  away  the  weary  time  of  a  countr^^ 
life. 

Our  Captain  Plume  and  Sergeant  Kite  (it  was  at  this  time, 
by  the  way,  that  those  famous  recruiting-officers  were  playing 
their  pranks  in  Shrewsbury,)  were  occupied  very  much  in  the 
same  manner  with  Farquhar's  heroes.  They  roamed  from 
Warwick  to  Stratford,  and  from  Stratford  to  Birmingham,  per- 
suading the  swains  of  Warwickshire  to  leave  the  plough  for 
the  pike,  and  despatching,  from  time  to  time,  small  detach- 
ments of  recruits  to  extend  Marlborough's  lines,  and  to  act  as 
food  for  the  hungry  cannon  at  Ramillies  and  Malplaquet. 

Of  those  two  gentlemen  who  are  about  to  act  a  ver^'  impor- 
tant part  in  our  history,  one  only  was  probably  a  native  of  Brit- 
ain, —  we  say  probably,  because  the  individual  in  question  was 
himself  quite  uncertain,  and,  it  must  be  added,  entirely  indifl"er- 
ent  about  his  birthplace ;  but  speaking  the  English  language, 
and  having  been  during  the  course  of  his  life  pretty  generally 
engaged  in  the  British  service,  he  had  a  tolerably  fair  claim  to 
the  majestic  title  of  Briton.     His  name  was  Peter  Brock,  other- 
wise Corporal  Brock,  of  Lord  Cutts's  regiment  of  dragoons  ;  he 
was  of  age  about  fifty-seven  (cA'en  that  point  has  never  been 
ascertained)  ;  in  height,  about  five  feet  six  inches  ;  in  weight, 
nearly  thirteen  stone ;  with  a  chest  that  the  celebrated  Leitch 
himself  might  envy ;  an  arm,  that  was  like  an  opera-dancer's 
leg ;  a  stomach  so  elastic  that  it  would  accommodate  itself  to 
i  any  given  or  stolen  quantity  of  food  ;  a  great  aptitude  for 
t    strong  liquors  ;  a  considerable  skill  in  singing  chansons  de  table 
I    of  not  the  most  delicate  kind  ;  he  was  a  lover  of  jokes,  of  which 
I     he  made  man}-,  and  passably  bad  ;  when  pleased,  simply  coarse, 
I     boisterous,  and  joA^l ;  when  angry,  a  perfect  demon  :  bullying, 
/     cursing,  storming,  fighting,  as  is  sometimes  the  wont  with  gen- 
tlemen of  his  cloth  and  education. 

Mr.  Brock  was  strictly,  what  the  Marquis  of  Rodil  styled  him- 
self in  a  proclamation  to  his  soldiers  after  running  away,  a  hijo 
j  I  rfe  /a  guerra  —  a  child  of  war.     Not  seven  cities,  but  one  or  two 
I  i  regiments,  might  contend  for  the  honor  of  giving  him  birth :  for 
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his  mother,  whose  name  he  took,  had  acted  as  camp-follower 
to  a  Royalist  regiment ;  had  then  obeyed  the  Parliamentarians  ; 
died  in  Scotland  when  Monk  was  commanding  in  that  country ; 
and  the  first  appearance  of  Mr.  Brock  in  a  public  capacity  dis- 
played him  as  a  fifer  in  the  General's  own  regiment  of  Cold- 
streamers,  when  they  marched  from  Scotland  to  London,  and 
from  a  republic  at  once  into  a  monarchy.  Since  that  period. 
Brock  had  been  always  with  the  army  ;  he  had  had,  too,  some 
promotion,  for  he  spake  of  having  a  command  at  the  battle  of 
the  Boyne  ;  though  probably  (as  he  never  mentioned  the  fact) 
upon  the  losing  side.  The  very  year  before  this  narrative  com- 
mences, he  had  been  one  of  Mordaunt's  forlorn  hope  at  Schel- 
lenberg,  for  which  service  he  was  promised  a  pair  of  colors  :  he 
lost  them,  however,  and  was  almost  shot  (but  fate  did  not  or- 
dain that  his  career  should  close  in  that  way)  for  drunkenness 
and  insubordination  immediately  after  the  battle ;  but  having 
in  some  measure  reinstated  himself  by  a  display  of  much  gal- 
lantry at  Blenheim,  it  was  found  advisable  to  send  him  to  Eng- 
land for  the  purpose  of  recruiting,  and  remove  him  altogether 
from  the  regiment,  where  his  gallantry  only  rendered  the  exam- 
ple of  his  riot  more  dangerous. 

/      Mr.  Brock's    commander  was  a  slim  young  gentleman  of 
/  twenty-six,  about  whom  there  was  likewise  a  histoiy,  if  one 
!  would  take  the  trouble  to  inquire.     He  was  a  Bavarian  by  birth 
(his  mother  being  an  English  lady),  and  enjoyed  along  with 
a  dozen  other  brothers  the  title  of  count :    eleven  of  these,  of 
course,  were  penniless ;  one  or  two  were  priests,  one  a  monk, 
:    six  or  seven  in  various  military  services,  and  the  elder  at  home 
;l    at  Schloss  Galgenstein  breeding  horses,   hunting  wild  boars, 
1 1   swindling  tenants,  living  in  a  great  house  with  small  means; 
I  \  obliged  to  be  sordid  at  home  all  the  year,  to  be  splendid  for  a 
month  at  the  capital,  as  is  the  way  with  many  other  noblemen. 
Our  young  count.  Count  Gustavus  Adolphus  Maximilian  von 
Galgenstein,  had  been  in  the  service  of  the  French,  as  page  to  a 
nobleman  ;  then  of  his  Majesty's  gardes  du  corps  ;  then  a  lieu- 
tenant and  captain  in  the  Bavarian  service  ;  and  when,  after  the 
battle  of  Blenheim,  two  regiments  of  Germans  came  over  to  the 
winning  side,  Gustavus  Adolphus   Maximilian   found   himself 
among  them  ;  and  at  the  epoch  when  this  story  commences,  had 
enjoyed  English  pay  for  a  year  or  more.    It  is  unnecessary  to  say 
I  how  he  exchanged  into  his  present  regiment ;  how  it  appeared 
/  that,  before  her  marriage,  handsome  John  Churchill  had  known 
/   the  3'oung  gentleman's  mother,  when  they  were  both  penniless 
'    hangers-on  at  Charles  the  Second's  court ;  —  it  is,  we  say,  quite 
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j  useless  to  repeat  all  the  scandal  of  which  we  are  perfectly 
'■  masters,  and  to  trace  step  by  step  the  events  of  his  history, 
'  Here,  however,  was  Gustavus  Adolphus,  in  a  small  inn,  in  a 
small  village  of  Warwickshire,  on  an  autumn  evening  in  the 
year  1705  ;  and  at  the  very  moment  when  this  history  begins, 
he  and  Mr.  Brock,  his  corporal  and  friend,  were  seated  at  a  round 
table  before  the  kitchen  fire,  while  a  small  groom  of  the  estab- 
lishment was  leading  up  and  down  on  the  village  green,  before 
the  inn  door,  two  black,  glossy,  long-tailed,  barrel-bellied,  thick- 
flanked,  arched-neck,  Roman-nosed  Flanders  horses,  which  were 
the  property  of  the  two  gentlemen  now  taking  their  ease  at  the 
"  Bugle  Inn."  The  two  gentlemen  were  seated  at  their  ease  at 
the  inn  table,  drinking  mountain- wine  ;  and  if  the  reader  fancies 
from  the  sketch  which  we  have  given  of  their  lives,  or  from  his 
own  blindness  and  belief  in  the  perfectibility  of  human  nature, 
that  the  sun  of  that  autumn  evening  shone  upon  any  two  men 
in  county  or  city,  at  desk  or  harvest,  at  court  or  at  New- 
gate, drunk  or  sober,  who  were  greater  rascals  than  Count 
i  Gustavus  Galgenstein  and  Corporal  Peter  Brock,  he  is  egre- 
I  glously  mistaken,  and  his  knowledge  of  human  nature  is  not 
worth  a  fig.  If  they  had  not  been  two  prominent  scoundrels, 
what  earthly  business  should  we  have  in  detailing  their  histories  ? 
What  would  the  public  care  for  them?  Who  would  meddle  with 
dull  vii-tue,  humdrum  sentiment,  or  stupid  innocence,  when  vice, 
agreeable  vice,  is  the  only  thing  which  the  readers  of  romances 
care  to  hear  ? 

The  little  horse-boy,  who  was  leading  the  two  black  Flanders 
horses  up  and  down  the  green,  might  have  put  them  in  the 
stable  for  any  good  that  the  horses  got  by  the  gentle  exercise 
which  they  were  now  taking  in  the  cool  evening  ah-,  as  their 
owners  had  not  ridden  very  far  or  very  hard,  and  there  was  not 
a  hair  turned  of  their  sleek  shining  coats  ;  but  the  lad  had  been 
especially  ordered  so  to  walk  the  horses  about  until  he  received 
further  commands  from  the  gentlemen  reposing  in  the  "  Bugle  " 
kitchen  ;  and  the  idlers  of  the  village  seemed  so  pleased  with  the 
beasts,  and  their  smart  saddles  and  shining  bridles,  that  it  would 
have  been  a  pit}^  to  deprive  them  of  the  pleasure  of  contemplating 
such  an  innocent  spectacle.  Over  the  Count's  horse  was  thrown 
a  fine  red  cloth,  richly  embroidered  in  yellow  worsted,  a  very 
large  count's  coronet  and  a  cipher  at  the  four  corners  of  the 
covering  ;  and  under  this  might  be  seen  a  pair  of  gorgeous  silver 
stirrups,  and  above  it,  a  couple  of  silver-mounted  pistols  repos- 
ing in  bearskin  holsters  ;  the  bit  was  silver  too,  and  the  horse's 
head  was  decorated  with   many  smart  ribbons.     Of  the  Cor- 
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poral's  steed,  suffice  it  to  sa}',  that  the  ornaments  were  in  brass, 
as  bright,  though  not  perhaps  so  vahiable,  as  those  which  deco- 
rated the  Captain's  animal.     The  boys,  who  had  been  at  play 
on  the  green,  first  paused  and  entered  into  conversation  with 
the  horse-bo}'^ ;  then  the  village  matrons  followed ;  and  after- 
wards, sauntering  by  ones  and  twos,  came  the  village  maidens, 
I  who  love  soldiers  as  flies  love   treacle ;    presentl}^  the  males 
I  began  to  arrive,  and  lo !  the  parson  of  the  parish,  taking  his 
evening  walk  with  Mrs.  Dobbs,  and  the  four  children  his  off- 
spring, at  length  joined  himself  to  his  flock. 

To  this  audience  the  Uttle  ostler  explained  that  the  animals 
belonged  to  two  gentlemen  now  reposing  at  the  ' '  Bugle  :  "  one 
young  with  gold  hair,  the  other  old  with  grizzled  locks  ;  both  in 
red  coats  ;  both  in  jack-boots  ;  putting  the  house  into  a  bustle, 
and  calling  for  the  best.  He  then  discoursed  to  some  of  his  own 
companions  regarding  the  merits  of  the  horses  ;  and  the  parson, 
a  learned  man,  explained  to  the  villagers,  that  one  of  the  travel- 
lers must  be  a  count,  or  at  least  had  a  count's  horse-cloth  ;  pro- 
nounced that  the  stirrups  were  of  real  silver,  and  checked  the 
impetuosity  of  his  son,  William  Nassau  Dobbs,  who  was  for 
mounting  the  animals,  and  who  expressed  a  longing  to  fire  off 
one  of  the  pistols  in  the  holsters. 

As  this  famil}'  discussion  was  taking  place,  the  gentlemen 
whose  appearance  had  created  so  much  attention  came  to  the 
door  of  the  inn,  and  the  elder  and  stouter  was  seen  to  smile  at 
his  companion  ;  after  which  he  strolled  leisurely  over  the  green, 
and  seemed  to  examine  with  much  benevolent  satisfaction  the 
assemblage  of  villagers  who  were  staring  at  him  and  the  quad- 
rupeds. 

Mr.  Brock,  when  he  saw  the  parson's  band  and  cassock, 
took  off  his  beaver  reverentl}^,  and  saluted  the  divine  :  "I  hope 
3'our  reverence  won't  balk  the  little  fellow,"  said  he  ;  "I  think 
I  heard  him  calling  out  for  a  ride,  and  whether  he  should  like 
my  horse,  or  his  lordship's  horse,  I  am  sure  it  is  all  one.  Don't 
be  afraid,  sir !  the  horses  are  not  tired ;  we  have  only  come 
sevent}'  mile  to-day,  and  Prince  Eugene  once  rode  a  matter  of 
fifty-two  leagues  (a  hundred  and  fifty  miles),  sir,  upon  that 
horse,  between  sunrise  and  sunset." 

"  Gracious  powers!  on  which  horse?"  said  Doctor  Dobbs, 
very  solemnly. 

"On  this^  sir, — on  mine.  Corporal  Brock  of  Cutts's  black 
gelding,  'William  of  Nassau.'  The  Prince,  sir,  gave  it  me 
after  Blenheim  fight,  for  I  had  my  own  legs  carried  away  by  a 
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cannon-ball,  just;  as  I  cut  down  two  of  Sauerkrauter's  regiment, 
who  had  made  the  Prince  prisoner." 

"  Your  own  legs,  sir  !  "  said  the  Doctor.  "  Gracious  good- 
ness !  this  is  more  and  more  astonishing  !  " 

"  No,  no,  not  my  own  legs,  my  horse's  I  mean,  sir  ;  and  the 
Prince  gave  me  '  William  of  Nassau'  that  very  da}-." 

To  this  no  direct  reply  was  made  ;  but  the  Doctor  looked  at 
Mrs.  Dobbs,  and  Mrs.  Dobbs  and  the  rest  of  the  children  at  her 
eldest  son,  who  grinned  and  said,  "  Isn't  it  wonderful?"     The 
Corporal  to  this  answered  nothing,  but,  resuming  his  account, 
pointed  to  the  other  horse  and  said,  "  That  horse,  sir  —  good 
as  mine  is  —  that  horse,  with  the  silver  stirrups,  is  his  Excel- 
lencj^'s  horse,  Captain  Count  Maximilian  Gustavus  Adolphus 
/  von  Galgenstein,  captain   of  horse   and  of  the  Holy  Roman 
/  empire"    (he  lifted   here   his  hat  with  much  gravity,  and  all 
the  crowd,  even  to  the  parson,  did  likewise).     "We  call  him 
'  George  of  Denmark,'  sir,  in  compliment  to  her  Majesty's  hus- 
band :  he  is  Blenheim  too,  sir ;  Marshal  Tallard  rode  him  on 
\  that  day,  and   you  know  how  he  was  taken  prisoner  by  the 
I  Count." 

1        "  George  of  Denmark,  Marshal  Tallard,  William  of  Nassau  ! 

I   this  is  strange  indeed,  most  wonderful !  Why,  sir,  little  are  you 

j   aware  that  there  are  before  you,  at  this  moment,  two  other  living 

j   beings  who  bear  these  venerated  names  !     My  boys,  stand  for- 

f    ward  !     Look  here,  sir :   these  children  have  been  respectively 

named  after  our  late  sovereign  and  the  husband  of  our  present 

Queen." 

"And  verj'  good  names  too,  sir;  ay,  and  very  noble  little 
fellows  too  ;  and  I  propose  that,  with  your  reverence  and  3-our 
ladyship's  leave,  William  Nassau  here  shall  ride  on  George  of 
Denmark,  and  George  of  Denmark  shall  ride  on  William 
of  Nassau." 

When  this  speech  of  the  Corporal's  was  made,  the  whole 
crowd  set  up  a  loj'al  hurrah ;  and,  with  much  gravit}',  the  two 
little  boj's  were  lifted  up  into  the  saddles  ;  and  the  Corporal 
leading  one,  entrusted  the  other  to  the  horse-boy,  and  so  to- 
gether marched  stalely  up  and  down  the  green. 

The  popularity  which  Mr.  Brock  gained  by  this  manoeuvre 
/  was  very  great ;  Init  with  regard  to  the  names  of  the  horses 
and  children,  which  coincided  so  extraordinarily,  it  is  but  fair 
1  to  state,  that  the  christening  of  the  quadrupeds  had  only  taken 
\  place  about  two  minutes  before  the  dragoon's  appearance  on 
/  the  green.  For  if  the  fact  must  be  confessed,  he,  while  seated 
^   near  the  inn  window,  had  kept  a  prett}'  wistful  e^'e  upon  all 
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going  on  without ;  and  the  horses  marching  thus  to  and  fro  for 

,   the  wonderment  of  the  village,  were  oul}'  placards  or  advertise- 

I   ments  for  the  riders. 

There  was,  besides  the  boy  now  occupied  with  the  horses, 
and  the  landlord  and  landlady  of  the  "Bugle  Inn,"  another 
person  connected  with  that  establishment  —  a  very  smart,  hand- 
some, vain,  giggling  servant-girl,  about  the  age  of  sixteen,  who 
I  went  by  the  familiar  name  of  Cat,  and  attended  upon  the  gen- 
tlemen in  the  parlor,  while  the  landlady  was  employed  in  cook- 
ing their  supper  in  the  kitchen.  This  young  person  had  been 
educated  in  the  village  poor-house,  and  having  been  pronounced 
by  Doctor  Dobbs  and  the  schoolmaster  the  idlest,  dirtiest,  and 
most  passionate  little  minx  with  whom  either  had  ever  had  to 
do,  she  was,  after  receiving  a  very  small  portion  of  literary 
instruction  (indeed  it  must  be  stated  that  the  young  lady  did 
not  know  her  letters),  bound  apprentice  at  the  age  of  nine 
3'ears  to  Mrs.  Score,  her  relative,  and  landlady  of  the  "  Bugle 
Inn." 

If  Miss  Cat,  or  Catherine  Hall,  was  a  slattern  and  a  minx, 
Mrs.  Score  was  a  far  superior  shrew ;  and  for  seven  years  of 
her  apprenticeship,  the  girl  was  completely  at  her  mistress's 
mercy.  Yet  though  wondrously  stingy,  jealous,  and  violent, 
while  her  maid  was  idle  and  extravagant,  and  her  husband 
seemed  to  abet  the  girl,  Mrs.  Score  put  up  with  the  wench's 
airs,  idleness,  and  caprices,  without  ever  wishing  to  dismiss  her 
from  the  "Bugle."  The  fact  is,  that  Miss  Catherine  was  a 
great  beauty  ;  and  for  about  two  years,  since  her  fame  had  be- 
gun to  spread,  the  custom  of  the  inn  had  also  increased  vastly. 

,  When  there  was  a  debate  whether  the  farmers,  on  their  way 
from  market,  would  take  t'other  pot,  Catherine,  by  appearing 
with  it,  would  straightway  cause  the  liquor  to  be  swallowed  and 
paid  for ;  and  when  the  traveller  who  proposed  riding  that 
night  and  sleeping  at  Coventry  or  Birmingham,  was  asked  by 
Miss  Catherine  whether  he  would  like  a  fire  in  his  bedroom,  he 
generally  was  induced  to  occupy  it,  although  he  might  before 
have  vowed  to  Mrs.  Score  that  he  would  not  for  a  thousand 
f  guineas  be  absent  from  home  that  night.     The  girl,  had,  too, 

/  half  a  dozen  lovers  in  the  village ;  and  these  were  bound  in 
honor  to  spend  their  ponce  at  the  alehouse  she  inhabited.  O 
woman,  lovely  woman !  what  strong  resolves  canst  thou  twist 
round  thy  little  finger !  what  gunpowder  passions  canst  thou 
kindle  with  a  single  sparkle  of  thine  eye !  what  lies  and  fribble 
nonsense  canst  thou  make  us  listen  to,  as  they  were  gospel 
truth  or  splendid  wit !  above  all,  what  bad  liquor  canst  thou 
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make  us  swallow  when  thou  puttest  a  kiss  within  the  cup  —  and 
we  are  content  to  call  the  poison  wine  ! 

The  mountain- wine  at  the  "  Bugle  "  was,  in  fact,  execrable  ; 
but  Mrs.  Cat,  who  served  it  to  the  two  soldiers,  made  it  so 
agreeable  to  them,  that  they  found  it  a  passable,  even  a  pleas- 
ant task,  to  swallow  the  contents  of  a  second  bottle.  The 
miracle  had  been  wrought  instantaneously  on  her  appearance  : 
for  whereas  at  that  very  moment  the  Count  was  emplo3'ed  in 
cursing  the  wine,  the  landlady,  the  wine-grower,  and  the  Eng- 
lish nation  generally,  when  the  young  woman  entered  and 
(choosing  so  to  interpret  the  oaths)  said,  "  Coming,  your  honor  ; 
I  think  your  honor  called "  —  Gustavus  Adolphus  whistled, 
stared  at  her  very  hard,  and  seeming  quite  dumb-stricken  by 
her  appearance,  contented  himself  by  swallowing  a  whole  glass 
of  mountain  by  way  of  reply. 

Mr.  Brock  was,  however,  by  no  means  so  confounded  as  his 
captain :  he  was  thirty  3'ears  older  than  the  latter,  and  in  the 
course  of  fifty  years  of  military  life  had  learned  to  look  on  the 
inost  dangerous  enemy,  or  the  most  beautiful  woman,  with 
the  like  daring,  devil-may-care  determination  to  conquer. 

"My  dear  Mary,"  then  said  that  gentleman,  "  his  honor  is 
a  lord  ;  as  good  as  a  lord,  that  is  ;  for  all  he  allows  such  humble 
fellows  as  I  am  to  drink  with  him." 

Catherine  dropped  a  low  curtsy,  and  said,  "Well,  I  don't 
know  if  3'ou  are  joking  a  poor  country  girl,  as  all  j-ou  soldier 
j  gentlemen  do  ;  but  his  honor  looks  like  a  lord  :  though  I  never 
I  see  one,  to  be  sure." 

"  Then,"  said  the  Captain,  gathering  courage,  "  how  do  you 
I  know  I  look  like  one,  pretty  Mary  ?  " 

\      "  Pretty  Catherine  :  I  mean  Catherine,  if  you  please,  sir." 
j      Here  Mr.  Brock  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  and  shouting 
with  many  oaths  that  she  was  right  at  first,  invited  her  to  give 
him  what  he  called  a  buss. 

I  Pretty  Catherine  turned  away  from  him  at  this  request,  and 
imuttered  something  about  "Keep  your  distance,  low  fellow! 
I  buss  indeed  !  poor  countr}'  girl,"  &c.  &c.,  placing  herself,  as  if 
for  protection,  on  the  side  of  the  Captain.  That  gentleman 
looked  also  very  angry  ;  but  whether  at  the  sight  of  innocence 
so  outraged,  or  the  insolence  of  the  Corporal  for  daring  to  help 
himself  first,  we  cannot  say.  "  Hark  ye,  Mr.  Brock,"  he  cried 
very  fiercely,  "  I  will  suffer  no  such  liberties  in  my  presence  : 
remember,  it  is  only  my  condescension  which  permits  you  to 
share  my  bottle  in  this  way  ;  take  care  I  don't  give  you  instead 
a  taste  of  my  cane."     So  saving,  he,  in  a  protecting  manner, 
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placed  one  hand  round  Mrs.  Catherine's  waist,  holding  the  other 
clenched  very  near  to  the  Corporal's  nose. 
I       Mrs.  Catherine,  for  her  share  of  this  action  of  the  Count's, 
I  dropped  another   curtsy,  and   said,   "Thank   you,  my  lord." 
But  Galgenstein's  threat  did  not  appear  to  make  any  impression 
on  Mr.  Brock,  as  indeed  there  was  no  reason  tliat  it  should  ; 
ifor  the  Corporal,  at  a  combat  of  fisticuffs,  could  have  pounded 
/his  commander  into  a  jelly  in  ten  minutes  :  so  he  contented  him- 
self by  saying  :    "  Well,  noble  Captain,  there's  no  harm  done  ; 
,  it  is  an  honor  for  poor  old  Peter  Brock  to  be  at  table  with  you, 
and  I  am  sorry  sure  enough." 

"  In  truth,  Peter,  I  believe  thou  art ;  thou  hast  good  reason, 
I  eh,  Pete]'?     But  never  fear,  man;  had  I  struck  thee,  I  never 
would  have  hurt  thee." 

"I  know  3'ou  would  not,"  replied  Brock,  laying  his  hand 
)n  his  heart  with  much  gravity ;  and  so  peace  was  made,  and 
healths  were  drank.  Miss  Catherine  condescended  to  put  her 
lips  to  the  Captain's  glass  ;  who  swore  that  the  wine  was  thus 
2onverted  into  nectar  ;  and  although  the  girl  had  not  previously 
heard  of  that  liquor,  she  received  the  compliment  as  a  compli- 
ment, and  smiled  and  simpered  in  return. 

'j       The  poor  thing  had  never  before  seen  anybody  so  handsome, 
or  so  finely  dressed  as  the  Count ;  and,  in  the  simplicity  of  her 
}  coquetry,  allowed  her  satisfaction  to  be  quite  visible.     Nothing 
could  be  more  clumsy  than  the  gentleman's  mode  of  compli- 
menting her ;  but  for  this,  perhaps,  his  speeches  were  more  ef- 
fective than  others  more  delicate  would  have  been ;  and  though 
jshe  said  to  each,  "Oh,  now,  my  lord,"  and  "La,   Captain, 
(how  can  you  flatter  one  so  ?  "  and  ' '  Your  honor's  laughing  at 
Ime,"  and  made  such  polite  speeches  as  are  used  on  these  occa- 
Isions,  it  was  manifest  from  the  flutter  and  blush,  and  the  grin 
of  satisfaction  which  lighted  up  the  buxom  features  of  the  little 
country  beauty,  that  the  Count's  first  operations  had  been  highly 
I  successful.     When  following  up  his  attack,  he  produced  from 
I  his  neck  a  small  locket  (which  had  been  given  him  by  a  Dutch 
/  lady  at  the  Brill) ,  and  begged  Miss  Catherine  to  wear  it  for  his 
]  sake,  and  chucked  her  under  tlie  chin  and  called  her  his  little 
/    rosebud,  it  was  prett}'  clear  how  things  would  go  :  anybod}^  who 
could  see  the  expression  of  Mr.  Brock's  countenance  at  this 
event  might  judge  of  the  progress  of  the  irresistible  High-Dutch 
conqueror. 

Being  of  a  very  vain,  communicative  turn,  our  fair  barmaid 
gave  her  two  companions  not  onh'  a  pretty  long  account  of  her- 
self, but  of  manj''  other  persons  in  the  village,  whom  she  could 
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perceive  from  the  window  opposite  to  which  she  stood.     "  Tes, 
3^our  honor,"  said  she  —  "  my  lord,  I  mean  ;  sixteen  last  March, 
though  there's  manj^  a  girl  in  the  village  that  at  my  age  is  quite 
chits.     There's  Po%  Randall,  now,  that  red-haired  girl  along 
with  Thomas  Curtis  :  she's  seventeen  if  she's  a  day,  though  he 
is  the  very  first  sweetheart  she  has  had.    Well,  as  I  am  saying,  I 
was  bred  up  here  in  the  village  —  father  and  mother  died  very 
3'oung,  and  I  was  left  a  poor  orphan  —  well,  bless  us  !  if  Thom- 
/as  haven't  kissed  her!  —  to  the  care  of  Mrs.  Score,  my  aunt, 
/  who  has  been  a  mother  to  me  —  a  step-mother,  you  know  ;  — 
l,  and  I've  been  to  Stratford  fair,  and  to  Warwick  man}'  a  time  ; 
I  and   there's  two  people  who  have  offered  to  marry  me,   and 
\  ever  so  many  who  want  to,  and  I  won't  have  none  — only  a 
gentleman,  as  I've  always  said ;  not  a  poor  clodpole,  like  Tom 
;  there  with  the  red  waistcoat  (he  was  one  that  asked  me) ,  nor  a 
drunken  fellow  like  Sam  Blacksmith  yonder,  him  whose  wife  has 
got  the  black  e3'e,  but  a  real  gentleman,  like  —  " 
/       "Like  whom,  vay  dear?"  said  the  Captain,  encouraged. 
/        "La,  sir,  how  can  3'Ou?  why,  like  our  squire,  Sir  John,  who 
'  rides  in  such  a  mortal  fine  gold  coach  ;  or,  at  least,  like  the  par- 
son. Doctor  Dobbs  —  that's  he  in  the  black  gown,  walking  with 
Madam  Dobbs  in  red." 

"  And  are  those  his  children?" 

"Yes:  two  girls  and  two  bo^'s ;  and  only  think,  he  calls 
one  William  Nassau,  and  one  George  Denmark  —  isn't  it  odd  ?  " 
And  from  the  parson,  Mrs.  Catherine  went  on  to  speak  of  sev- 
eral humble  personages  of  the  village  community,  who,  as  they 
are  not  necessary  to  our  stor3%  need  not  be  described  at  full 
length.  It  was  when,  from  the  window.  Corporal  Brock  saw 
the  altercation  between  the  worth}'  divine  and  his  son,  respect- 
ing the  latter's  ride,  that  he  judged  it  a  fitting  time  to  step  out 
on  the  green,  and  to  bestow  on  the  two  horses  those  ftimous  his- 
torical names  which  we  have  just  heard  applied  to  them. 

Mr.  Brock's  diplomacy  was,  as  we  have  stated,  quite  suc- 
cessful ;  for,  when  the  parson's  bo^'s  had  ridden  and  retired 
along  with  their  mamma  and  papa,  other  young  gentlemen  of 
humbler  rank  in  the  village  were  placed  upon  ' '  George  of  Den- 
mark" and  "William  of  Nassaiv^^"  tlie  Corporal  joking  and 
/  laughing  with  all  the  grown-up  people.  The  women,  in  spite 
of  Mr.  Brock's  age,  his  red  nose,  and  a  certain  squint  of  his 
e3''e,  vowed  the  Corporal  was  a  jewel  of  a  man  ;  and  among  th« 
men  his  popularit3'  was  equall3'  great. 

"  How  much  dost  thee  get,  Thomas  Clodpole?"  said  Mr. 
Brock  to  a  countr3'man  (he  was  the  man  whom  Mrs.  Catherine 
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had  described  as  her  suitor) ,  who  had  laughed  loudest  at  some 
of  his  jokes  :   "  how  much  dost  thee  get  ibr  a  week's  work  uow  ?  " 

Mr.  Clodpole,  whose  name  was  really  Bullock,  stated  that 
his  wages  amounted  to  "  three  shillings  and  a  puddn." 
/  ' '  Three  shillings  and  a  puddn  !  —  monstrous  !  —  and  for 
this  you  toil  like  a  galley-slave,  as  I  have  seen  them  in  Turkey 
and  America,  — ay,  gentlemen,  and  in  the  country  of  Prester 
John  !  You  shiver  out  of  bed  on  icy  winter  mornings,  to  break 
the  ice  for  Ball  and  Dapple  to  di'ink." 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  the  person  addressed,  who  seemed  as- 
tounded at  the  extent  of  the  Corporal's  information. 
I  ' '  Or  you  clean  pigsty,  and  take  dung  down  to  meadow  ;  or 
K'ou  act  watchdog  and  tend  sheep  ;  or  j^ou  sweep  a  scythe  over 
a  great  field  of  grass  ;  and  when  the  sun  has  scoi'ched  the  eyes 
out  of  your  head,  and  sweated  the  flesh  out  of  your  bones,  and 
wellnigh  fried  the  soul  out  of  your  body,  you  go  home,  to  what? 
—  three  shillings  a  week  and  a  puddn !  Do  you  get  pudding 
every  da^^  ?  " 

"No;  only  Sundaj's." 

"  Do  you  get  money  enough?" 

"  No,  sure." 

' '  Do  3^ou  get  beer  enough  ?  " 

' '  Oh  no,  NEVER !  "  said  Mr.  Bullock  quite  resolutely. 

"Worthy  Clodpole,  give  us  thy  hand:  it  shall  have  beer 
enough  this  day,  or  my  name's  not  Corporal  Brock.  Here's  the 
money,  boy  !  there  are  twenty  pieces  in  this  purse  :  and  how  do 
you  think  I  got  'em?  and  how  do  3'ou  think  I  shall  get  others 
when  these  are  gone?  —  by  serving  her  sacred  Majesty  to  be 
sure  :  long  hfe  to  her,  and  down  with  the  French  King !  " 

Bullock,  a  few  of  the  men,  and  two  or  three  of  the  boys, 
piped  out  an  hurrah,  in  compliment  to  this  speech  of  the  Cor- 
poral's :  but  it  was  remarked  that  the  greater  part  of  the  crowd 
drew  back  —  the  women  whispering  ominously  to  them  and 
looking  at  the  Corporal. 

"  I  see,  ladies,  what  it  is,"  said  he.  "  You  are  frightened, 
and  think  I  am  a  crimp  come  to  steal  3'our  sweethearts  away. 
What!  call  Peter  Brock  a  double-dealer?  I  tell  you  what, 
bo3's.  Jack  Churchill  himself  has  shaken  this  hand,  and  drunk 
a  jjot  with  me  :  do  you  think  he'd  shake  hands  with  a  rogue  ? 
Here's  Tumnias  Clodpole  has  never  had  beer  enough,  and  here 
am  I  will  stand  treat  to  him  and  any  other  gentleman  ;  am  I 
good  enough  company'  for  him?  I  have  money,  look  you,  and 
like  to  spend  it:  what  should  /be  doing  dirty  actions  for  — 
bay,  Tummas  ?  " 
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A  satisfactory  reply  to  this  quer}-  was  not,  of  oourse,  ex- 
pected by  the  Corporal  nor  uttered  by  Mr.  Bullock ;  and  the 
end  of  the  dispute  was,  that  he  and  three  or  four  of  the  rustic 
bystanders  were  quite  convinced  of  the  good  intentions  of  their 
new  friend,   and  accompanied   him  back  to  the  "  Bugle,"  to 

/'regale  upon  the  promised  beer.     Among  the  Corporal's  guests 
was  one  young  fellow  whose  dress  would  show  that  he  was 
somewhat  better  to  do  in  the  world  than  Clodpole  and  the  rest 
of  the  sunburnt  ragged  troop,  who  were  marching  towards  the 
alehouse.     This  man  was  the  only  one  of  his  hearers  who,  per- 
.  haps,  was  sceptical  as  to  the  truth  of  his  stories  ;  but  as  soon 
/  as  Bullock  accepted  the  invitation  to  drink,  John  Hayes,  the 
I  carpenter  (for  such  was  his  name  and  profession),  said,  "  Well, 
i|  Thomas,  if  thou  goest,  I  will  go  too." 

/         "I  know  thee  wilt,"  said  Thomas  :  "  thou'lt  goo  anywhere 
/    Catty  Hall  is,  provided  thou  canst  goo  for  nothing." 

"  Nay,  I  have  a  penny  to  spend  as  good  as  the  Corporal 
here." 

"  A  penny  to  keep^  you  mean  :  for  all  your  love  for  the  lass 
at  the  '  Bugle,'  did  thee  ever  spend  a  shilling  in  the  house? 
Thee  wouldn't  go  now,  but  that  I  am  going  too,  and  the  Cap- 
tain here  stands  treat." 

"  Come,  come,  gentlemen,  no  quarrelling,"  said  Mr.  Brock. 
"  If  this  pretty  fellow  will  join  us,  amen  say  I :  there's  lots  of 
liquor,  and  plentj'  of  money  to  pay  the  score.  Comrade  Tum- 
mas,  give  us  thy  arm.  Mr.  Hayes,  you're  a  hearty  cock,  I  make 
no  doubt,  and  all  such  are  welcome.  Come  along,  my  gentleman 
farmers,  Mr.  Brock  shall  have  the  honor  to  pay  for  you  all." 
And  with  this,  Corporal  Brock,  accompanied  by  Messrs.  Hayes, 
Bullock,  Blacksmith,  Baker's-boy,  Butcher,  and  one  or  two 
others,  adjourned  to  the  inn ;  the  horses  being,  at  the  same 
time,  conducted  to  the  stable. 
,  Although  we  have,  in  this  quiet  way,  and  without  any  flour- 
ishing of  trumpets,  or  beginning  of  chapters,  introduced  Mr. 
Hayes  to  the  public;  and  although,  at  first  sight,  a  sneaking 
carpenter's  boy  ma}'  seem  hardly  worthy  of  the  notice  of  an 
intelligent  reader,  who  looks  for  a  good  cut-throat  or  highway- 
man for  a  hero,  or  a  pickpocket  at  the  very  least :  this  gentle- 
man's words  and  actions  should  be  carefully  studied  by  the 
public,  as  he  is  destined  to  appear  before  them  under  very 
polite  and  curious  circumstances  during  the  course  of  this  his- 
tory. The  speech  of  the  rustic  Juvenal,  Mr.  Clodpole,  had 
seemed  to  infer  that  Hayes  was  at  once  careful  of  his  money 
and  u  warm  admirer  of  Mrs.  Catherine  of  the  "^  Bugle  :  "  and 
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both  the  charges  were  perfectly  true,  Hayes's  father  was  re- 
ported to  be  a  man  of  some  substance  ;  and  young  John,  who 
was  pei'forming  his  apprenticeship  in  the  village,  did  not  fail  to 
talk  very  big  of  his  pretensions  to  fortime  —  of  his  entering, 
at  the  close  of  his  indentures,  into  partnership  with  his  father  — 
and  of  the  comfortable  farm  and  house  over  which  Mrs.  John 
IIa3'es,  whoever  she  might  be,  would  one  day  preside.  Thus, 
next  to  the  barber  and  butcher,  and  above  even  his  own  master, 
Mr.  Hayes  took  rank  in  the  village :  and  it  must  not  be  con- 
cealed that  his  representation  of  wealth  had  made  some  im- 
pression upon  Mrs.  Hall,  towards  whom  the  young  gentleman 
;  had  cast  the  eyes  of  affection.  If  he  had  been  tolerably  well- 
/  looking,  and  not  pale,  rickety,  and  feeble  as  he  was ;  if  even 
/  he  had  been  ugly,  but  withal  a  man  of  spirit,  it  is  probable  the 
/  girl's  kindness  for  him  would  have  been  much  more  decided. 
But  he  was  a  poor  weak  creature,  not  to  compare  with  honest 
Thomas  Bullock,  by  at  least  nine  inches ;  and  so  notorious!}' 
timid,  selfish,  and  sting}',  that  there  was  a  kind  of  shame  in 
receiving  his  addresses  openly  ;  and  what  encouragement  Mrs. 
Catherine  gave  him  could  only  be  in  secret. 

But  no  mortal  is  wise  at  all  times :  and  the  fact  was,  that 
I  Hayes,  who  cared  for  himself  intensely,  had  set  his  heart  upon 
winning  Catherine ;  and  loved  her  with  a  desperate,   greedy 
eagerness  and  desire  of  possession,  which  makes  passions  for 
1  women  often  so  fierce  and  unreasonable  among  very  cold  and 
selfish  men.     His  parents  (whose  frugality  he  had  inherited) 
had  tried  in  vain  to  wean  him  from  this  passion,  and  had  made 
many  fruitless  attempts  to  engage  him  with  women  who  pos- 
sessed money  and  desired  husbands :  but   Hayes  was,   for  a 
wonder,  quite   proof  against   their   attractions ;    and,   though 
Ujuite  ready  to  acknowledge  the  absurdity  of  his  love  for  a  penni- 
less alehouse  servant-girl,  nevertheless  persisted  in  it  doggedly. 
r'  I  know  I'm  a  fool,"  said  he  ;  "  and  what's  more,  the  girl  does 
■not  care  for  me  ;  but  marry  her  I  must,  or  I  think  I  shall  just 
i  die  :  and  marry  her  I  will."     For  very  much  to  the  credit  of 
Miss  Catherine's  modesty,  she  had  declared  that  marriage  was 
j  with  her  a  sine  qua,  non,  and  had  dismissed,  with  the  loudest 
'  scorn  and  indignation,  all  propositions  of  a  less  proper  nature. 
Poor  Thomas  Bullock  was  another  of  her  admirers,  and  had 
offered  to  marry  her ;  but  three  shillings  a  week  and  a  puddn 
was  not  to  the  girl's  taste,  and  Thomas  had  been  scornfully 
rejected.     Hayes  had  also  made  her  a  direct  proposal.     Cathe- 
rine did  not  say  no  :  she  was  too  prudent:  but  she  was  young 
I  and  could  wait ;  she  did  not  care  for  Mr.  Hayes  yet  enough  to 
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I  marry  him  —  (it  did  not  seem,  indeed,  in  the  3'oung  woman's 
1  nature  to  care  for  anybodj')  —  and  she  gave  her  adorer  flatter- 
Jingly  to  understand  that,  if  nobody  better  appeared  in  the  course 
of  a  few  years,  she  might  be  induced  to  become  Mrs.  Hayes. 
It  was  a  "dismal  prospect  for  the  poor  fellow  to  live  upon  the 
hope  of  being  one  day  Mrs.  Catherine's  pis-aller. 

In  the  meantime  she  considered  herself  free  as  the  wind, 

/and   permitted   herself  all   the  innocent  gayeties  which   that 

(  "  chartered  libertine,"  a  coquette,  can  take.     She  flirted  with 

I  all  the  bachelors,  widowers,   and  married  men,  in  a  manner 

which  did  extraordinary  credit  to  her  years :  and  let  not  the 

reader  fancy  such  pastimes  unnatural  at  her  early  age.     The 

ladies  — heaven  bless  them  !  —  are,  as  a  general  rule,  coquettes 

from  babyhood  upwards.     Little  she's  of  three  years  old  play 

little  airs   and  graces   upon  small   heroes  of  five  ;  simpering 

misses  of  nine  make  attacks  upon  young  gentlemen  of  twelve  ; 

Jand  at  sixteen,  a  well-grown  girl,  under  encouraging  circum- 

j  stances,  —  say,  she  is  pretty,  in  a  family  of  ugl^^  elder  sisters, 

or  an  only  child  and  heiress,  or  an  humble  wench  at  a  country 

linn,  like  our  fair  Catherine  —  is  at  the  very  pink  and  prime  of 

\her  coquetry :  they  wnll  jilt  you  at  that  age  with  an  ease  and 

arch  infantine  simplicit}^  that  never  can  be  surpassed  in  ma- 

turer  years. 

Miss  Catherine,  then,  was  a  franche  coquette^  and  Mr.  John 
Hayes  was  miserable.  His  life  was  passed  in  a  storm  of  mean 
passions  and  bitter  jealousies,  and  desperate  attacks  upon  the 
indifference-rock  of  Mrs.  Catherine's  heart,  which  not  all  his 
tempest  of  love  could  beat  down.  O  cruel,  cruel  pangs  of  love 
unrequited !  Mean  rogues  feel  them  as  well  as  great  heroes. 
Lives  there  the  man  in  Europe  who  has  not  felt  them  many 
times?  —  who  has  not  knelt,  and  fawned,  and  supplicated,  and 
wept,  and  cursed,  and  raved,  all  in  vain ;  and  passed  long 
wakeful  nights  with  ghosts  of  dead  hopes  for  company  ;  shadows 
of  buried  remembrances  that  glide  out  of  their  graves  of  nights, 
and  whisper,  "We  are  dead  now,  but  we  ivere  once;  and  we 
\  made  you  happ}^  and  we  come  now  to  mock  you  :  —  despair, 
O  lover,  despair,  and  die  ?  "  —  O  cruel  pangs  !  dismal  nights  ! 
—  Now  a  sly  demon  creeps  under  3'Our  nightcap,  and  drops  into 
3'our  ear  those  soft,  hope-breathing,  sweet  words,  uttered  on 
the  well-remembered  evening :  there,  in  the  drawer  of  your 
dressing-table  (along  with  the  razors,  and  Macassar  oil),  lies 
the  dead  flower  that  Lad}^  Amelia  Wilhelmina  wore  in  her 
bosom  on  the  night  of  a  certain  ball  —  the  corpse  of  a  glorious 
hope  that  seemed  once  as  if  it  would  live  for  ever,  so  strong 
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was  tt,  so  full  of  joy  and  sunshine  :  there,  in  your  writing-desk, 
among  a  crowd  of  unpaid  bills,  is  the  dirty  scrap  of  paper, 
thimble-sealed,  which  came  in  company  with  a  pair  of  muffetees 
of  her  knitting  (she  was  a  butcher's  daughter,  and  did  all  she 
could,  poor  thing!),  begging  "you  would  ware  them  at  col- 
lidge,  and  think  of  her  who "  —  married  a  public-house  three 
weeks  afterwards,  and  cares  for  you  no  more  now  than  she 
does  for  the  pot-boy.     But  why  multiply  instances,  or  seek  to 
depict  the  agony  of  poor,   mean-spirited  John  Hayes?     No 
mistake  can  be  greater  tlian  that  of  fancying  such  great  emo- 
tions of  love  are  only  felt  by  virtuous  or  exalted  men :  depend 
upon  it,  Love,  like  Death,  plays  havoc  among  the  paupernm 
tabernas,  and  sports  with  rich  and  poor,  wicked  and  virtuous, 
alike.     I  have   often  fancied,  for  instance,  on  seeing  the  hag- 
gard, pale  young  old-clothesman,  who  wakes  the  echoes  of  our 
street  with  his  nasal  cry  of  "  Clo' ! "  —  I  have  often,  I  said, 
fancied  that,  besides  the  load  of  exuvial  coats  and  breeches 
under  which  he  staggers,  there  is  another  weight  on  him  —  an 
atrior  cura  at  his  tail — and  while  his  unshorn  lips  and  nose 
together  are  performing  that  mocking,  boisterous,  Jack-indif- 
ferent cry  of  "  Clo',  clo' !  "  who  knows  what  woful  utterances 
are  crying  from  the  heart  within  ?     There  he  is  chaftering  with 
the  footman  at  No.  7,  about  an  old  dressing-gown ;  you  think 
his  whole  soul  is  bent  only  on  the  contest  about  the  garment. 
Psha !   there  is,  perhaps,  some  faithless  girl  in  Holywell  Street 
who  fills  up  his  heart ;  and  that  desultory  Jew-boy  is  a  peripa- 
tetic hell !     Take  another  instance  :  —  take  the  man  in  the  beef- 
shop  in  Saint  Martin's  Court.     There  he  is,  to  all  appearances 
quite  calm  :  before  the  same  round  of  beef—  from  morning  till 
sundown— for  hundreds  of  years  very  likely.     Perhaps  when 
the  shutters  are  closed,  and  all  the  world  tired  and  silent,  there 
is  HE  silent,  but  untired  —  cutting,  cutting,  cutting.    You  enter, 
you  get  vour  meat  to  your  liking,  you  depart ;  and,  quite  un- 
moved, on,  on  he  goes,  reaping  ceaselessly  the  Great  Harvest 
of  Beef.    You  would  fancy  that  if  Passion  ever  failed  to  conquer, 
it  had  in  vain  assailed  the  calm  bosom  of  that  man.     I  doubt 
it,   and  would  give  much  to  know  his  history.     Who  knows 
what  furious  ^tna-flames  are  raging  underneath  the  surface  of 
that  calm  flesh-mountain  —  who  can  tell  me  that  that  cahnness 
itself  is  not  despair  ? 

The  reader,  if  he  does  not  now  understand  why  it  was  that 
Mr.  Hayes  agreed  to  drink  the  Corporal's  proffered  beer,  had 


CATHERINE:    A  STORY.  275 

better  just  read  the  foregoing  remarks  over  again,  and  if  he 
does  not  understand  then,  why,  small  praise  to  his  brains. 
Hayes  could  not  bear  that  Mr.  Bullock  should  have  a  chance  of 
seeing,  and  perhaps  making  love  to  Mrs.  Catherine  in  his 
absence ;  and  though  the  young  woman  never  diminished  her 
coquetries,  but,  on  the  contrary,  rather  increased  them  in  his 
presence,  it  was  still  a  kind  of  dismal  satisfaction  to  be  miser- 
able in  her  company. 

On  this  occasion,  the  disconsolate  lover  could  be  wretched 
to  his  heart's  content ;  for  Catherine  had  not  a  word  or  a  look 
for  him,  but  bestowed  all  her  smiles  upon  the  handsome  stranger 
who  owned  the  black  horse.  As  for  poor  Tummas  Bullock,  his 
passion  was  never  violent ;  and  he  was  content  in  the  present 
instance  to  sigh  and  drink  beer.  He  sighed  and  drank,  sighed 
and  drank,  and  drank  again,  until  he  had  swallowed  so  much 
of  the  Corporal's  liquor,  as  to  be  induced  to  accept  a  guinea 
from  his  purse  also  ;  and  found  himself,  on  returning  to  reason 
and  sobriety,  a  soldier  of  Queen  Anne's. 

But  oh  !  fancy  the  agonies  of  Mr.  Hayes  when,  seated  with 
the  Corporal's  friends  at  one  end  of  the  kitchen,  he  saw  the 
Captain  at  the  place  of  honor,  and  the  smiles  which  the  fair 
maid  bestowed  upon  him  ;  when,  as  she  lightly  whisked  past 
him  with  the  Captain's  supper,  she,  pointing  to  the  locket  that 
once  reposed  on  the  breast  of  the  Dutch  lady  at  the  Brill, 
looked  archly  on  Hayes  and  said,  "See,  John,  what  his  lord- 
ship has  given  me  ;  "  and  when  John's  face  became  green  and 
purple  with  rage  and  jealousy,  Mrs.  Catherine  laughed  ten 
times  louder,  and  cried,  "Coming,  my  lord,"  in  a  voice  of 
shrill  triumph,  that  bored  through  the  soul  of  Mr.  John  Hayes 
and  left  him  gasping  for  breath. 

On  Catherine's  other  lover,  Mr.  Thomas,  this  coquetry  had 
no  effect :  he,  and  two  comrades  of  his,  had  by  this  time  quite 
fallen  under  the  spell  of  the  Corporal ;  and  hope,  glory,  strong 
beer.  Prince  Eugene,  pairs  of  colors,  more  strong  beer,  her 
blessed  Majesty,  plent}'  more  strong  beer,  and  such  subjects, 
martial  and  bacchic,  whirled  through  their  dizzy  brains  at  a  rail- 
road pace. 

And  now,  if  there  had  been  a  couple  of  experienced  reporters 
present  at  the  "Bugle  Inn,"  they  might  have  taken  down  a 
conversation  on  love  and  war  —  the  two  themes  discussed  by 
the  two  parties  occupying  the  kitchen  —  which,  as  the  parts 
were  sung  together,  duetwise,  formed  together  some  very  curious 
harmonies.  Thus,  while  the  Captain  was  whispering  the  softest 
nothings  the  Corporal  was  shouting  the  fiercest  combats  of  the 
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war ;  and,  like  the  gentleman  at  Penelope's  table,  on  it  exiyuo 
pinxit  prcelia  tola  bero.     For  example  :  — 

Captain.  —  "  What  do  you  say  to  a  silver  trimming,  pretty 
Catherine?  Don't  you  think  a  scarlet  riding-cloak,  handsomel3' 
laced,  would  become  3'ou  wonderfully  well  ? — and  a  gray  hat 
with  a  blue  feather  —  and  a  pretty  nag  to  ride  on  —  and  all  the 
soldiers  to  present  arms  as  j'ou  pass,  and  say,  There  goes  the 
Captain's  lad}-?  What  do  you  think  of  a  side-box  at  '  Lincoln's 
Inn'  playhouse,  or  of  standing  up  to  a  minuet  with  my  Lord 
Marquis  at ?  " 

Corporal.  —  "  The  ball,  sir,  ran  right  up  his  elbow,  and  was 
found  the  next  day  by  Surgeon  Splinter  of  ours,  —  where  do 
you  think,  sir?  —  upon  my  honor  as  a  gentleman  it  came  out  of 
the  nape  of  the  neck  of  his  —  " 

Captain. —  "Necklace  —  and  a  sweet  pair  of  diamond  ear- 
rings, mayhap  —  and  a  little  shower  of  patches,  which  ornament 
a  lady's  face  wondrously  —  and  a  leetle  rouge  —  though,  egad  ! 
such  peach-cheeks  as  yours  don't  want  it ;  —  fie  !  Mrs.  Cather- 
ine, I  should  think  the  birds  must  come  and  peck  at  them  as  if 
the}'  were  fruit  —  " 

Corportil. —  "Over  the  wall;  and  three-and-twenty  of  our 
fellows  jumped  after  me.  By  the  Pope  of  Rome,  friend  Tum- 
mas,  that  was  a  day !  —  Had  you  seen  how  the  Mounseers 
looked  when  four-and-twenty  rampaging  he-devils,  sword  and 
pistol,  cut  and  thrust,  pell-mell  came  tumbling  into  the  redoubt ! 
Why,  sir,  we  left  in  three  minutes  as  many  artillerymen's  heads 

as  there  were  cannon-balls.     It  was,  '  Ah  sacre  ! '  '  D you, 

take  that ! '  '  O  mon  Dieu  !  '  run  him  through.  '  Ventrebleu  !  ' 
and  it  was  ventrebleu  with  him,  I  warrant  you  :  for  bhu^  in  the 
French  language,  means  '  through  ; '  and  ventre  —  why  you  see, 
ventre  means  —  " 

Captain.  —  "  Waists,  which  are  worn  now  excessive  long ;  — 
and  for  the  hoops,  if  you  could  but  see  them  —  stap  my  vitals, 
my  dear,  but  there  was  a  lady  at  Warwick's  Assembly  (she 
•.  came  in  one  of  my  lord's  coaches)  who  had  a  hoop  as  big  as  a 
tent :  you  might  have  dined  under  it  comfortably  ;  —  ha  !  ha  ! 
'pen  my  faith,  now  —  " 

Corporal.  — ' '  And  there  we  found  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough seated  along  with  Marshal  Tallard,  who  was  endeav- 
oring to  drown  his  sorrow  over  a  cup  of  Johannisberger  wine  ; 
and  a  good  drink  too,  my  lads,  only  not  to  compare  to  War- 
wick beer.  '  Who  was  the  man  who  has  done  this  ? '  said  our 
noble  General.  I  stepped  up.  '  How  many  heads  was  it,' 
says  he,  'that  you  cut  off?'    'Nineteen,'  says  I,  'besides 
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wounding  several.'  When  he  heard  it  (Mr.  Hayes,  j'ou  don't 
drink)  I'm  blest  if  he  didn't  burst  into  tears  !  '  Noble,  noble 
fellow,'  says  he.  '  Marshal,  you  must  excuse  me,  if  I  am 
pleased  to  hear  of  the  destruction  of  your  countr^anen.  Noble, 
noble  fellow  !  — here's  a  hundred  guineas  forj^ou.'  Which  sum 
he  placed  in  my  hand.  '  Na}^'  says  the  Marshal,  '  the  man  has 
done  his  dut}- : '  and  pulling  out  a  magnificent  gold  diamond- 
hilted  snuff-box,  he  gave  me —  " 

Mr.  Bullock. —  "What,  a  goold  snuff-box?  Wauns,  but 
thee  wast  in  luck,  Corporal !  "  — 

Corporal.  —  "  No,  not  the  snuff-bos,  but  —  a  pinch  of  snuff ^ 
—  ha  !  ha !  —  run  me  through  the  body  if  he  didn't !  Could 
you  but  have  seen  the  smile  on  Jack  Churchill's  grave  face  at 
this  piece  of  generosity  !  So,  beckoning  Colonel  Cadogan  up 
to  him,  he  pinched  his  ear  and  whispered  —  " 

Captain.  —  "  '  May  I  have  the  honor  to  dance  a  minuet  with 
your  ladyship  ? '  The  whole  room  was  in  titters  at  Jack's  blun- 
der ;  for,  as  30U  know  very  well,  poor  Lady  Susan  has  a  wooden 
leg.  Ha !  ha !  fancy  a  minuet  and  a  wooden  leg,  hey,  my 
dear?  —  " 

Mrs.  Catherine.  —  "Giggle  —  giggle  —  giggle:  he!  he! 
he  !     Oh,  Captain,  you  rogue,  j^ou —  " 

Second  ^a6/e.— "  Haw !  haw!  haw!  Well,  you  be  a  foony 
mon,  sergeant,  zure  enofi"." 

This  little  specimen  of  the  conversation  must  be  sufficient. 
It  will  show  pretty  clearly  that  each  of  the  two  military  com- 
manders was  conducting  his  operations  with  perfect  success. 
Three  of  the  detachment  of  five  attacked  b}^  the  Corporal  sur- 
rendered to  him  :  Mr.  Bullock,  namely,  who  gave  in  at  a  very 
early  stage  of  the  evening,  and  ignominiousl}'  laid  down  his 
arms  under  the  table,  after  standing  not  more  than  a  dozen 
volleys  of  beer ;  Mr.  Blacksmith's  bo}",  and  a  laborer  whose 
jname  we  have  not  been  able  to  learn.  Mr.  Butcher  himself 
was  on  the  point  of  yielding,  when  he  was  rescued  by  the  furi- 
fous  charge  of  a  detachment  that  marched  to  his  relief:  his 
•wife  namely,  who,  with  two  squalling  children,  rushed  into  the 
"  Bugle,"  boxed  Butcher's  ears,  and  kept  up  such  a  tremen- 
dous fire  of  oaths  and  screams  upon  the  Corporal,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  retreat.  Fixing  then  her  claws  into  Mr.  Butcher's 
hair,  she  proceeded  to  drag  him  out  of  the  premises  ;  and  thus 
Mr.  Brock  was  overcome.  His  attack  upon  John  Ha3'es  was  a 
still  greater  failure  ;  for  that  young  man  seemed  to  be  invin- 
cible by  drink,  if  not  by  love :  and  at  the  end  of  the  drinking- 
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hout  was  a  great  deal  more  cool  than  the  Corporal  himself; 
to  whom  he  wished  a  very  polite  good-evening,  as  calml}^  he 
took  his  hat  to  depart.  He  turned  to  look  at  Catherine,  to 
be  sure,  and  then  he  was  not  quite  so  calm :  but  Catherine 
did  not  give  any  reply  to  his  good  night.  She  was  seated 
,  at  the  Captain's  table  playing  at  cribbage  with  him ;  and 
though  Count  Gustavus  Maximilian  lost  every  game,  he  won 
more  than  he  lost, — sl}^  fellow! — and  Mrs.  Catherine  was 
no  match  for  him. 

It  is  to  be  presumed  that  Ha3'es  gave  some  information  to 
Mrs.  Score,  the  landlady :  for,  on  leaving  the  kitchen,  he  was 
seen  to  linger  for  a  moment  in  the  bar  ;  and  very  soon  after 
Mrs.  Catherine  was  called  away  from  her  attendance  on  the 
Count,  who,  when  he  asked  for  a  sack  and  toast,  was  furnished 
with  those  articles  by  the  landlady  herself:  and,  during  the 
half-hour  in  which  he  was  emplo^'ed  in  consuming  this  drink. 
Monsieur  de  Galgenstein  looked  very  much  disturbed  and  out 
of  humor,  and  cast  his  eyes  to  the  door  perpetually ;  but  no 
Catherine  came.  At  last,  very  sulkily,  he  desired  to  be  shown 
to  bed,  and  walked  as  well  as  he  could  (for,  to  say  truth,  the 
noble  Count  was  by  this  time  somewhat  unsteady  on  his  legs) 
to  his  chamber.  It  was  Mrs.  Score  who  showed  him  to  it, 
and  closed  the  curtains,  and  pointed  triumphantly  to  the  white- 
ness of  the  sheets. 

"  It's  a  very  comfortable  room,"  said  she,  "  though  not  the 
-oest  in  the  house  ;  which  belong  of  right  to  your  lordship's 
worship;  but  our  best  room  has  two  beds,  and  Mr.  Corporal 
is  in  that,  locked  and  double-locked,  with  his  three  tipsy 
recruits.  But  your  honor  will  find  this  here  bed  comfortable 
and  well-aired  ;  I've  slept  in  it  myself  this  eighteen  j^ears." 

'*What,  my  good  woman,  j^ou  are  going  to  sit  up,  eh? 
It's  cruel  hard  on  you,  madam." 

"Sit  up,  my  lord?  bless  you,  no!  I  shall  have  half  of 
our  Cat's  bed ;  as  I  alwa3's  do  when  there's  compan}-."  And 
with  this  Mrs.  Score  curtsied  and  retired. 

Very  early  the  next  morning  the  active  landlady  and  her 
bustling  attendant  had  prepared  the  ale  and  bacon  for  the 
Corporal  and  his  three  converts,  and  had  set  a  nice  white 
cloth  for  the  Captain's  breakfast.  The  3'oung  blacksmith  did 
not  eat  with  much  satisfaction ;  but  Mr.  Bullock  and  his 
friend  betrayed  no  sign  of  discontent,  except  such  as  may  be 
consequent  upon  an  evening's  carouse.  They  walked  very 
contentedly  to  be  registered  before  Doctor  Dobbs,  who  was 
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also  justice  of  the  peace,  and  went  in  search  of  their  slender 
bundles,  and  took  leave  of  their  few  acquaintances  without 
much  regret :  for  the  gentlemen  had  been  bred  in  the  work- 
house, and  had  not,  therefore,  a  large  circle  of  friends. 

It  wanted  onlj-  an  hour  of  noon,  and  the  noble  Count  had 
not  descended.  The  men  were  waiting  for  him,  and  spent 
much  of  the  Queen's  money  (earned  by  the  sale  of  their 
bodies  overnight)  while  thus  expecting  him.  Perhaps  Mrs. 
Catherine  expected  him  too,  for  she  had  offered  many  times 
to  run  up  —  with  my  lord's  boots  —  with  the  hot  water  ^-  to 
show  Mr.  Brock  the  way ;  who  sometimes  condescended  to 
officiate  as  barber.  But  on  all  these  occasions  Mrs.  Score 
had  prevented  her ;  not  scolding,  but  with  much  gentleness 
and  smiling.  At  last,  more  gentle  and  smiling  than  ever, 
she  came  down  stairs  and  said,  "  Catherine,  darling,  his  honor 
the  Count  is  mighty  hungry  this  morning,  and  vows  he  could 
pick  the  wing  of  a  fowl.  Run  down,  child,  to  Farmer  Brigg's 
and  get  one :  pluck  it  before  you  bring  it,  you  know,  and  we 
will  make  his  lordship  a  pretty  breakfast." 

Catherine  took  up  her  basket  and  away  she  went  by  the 
back-yard,  through  the  stables.      There  she  heard   the  little 
horse-boy  whistling  and    hissing  after  the  manner  of  horse- 
boys ;  and  there  she  learned  that  Mrs.  Score  had  been  invent- 
,ing  an  ingenious  story  to  have  her  out  of  the  way.     The  ostler 
fsaid  he  was  just  going  to  lead  the  two  horses  round  to  the 
a  door.     The  Corporal  had  been,  and  thej'  were  about  to  start 
*on  the  instant  for  Stratford. 

The  fact  was  that  Count  Gustavus  Adolphus,  far  from 
wishing  to  pick  the  wing  of  a  fowl,  had  risen  with  a  horror 
and  loathing  for  everything  in  the  shape  of  food,  and  for  any 
liquor  stronger  than  small  beer.  Of  this  he  had  drunk  a  cup, 
and  said  he  should  ride  immediately  to  Stratford ;  and  when, 
on  ordering  his  horses,  he  had  asked  politely  of  the  landlady 

"  why  the  d she  always  came  up,  and  why  she  did  not 

send  the  girl,"  Mrs.  Score  informed  the  Count  that  her  Cath- 
j  erine  was  gone  out  for  a  walk  along  with  the  young  man  to 
\  whom  ^ae  was  to  be  married,  and  would  not  be  visible  that 
day.  On  hearing  this  the  Captain  ordered  his  horses  that  mO' 
ment,  and  abused  the  wine,  the  bed,  the  house,  the  landlady, 
and  everything  connected  with  the  "  Bugle  Inn." 

Out  the  horses  came  :  the  little  boys  of  the  village  gathered 
round  ;  tlie  recruits,  with  bunches  of  ribbons  in  their  beavers, 
appeared  presently  ;  Corporal  Brock  came  swaggering  out,  and, 
slapping  the  pleased  blacksmith  on  the  back,  bade  him  mount 


^ 
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his  horse ;  while  ttie  boj^s  hurrahed.  Then  the  Captain  came 
out,  gloom}^  and  majestic ;  to  him  Mr.  Brock  made  a  military 
salute,  which  clumsily,  and  with  much  grinning,  the  recruits 
imitated.  "I  shall  walk  on  with  these  brave  fellows,  3^our 
honor,  and  meet  you  at  Stratford,"  said  the  Corporal.  "  Good," 
said  the  Captain,  as  he  mounted.  The  landlady  curtsied  ;  the 
\j  children  hurrah'd  more ;  the  little  horse-boy,  who  held  the  bridle 
with  one  hand  and  the  stirrup  with  the  other,  and  expected  a 
crown-piece  from  such  a  noble  gentleman,  got  only  a  kick  and 

a  curse,  as  Count  von  Galgenstein  shouted,  "D 3-ou  all, 

get  out  of  the  way  !  "  and  galloped  off;  and  John  Ha3'es,  who 
had  been  sneaking  about  the  inn  all  the  morning,  felt  a  v^eiglit 
off  his  heart  when  he  saw  the  Captain  ride  off  alone. 

O  foolish  Mrs.  Score  !  O  dolt  of  a  John  Haj'es !  If  the 
landlady  had  allowed  the  Captain  and  the  maid  to  have  their 
way,  and  meet  but  for  a  minute  before  recruits,  sergeant,  and 
all,  it  is  probable  that  no  harm  would  have  been  done,  and  that 
this  history  would  never  have  been  written. 

When  Count  von  Galgenstein  had  ridden  half  a  mile  on  the 
Stratford  road,  looking  as  black  and  dismal  as  Napoleon  gal- 
loping from  the  romantic  village  of  Waterloo,  he  espied,  a 
few  score  yards  onwards,  at  the  turn  of  the  road,  a  certain  ob- 
ject which  caused  him  to  check  his  horse  suddenly,  brought  a 
tingling  red  into  his  cheeks,  and  made  his  heart  to  go  thump  — 
thump  !  against  his  side.  A  3^oung  lass  was  sauntering  slowly 
along  the  footpath,  with  a  basket  swinging  from  one  hand,  and 
a  bunch  of  hedge-flowers  in  the  other.  She  stopped  once  or 
^  twice  to  add  a  fresh  one  to  her  nosegay,  and  might  have  seen 
j  him,  the  Captain  thought ;  but  no,  she  never  looked  directly 
/  towards  him,  and  still  walked  on.  Sweet  innocent!  slie  was 
/  singing  as  if  none  were  near ;  her  voice  went  soaring  up  to  the 
clear  sky,  and  the  Captain  put  his  horse  on  the  grass,  that  the 
sound  of  the  hoofs  might  not  disturb  the  music. 

"  When  the  kine  had  given  a  pailful "  —  sang  she, 

"  And  the  sheep  came  bleating  home, 
Poll,  who  knew  it  would  be  healthful. 

Went  a-walking  out  with  Tom. 
Hand  in  hand,  sir,  on  the  land,  sir, 

As  they  walked  to  and  fro, 
Tom  made  jolly  love  to  Polly, 

But  was  answered  no,  no,  no." 

The  Captain  had  put  his  horse  on  the  grass,  that  the  sound  of 
his  hoofs  might  not  disturb  the  music ;  and  now  he  pushed  ite 
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head  on  to  the  bank,  where  straightway  "  George  of  Denmark  " 
began  chewing  of  such  a  salad  as  grew  there.  And  now  the 
Captain  slid  off  stealthily  ;  and  smihng  comically,  and  hitching 
up  his  great  jack-boots,  and  moving  forward  with  a  jerking 
tiptoe  step,  he,  just  as  she  was  trilling  the  last  o-o-o  of  the 
last  no  in  the  above  poem  of  Tom  D'Urfey,  came  up  to  her, 
and  touching  her  lightly  on  the  waist,  said, 

"  My  dear,  your  very  humble  servant." 

Mrs.  Catherine  (you  know  you  have  found  her  out  long 
fago !)  gave  a  scream  and  a  start,  and  would  have  turned  pale 
if  she  could.     As  it  was,  she  only  shook  all  over,  and  said, 

"Oh,  sir,  how  you  did  frighten  me  !  " 

"  Frighten  you,  my  rosebud!  why,  run  me  through,  I'd  die 
rather  than  frighten  you.  Gad,  child,  tell  me  now,  am  I  so 
very  frightful?" 

"Oh,  no,  3-our  honor,  I  didn't  mean  that;  only  I  wasn't 
thinking  to  meet  3'ou  here,  or  that  you  would  ride  so  early  at 
all :  for,  if  you  please,  sir,  I  was  going  to  fetch  a  chicken  for 
your  lordship's  breakfast,  as  my  mistress  said  you  would  like 
one ;  and  I  thought,  instead  of  going  to  Farmer  Brigg's  down 
Birmingham  wa}*,  as  she  told  me,  I'd  go  to  Farmer  Bird's, 
where  the  chickens  is  better,  sir — my  lord,  I  mean." 

"  Said  I'd  like  a  chicken  for  breakfast,  the  old  cat!  why,  I 
told  her  I  would  not  eat  a  morsel  to  save  me  —  I  was  so  dru — , 
I  mean  I  ate  such  a  good  supper  last  night  —  and  I  bade  her  to 
send  me  a  pot  of  small  beer,  and  to  tell  you  to  bring  it ;  and 
the  wretch  said  you  were  gone  out  with  your  sweetheart  —  " 

"What!  John  Hayes,  the  creature?  Oh,  what  a  naughty 
story-telhng  woman  ! " 

"  — You  had  walked  out  with  3'our  sweetheart,  and  I  was 
not  to  see  you  any  more  ;  and  I  was  mad  with  rage,  and  ready 
to  kill  myself;  I  was,  ni}"  dear." 

"Oh,  sir!  praj^ />ra^  don't." 

" For  your  sake,  my  sweet  angel?" 

"  Yes,  for  my  sake,  if  such  a  poor  girl  as  me  can  persuade 
noble  gentlemen." 

"  Well,  then,  for  your  sake,  I  won't :  no,  I'll  live  ;  but  why 
live?  Hell  and  fury,  if  I  do  live  I'm  miserable  without  3'ou ; 
I  am,  —  you  know  I  am, — you  adorable,  beautiful,  cruel, 
wicked  Catherine ! " 

Catherine's  reply  to  this  was  "  La,  bless  me  !  I  do  believe 
your  horse  is  running  away."  And  so  he  was  ;  for  having 
finished  his  meal  in  the  hedge,  he  fii'st  looked  towards  his 
master  and  paused,  as  it  were,  irresolutely ;  then,  by  a  sudden 
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impulse,  flinging  up  his  tail  and  his  hind  legs,  he  scamperec' 
down  the  road. 

Mrs.  Hall  ran  lightly  after  the  horse,  and  the  Captain  aftej 
Mrs.  Hall ;  and  the  horse  ran  quicker  and  quicker  every  mo- 
ment, and  might  have  led  them  a  long  chase  —  when  lo  I 
debouching  from  a  twist  in  the  road,  came  the  detachment  of 
cavalry  and  infantry  under  Mr.  Brock.  The  moment  he  wa^ 
out  of  sight  of  the  village,  that  gentleman  had  desired  the 
blacksmith  to  dismount,  and  had  himself  jumped  into  the  sad- 
dle, maintaining  the  subordination  of  his  army  by  drawing  a 
pistol  and  swearing  that  he  would  blow  out  the  brains  of  any 
person  who  attempted  to  run.  When  the  Captain's  horse  came 
near  the  detachment  he  paused,  and  suffered  himself  to  be 
caught  by  Tummas  Bullock,  who  held  him  until  the  owner  and 
Mrs.  Catherine  came  up. 

Mr.  Bullock  looked  comically  grave  when  he  saw  the  pair ; 
but  the  Corporal  graciously  saluted  Mrs.  Catherine,  and  said  i1 
was  p.  fine  da}'  for  walking. 

"La,  sir,  and  so  it  is,"  said  she,  panting  jn  a  ver}'  prettj' 
and  distressing  way,  "but  not  for  running.  I  do  protest  — 
ha  !  —  and  vow  that  I  really  can  scarcely  stand.  I'm  so  tired 
of  running  after  that  naughty,  naughty  horse  !  " 

"How  do,  Cattern?"  said  Thomas.  "Zee,  I  be  going  a 
zouldiering  because  thee  wouldn't  have  me."  And  here  Mr. 
.  Bullock  grinned.  Mrs.  Catherine  made  no  sort  of  reply,  but 
protested  once  more  she  should  die  of  running.  If  the  truth 
were  told,  she  was  somewhat  vexed  at  the  arrival  of  the  Cor- 
poral's detachment,  and  had  had  very  serious  thoughts  of  find- 
ing herself  quite  tired  just  as  he  came  in  sight. 

A  sudden  thought  brought  a  smile  of  bright  satisfaction  in 
the  Captain's  eyes.  He  mounted  the  horse  which  Tummas 
still  held.  ''Tired,  Mrs.  Catherine,"  said  he,  "and  for  my 
sake  ?  By  heavens,  you  shan't  walk  a  step  farther !  No,  }'Ou 
shall  ride  back  with  a  guard  of  honor !  Back  to  the  village, 
gentlemen  !  — rightabout  face  !  Show  those  fellows,  Corporal, 
how  to  rightabout  face.  Now,  my  dear,  mount  behind  me  on 
Snowball ;  he's  easy  as  a  sedan.  Put  3'our  dear  little  foot  on 
the  toe  of  my  boot.     There  now,  —  up  !  — jump  !  hurrah  !  " 

"  T/iat's  not  the  way,  Captain,"  siiouted  out  Thomas,  still 
holding  on  to  the  rein  as  the  horse  began  to  move.  "  Thee 
woan't  goo  witli  him,  will  thee,  Catty?" 

But  Mrs.  Catherine,  though  she  turned  awa}'  her  head,  never 
let  go  her  hold  round  the  Captain's  waist ;  and  he,  swearing  a 
dreadful  oath  at  Thomas,  struck  him  across  the  face  and  hands 
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with  his  riding- whip.  The  poor  fellow,  who  at  the  first  cut  still 
held  on  to  the  rein,  droj^ped  it  at  the  secoud,  and  as  the  pair  gal- 
loped oif ,  sat  down  on  the  roadside  and  fairly  began  to  weep. 

"  March ^  yon  dog!"  shouted  out  the  Corporal  a  minute 
later.  And  so  he  did :  and  when  next  he  saw  Mrs.  Catherine 
she  was  the  Captain's  lady  sure  enough,  and  wore  a  gray  hat 
with  a  blue  feather,  and  red  riding-coat  trimmed  with  silver- 
lace.  But  Thomas  was  then  on  a  bare-backed  horse,  which 
Corporal  Brock  was  flanking  round  a  ring,  and  he  was  so  occu- 
pied looking  between  his  horse's  ears  that  he  had  no  time  to  cry 
then,  and  at  length  got  the  better  of  his  attachment. 


This  being  a  good  opportunity  for  closing  Chapter  I.,  we 
ought,  perhaps,  to  make  some  apologies  to  the  public  for  intro- 
ducing them  to  characters  that  are  so  utterly  worthless;  as  we 
confess  all  our  heroes,  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Bullock,  to  be. 
In  this  we  have  consulted  nature  and  history,  rather  than  the 
prevailing  taste  and  fhe  general  manner  of  authors.  The  amus- 
ing novel  of  "Ernest  Maltravers,"  for  instance,  opens  with  a 
seduction;  but  then  it  is  performed  by  people  of  the  strictest 
virtuel)ii''botli  sides :  and  there  is  so  much  religion  and  phi- 
losophy in  the  heart  of  the  seducer,  so  much  tender  innocence 
in  the  soul  of  the  seduced,  that  —  bless  the  little  dears !  —  their 
very  peccadilloes  make  one  interested  in  them;  and  their 
nauglitihess  becomes  quite  sacred,  so  deliciously  is  it  de- 
ascribed.  Now,  if  we  are  to  be  interested  by  rascally  actions, 
let  us  have  them  with  plain  faces,  and  let  them  be  performed, 
■  not  by  virtuous  philosophers,  but  b}^  rascals.  Another  clever 
class  of  novelists  adopt  the  contrary  system,  and  create  inter- 
est by  making  their  rascals  perform  virtuous  actions.  Against 
these  popular  plans  we  here  solemnly  appeal.  We  say,  let 
your  rogues  in  novels  act  like  rogues,  and  your  honest  men  like 
honest  men ;  don't  let  us  have  any  juggling  and  thimblerigging 
with  virtue  and  vice,  so  that,  at  the  end  of  three  volumes,  the 
bewildered  reader  shall  not  know  which  is  which;  don't  let  us 
find  ourselves  kindling  at  the  generous  qualities  of  thieves,  and 
sympathizing  with  the  rascalities  of  noble  hearts.  For  our 
own  part,  we  know  what  the  public  likes,  and  have  chosen 
rogues  for  our  characters,  and  have  taken  a  story  from  the 
"  Newgate  Calendar,"  which  we  hope  to  follow  out  to  edifica- 
tion. Among  the  rogues,  at  least,  we  will  have  nothing  that 
shall  be  mistaken  for  virtues.     And  if  the  British  piiblic  (after 
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calling  for  three  or  four  editions)  shall  give  up,  not  only  our 
rascals,  but  the  rascals  of  aU  other  authors,  we  shall  be  content : 
—  we  shall  apply  to  Government  for  a  pension,  and  think  that 
our  duty  is  done. 


CHAPTER  II. 

IN    WHICH   ARE   DEPICTED    THE    PLEASURES   OP   A   SENTIMENTAL 
ATTACHMENT. 

It  will  not  be  necessary,  for  the  purpose  of  this  history,  t^i 
follow  out  verj^  closel}'  all  the  adventures  whicli  occurred  to 
Mrs.  Catherine  from  the  period  when  she  quitted  the  "  Bugle" 
and  became  the  Captain's  lady  ;  for,  although  it  would  be  just 
as  easy  to  show  as  not,  that  the  young  v.oman,  by  following 
the  man  of  her  heart,  had  onl}'  yielded  to  an  innocent  impulse, 
and  b}'  remaining  with  him  for  a  certain  period,  had  proved  the 
depth  and  strength  of  her  affection  for  him,  —  although  we 
might  make  very  tender  and  eloquent  apologies  for  the  error  of 
both  parties,  the  reader  might  possibly  be  disgusted  at  such 
descriptions  and  such  arguments  :  which,  besides,  are  already' 
done  to  his  hand  in  the  novel  of  ^  Ernest  Maltravers"  before 
mentioned. 

From  the  gentleman's  manner  towards  Mrs.  Catherine,  and 
from  his  brilliant  and  immediate  success,  the  reader  will  doubt- 
less have  concluded,  in  the  first  place,  that  Gustavus  Adolphus 
had  not  a  ver}^  violent  affection  for  Mrs.  Cat-,  m  me  second 
place,  that  he  was  a  professional  lady-killer,  and  therefore 
likely  at  some  period  to  resume  his  profession  ;  thirdly,  and  to 
conclude,  that  a  connection  so  begun,  must,  in  the  nature  of 
things,  be  likely  to  end  speedily. 

And  so,  to  do  the  Count  justice,  it  would,  if  he  had  been 
allowed  to  follow  his  own  inclination  entirely ;  for  (as  many 
young  gentlemen  will,  and  yet  no  praise  to  them)  in_jibout  a 
week  he  began  to  be  indifferent,  in  a  month  to  be  weaiy,  in 
two  months  to  lie  angry,  in  three  to  proceed  to  blows  and 
curses  ;  and,  in  short,  to  repent  most  bitterly-  the  hour  when  he 
had  ever  been  induced  to  present  Mrs.  Catherine  the  toe  of  his 
boot,  for  the  purpose  of  lifting  her  on  to  his  horse. 

"  Egad  ! "  said  he  to  the  Corporal  one  day,  when  confiding 
liis  griefs  to  Mr.  Brock,  '•  I  wish  m^'toe  had  been  cut  off  before 
ever  it  served  as  a  ladder  to  this  little  vixen." 
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/      "Or  perhaps  your  honor  would  wish  to  kick  her  down  stairs 
with  it?  "  delicately  suggested  Mr.  Brock. 

"  Kick  her  !  why,  the  wench  would  hold  so  fast  by  the  ban- 
isters that  I  could  not  kick  her  down,  Mr.  Brock.  To  tell  you 
a  bit  of  a  secret,  I  have  tried  as  much  —  not  to  kick  her  —  no, 
no,  not  kick  her,  certainl}- :  that's  ungentlemanly  —  but  to 
induce  her  to  go  back  to  that  cursed  pot-house  where  we  fell 
in  with  her.     I  have  given  her  many  hints —  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  saw  ^our  honor  give  her  one  yesterday  —  with 
j  a  mug  of  beer.  By  the  laws,  as  the  ale  run  all  down  her  face, 
ratid  she  clutched  a  knife  to  run  at  you,  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw 
[  such  a  she-devil !  That  woman  will  do  for  your  honor  some 
1  (^ay,_if  3'ou  provoke  her." 

"Do  for  me f    No,  hang  it,  Mr.  Brock,  never !     She  loves 
/every  hair  of  my  head,  sir :  she  worships  me,  Corporal.     Egad, 
/  yes  !  she  worships  me  ;  and  would  much  sooner  apply  a  knife  to 
her  own  weasand  than  scratch  my  little  finger  !  " 
"I  think  she  does,"  said  Mr.  Brock. 
\        "  I'm  sure  of  it,"  said  the  Captain.     "  Women,  look  you,  are 
>  like  dogs,  the}'  like  to  be  ill-treated  :  they  like  it,  sir  ;  I  know 
they  do.     I  never  had  anything  to  do  with  a  woman  in  my  life 
but  I  ill-treated  her,  and  she  liked  me  the  better." 

"  Mrs.  Hall  ought  to  be  very  fond  of  30U  then,  sure  enough  !  " 
said  Mr.Xorporal.  '*"      --^—~ 

"  Verj'  fond;  — ha,  ha!  Corporal,  you  wag,  you  —  and  so 
she  is  ver}'  fond.  Yesterday,  after  the  knife-and-beer  scene  — 
no  wonder  I  threw  the  liquor  in  her  face  :  it  was  sg  dev'lish  flat 
that  no  gentleman  could  drink  it :  and  I  told  her  never  to  draw 
it  till  dinner-time  —  " 

"  Oh,  it  was  enough  to  put  an  angel  in  a  fury !  "  said  Brock. 
"  — Well,  yesterday,  after  the  knife  business,  when  you  had 
got  the  carver  out  of  her  hand,  off  she  flings  to  her  bedroom, 
will  not  eat  a  bit  of  dinner  forsooth,  and  remains  locked  up  for 
a  couple  of  hours.  At  two  o'clock  afternoon  (I  was  over  a 
tankard),  out  comes  the  little  she-devil,  her  face  pale,  her  eyes 
bleared,  and  the  tip  of  her  nose  as  red  as  fire  with  sniffling  and 
weeping.  Making  for  my  hand,  '  Max,'  says  she,  '  will  you 
forgive  me?  '  '  What ! '  says  I.  '  Forgive  a  murderess?  '  says 
I.  '  No,  curse  me,  never ! '  '  Your  cruelty  will  kill  me,' 
sobbed  she.  '  Cruelty  be  hanged  ! '  says  I ;  '  didn't  you  draw 
that  beer  an  hour  before  dinner  ? '  She  could  sa}'  nothing  to 
'  this,  you  know,  and  I  swore  that  every  time  she  did  so  I  would 
fling  it  into  her  face  again.  Whereupon  back  she  flounced  to 
her  chamber,  where  she  wept  and  stormed  until  night-time." 
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"  When  j^ou  forgave  her?  " 

"  I  did  forgive  her,  that's  positive.  You  see  I  had  supped 
at  the  '  Rose '  along  with  Tom  Trippet  and  half  a  dozen  pretty 
fellows  ;  and  I  had  eased  a  great  fat-headed  Warwickshire  land- 
junker —  what  d'ye  call  him?  —  squire,  of  forty  pieces;  and 
I'm  dev'lish  good-humored  when  I've  won,  and  so  Cat  and  I 
made  it  up :  but  I've  taught  her  never  to  bring  me  stale  beer 
again  —  ha,  ha !  " 

This  conversation  will  explain,  a  great  deal  better  than  any 
description  of  ours,  however  eloquent,  the  state  of  things  as 
between  Count  Maximilian  and  Mrs.  Catherine,  and  the  feel- 
ings which  they  entertained  for  each  other.  The  woman  loved 
him,  that  was  the  fact.  And,  as  we  have  shown  in  the  pre- 
vious chapter  how  John  Hayes,  a  mean-spirited  fellow  as  ever 
breathed,  in  respect  of  all  other  passions  a  pigmy,  was  in  the 
passion  of  love  a  giant,  and  followed  Mrs.  Catherine  with  a 
furious  longing  which  might  seem  at  the  first  to  be  foreign  to 
his  nature  ;  in  the  like  manner,  and  playing  at  cross-purposes, 
Mrs.  Hall  had  become  smitten  of  tlic  Captain ;  and,  as  he  said 
truly,  only  liked  him  the  better  for  the  brutality  which  she  re- 
ceived at  his  hands.  For  it  is  m^-  opinion,  Madam^  that  love  is 
a  bodily  infirmit}^  from  which  humankind  can  no  more  escape 
than  from  small-pox ;  and  which  attacks  every  one  of  us,  from 
the  first  duke  in  the  Peerage  down  to  Jack  Ketch  inclusive ; 
which  has  no  respect  for  rank,  virtue,  or  roguery^  in  man,  but 
sets  each  in  his  turn  in  a  fever ;  which  breaks  out  the  deuce 
knows  how  or  wh}',  and,  raging  its  appointed  time,  fills  each 
individual  of  the  one  sex  with  a  blind  fury  and  longing  for  some 
one  of  the  other  (who  may  be  pure,  gentle,  blue-eyed,  beautiful, 
and  good  ;  or  vile,  shrewish,  squinting,  hunchbacked,  and  hide- 
ous, according  to  circumstances  and  luck)  ;  which  dies  away, 
perhaps  in  the  natural  course,  if  left  to  have  its  way,  but  which 
contradiction  causes  to  rage  more  furiously  than  ever.  Is  not 
history,  from  the  Trojan  war  upwards  and  downwards,  full  of 
instances  of  such  strange  inexplicable  passions?  Was  not 
Helen,  by  the  most  moderate  calculation,  ninety  years  of  age 
when  she  went  off  with  his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Paris  of 
Troy?  Was  not  Madame  La  Valliere  ill-made,  blear-eyed, 
tallow-complexioned,  scraggy,  and  with  hair  like  tow?  Was 
not  Wilkes  the  ugliest,  charmingest,  most  successful  man  in  the 
world?  Such  instances  might  be  carried  out  so  as  to  fill  a 
volume;  but  cui  bono'?  Love  is  fate,  and  not  will;  its  origin 
not  to  be  explained,  its  progress  irresistible :  and  the  best 
proof  of  this  may  be  had  at  Bow  Street   any  day,  where,  if 
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\  you  ask  any  oflicer  of  the  establishment  liow  they  take  most 
1  thieves,  he  will  tcU  you  at  the  houses  of  the  women.  They 
must  see  tlie  dear  creatures  though  they  hang  for  it ;  they  will 
love,  though  they  have  their  necks  in  the  halter.  And  with  re- 
gard to  the  other  position,  that  ill-usage  on  the  part  of  the  man 
does  not  destro}'  the  affection  of  the  woman,  have  we  not  num- 
berless police  reports  showing  how,  when  a  bystander  would 
beat  a  husband  for  beating  his  wife,  man  and  wife  fall  together 
on  the  interloper  and  punish  him  for  his  meddling? 

These  points,  then,  being  settled  to  the  satisiaction  of  all 
parties,  the  reader  will  not  be  disposed  to  question  the  assertion 
,  j  that  Mrs.  Hall  had  a  real  aftection  for  the  gallant  Count,  and 
'    grew,  as  Mr.  Brock  was  pleased  to  sa}-,  like  a  beefsteak,  more 
I  tender  as  she  was  thumped.     Poor  thing,  poor  thing  I  his  flashy 
airs  and  smart  looks  had  overcome  her  in  a  single  hour  ;  and  no 
more  is  wanted  to  plunge  into  love  over  head   and  ears  ;    no 
more  is  wanted  to  make  a  first  love  with  —  and  a  woman's  first 
love  lasts /or  ever  (a  man's  twenty-foui'th  or  twenty-fifth  is  per- 
haps the  best)  :  you  can't  kill  it,  do  what  3'ou  will ;  it  takes 
root,  and  lives  and  even  grows,  never  mind  what  the  soil  may 
be  in  which  it  is  planted,  or  the  bitter  weather  it  must  bear  — 
often  as  one  has  seen  a  wallrflower  grow  —  out  of  a  stone. 

iln  the  first  weeks  of  their  union,  the  Count  had  at  least  been 
liberal  to  her :  she  had  a  horse  and  fine  clothes,  and  received 
abroad  some  of  those  flattering  attentions  which   she  held  at 
such  high  price.     He  had,  however,  some  ill-luck  at  pla^',  or 
had  been  forced  to  pay  some  bills,  or  had  some  other  satis- 
factory reason  for  being  poor,  and  his  establishment  was  XQvy 
\  speedily  diminished.     He  argued  that,  as  Mrs.  Catherine  had 
1  been  accustomed  to  wait  on  others  all  her  life,  she  might  now 
I  wait  upon  herself  and  him  ;  and  when  the  incident  of  the  beer 
\  arose,  she  had  been  for  some  time  emploj-ed  as  the  Count's  house- 
f  keeper,  with  unlimited  superintendence  over  his  comfort,  his 
/  cellar,  his  linen,  and  such  matters  as  bachelors  are  delighted  to 
f  make  over  to  active  female   hands.      To  do  the  poor  wretch 
justice,  she  actually  kept  the  man's  menage  m  the  best  order ; 
nor  was  there  any  point  of  extravagance  with  which  she  could 
be  charged,  except  a  little  extravagance  of  dress  displayed  on 
the  very  few  occasions  when  he  condescended  to  walk  abroad 
with  her,  and  extravagance  of  language  and  passion  in  the 
frequent  quarrels  the^^  had  together.     Perhaps  in  such  a  con- 
nection as  subsisted  between  this  precious  couple,  these  faults 
are  inevitable  on  the  part  of  the  woman.     She  must  be  silly  and 
iTain,  and  will  pretty  surely  therefore  be  fond  of  dress  ;  and  she 

10 
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must,  disguise  it  as  she  will,  be  perpetually  miserable  and 
brooding  over  her  fall,  which  Avill  cause  her  to  be  violent  and 
quarrelsome. 

Such,  at  least,  was  Mrs.  Hall ;  and  very  early  did  the  poor, 
vain,  misguided  wretch  begin  to  reap  what  she  had  sown. 

For  a  man,  remorse  under  these  circumstances  is  perhaps 
uncommon.  No  stigma  affixes  on  him  for  betraying  a  woman : 
no  bitter  pangs  of  mortified  vault}' ;  no  insulting  looks  of  su- 
periority from  his  neighbor,  and  no  sentence  of  contemptuous 
banishment  is  read  against  him ;  these  all  faU  on  the  tempted, 
and  not  on  the  tempter,  who  is  permitted  to  go  free.    The  chief 

\  thing  that  a  man  learns  after  having  successfull}'  practised  on  a 
woman  is  to  despise  the  poor  wretch  whom  he  has  won.  The 
game,  in  fact,  and  the  glory,  such  as  it  is,  is  all  his,  and 
the  punishment  alone  falls  upon  her.  Consider  this,  ladies, 
when  charming  young  gentlemen  come  to  woo  j'ou  with  soft 
speeches.  You  have  nothing  to  win,  except  wretchedness,  and 
scorn,  and  desertion.  Consider  this,  and  be  thankful  to  your 
Solomons  for  teUing  it. 

)        It  came  to  pass,  then,  that  the  Count  had  come  to  have  a 

j  perfect  contempt  and  indifference  for  Mrs.  Hall ;  —  how  should 
he  not  for  a  3'oung  person  who  had  given  herself  up  to  him  so 

f  easily  ?  —  and  would  have  been  quite  glad  of  any  opportunity  of 
parting  with  her.  But  there  was  a  certain  lingering  shame 
about  the  man,  which  prevented  him  from  saying  at  once  and 
abruptl}',  "  Go!  "  and  the  poor  thing  did  not  choose  to  take 
such  hints  as  fell  out  in  the  course  of  their  conversation  and 
quarrels.  And  so  they  kept  on  together,  he  treating  her  with 
simple  insult,  and  she  hanging  on  desperately,  by  whatever 
feeble  twig  she  could  find,  to  the  rock  beyond  which  all  was 
naught,  or  death,  to  her. 

Well,  after  the  night  with  Tom  Trippet  and  the  pretty  fel- 
lows at  the  "  Rose,"  to  which  we  have  heard  the  Count  allude 
in  the  conversation  just  recorded.  Fortune  smiled  on  him  a 
.good  deal ;  I'or  the  Warwickshire  Squire,  who  had  lost  forty 
pieces  on  that  occasion,  insisted  on  having  his  revenge  the 
;night  after ;  whim,   strange  to  say,  a  hundred  and  fift,y  more 

ifound  their  way  into  the  pouch  of  his  Excellency  the  Count. 

iSuch  a  sum  as  this  quite  set  the  3'oung  nobleman  afloat  again, 
and  brought  back  a  pleasing  equanimity  to  his  mind,  which  had 
been  a  good  deal  disturbed  in  the  former  difficult  circumstan 
ces ;  and  in  this,  for  a  little  and  to  a  certain  extent,  poor  Cat 
had  the  happiness  to  share.  He  did  not  alter  the  stjle  of  his 
establishment,  which  consistedj  as  before,  of  herself  and  a  small 
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person  who  acted  as  scourer,  kitchen-wench,  and  scullion  ;  Mrs. 
Catherine  alwaj^s  putting  her  hand  to  the  principal  pieces  of  the 
dinner  ;  but  he  treated  his  mistress  with  tolerable  good-humor  ; 
or,  to  speak  more  correetl}',  with  such  bearable  brutalitj'  as 
might  be  expected  from  a  man  like  him  to  a  woman  in  her  con- 
dition. Besides,  a  certain  event  was  about  to  take  place, 
i  which  not  unusually  occurs  in  circumstances  of  this  nature,  aud 
1  Mrs.  Catherine  was  expecting  soon  to  lie  in. 

The  Captain,  distrusting  naturally  the  strength  of  his  own 
;  paternal  feelings,  had  kindly'  endeavored  to  provide  a  parent 
/  for  the  coming  infant ;  and  to  this  end  had  opened  a  negotta- 
/  tion  with  our  friend  Mr.  Thomas  Bullock,  declaring  that  Mrs. 
I    Cat  should  have  a  fortune  of  twenty  guineas,  and  reminding 
I    Tummas  of  his  ancient  flame  for  her :  but  Mr.  Turn  mas,  when 
this  proposition  was  made  to  him,  declined  it,  with  many  oaths, 
and  vowed   that  he  was  perfectl}'   satisfied  with  his    present 
bachelor  condition.     In  this  dilemma,  Mr.  Brock  stepped  for- 
ward, who  declared  himself  ver}-  ready  to  accept  Mrs.  Cath- 
erine  and  her  fortune  ;   and  might  possibly  have  become  the 
!  possessor  of  both,  had  not  Mrs.  Cat,  the  moment  she  heard  of 
I  the  proposed  arrangement,  with  fire  in  her  eyes,  and  rage  — 
'  oh,  how  bitter !  —  in  her  heart,  prevented  the  success  of  the 
measure  by  proceeding  incontinently  to  the  first  justice  of  the 
peace,  and  there  swearing  before  his  worship  who  was  the  father 
of  the  coming  child. 

This  proceeding,  which  she  had  expected  would  cause  not 

a  little  indignation  on  the  part  of  her  lord  and  master,  was 

i  received  by  him,  strangely  enough,  with   considerable   good- 

Ihumor :  he  swore  that  the  wench  had  served  him  a  good  trick, 

and  was  rather  amused  at  the  anger,  the  outbreak  of  fierce  rage 

Jand  contumely,  and  the  wretched,  wretched  tears  of  heart-sick 

desperation,  which  followed  her  announcement  of  this  step  to 

him.     For  Mr.  Brock,  she  repelled  his  otfer  with  scorn  and 

loathing,  and  ti-eated  the  notion  of  a  union  with  Mr.  Bullock 

v>  ith  yet  fiercer  contempt.     Marry  him  indeed  !   a  workhouse 

piuper  carrying  a  brown-bcss  !     She  would  have  died  sooner, 

ahe  said,  or  robbed  on  the  highway.     And  so,  to  do  her  justice, 

she  would  ;  for  the  little  minx  was  one  of  the  vainest  creatures 

^  in  existence,  and  vanitj'  (as  I  presume  everybody  knows)  be- 

J     comes  the  principle  in  certain  women's  hearts  —  their   moral 

J       spectacles,  their  conscience,  their  meat  and  drink,  their  only 

/       rule  of  right  and  wrong. 

^•^ —       As  for  Mr.  Tummas,  he,  as  we  have  seen,  was  quite  as  un- 
friendly to  the  proposition  as  she  could  be  ;  and  the  Corporal, 
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with  a  good  deal  of  comical  gravity,  vowed  that,  as  he  could 
not  be  satisfied  in  his  dearest  wishes,  he  would  take  to  drinking 
for  a  consolation  :  which  he  straightwa_y  did. 

"  Come,  Tummas,"  said  he  to  Mr.  Bullock,  "  since  we  can't 
have  the  girl  of  our  hearts,  why,  hang  it,  Turamas,  let's  drink 
her  health  !  "  To  which  Bullock  had  no  objection.  And  so 
strongly  did  the  disappointment  weigh  upon  honest  Corporal 
Brock  that  even  when,  after  unheard-of  quantities  of  beer,  he 
could  scarcely  utter  a  word,  he  was  seen  absolutel3-  to  weep, 
and,  in  accents  almost  unintelligible,  to  curse  his  confounded 

j    ill-luck,  at  being  deprived,  not  of  a  wife,  but  of  a  child  :  he 

I    wanted  one  so,  he  said,  to  comfort  him  in  his  old  age. 

'  The  time  of  Mrs.  Catherine's  couche  drew  near,  arrived,  and 

was  gone  through  safely.  She  presented  to  the  world  a  chop- 
ping bo3s  who  might  use,  if  he  liked,  the  Cralgenstein  arms  with 
a  bar-sinister  ;  and  in  her  new  cai-es  and  duties  had  not  so  many 

,  opportunities  as  usual  of  quarrelling  with  the  Count :  who,  per- 
haps, respected  her  situation,  or,  at  least,  was  so  properlv 
aware  of  the  necessity  of  quiet  to  her,  that  he  absented  himself 
from  home  morning,  noon,  and  night. 

The  Captain  had,  it  must  be  confessed,  turned  these  contin- 

,  ued  absences  to  a  considerable  worldly  profit,  for  he  played  in- 

cessantl}' ;  and,  since  his  first  victory  over   the  Warwickshire 

(■  Squire,  Fortune  had  been  so  favorable  to  him,  that  he  had  at 
various  intervals  amassed  a  sum  of  nearly  a  thousand  pounds, 
which  he  used  to  bring  home  as  he  won  ;  and  which  he  de- 
posited in  a  strong  iron  chest,  cunningly  screwed  down  by  him- 
self under  his  own  bed.  This  Mrs.  Catherine  regularly  made, 
and  the  treasure  underneath  it  could  be  no  secret  to  her. 
However,  the  noble  Count  kept  the  key,  and  bound  her  by 
many  solemn  oaths  (that  he  discharged  at  her  himself)  not  to 
reveal  to  any  other  person  the  existence  of  the  chest  and  its 
contents. 

But  it  is  not  in  woman's  nature  to  keep  such  secrets  ;  and 
the  Captain,  who  left  her  for  days  and  days,  did  not  reflect 
,  that  she  would  seek  for  confidants  elsewhere.     For  want  of  a 
I  female  companion,  she  was  compelled  to  bestow  her  sympathies 
upon  Mr.  Brock  ;  who,  as  the  Count's  corporal,  was  much  in 
i  his  lodgings,  and  who  did  manage  to  survive  the  disappoint- 
ment which  he  had  experienced  by  Mrs.  Catherine's  refusal 
of  him. 
I         About  two  months  after  the  infant's  birth,  the  Captain,  who 
I    was  annoyed  by  its  squalling,  put  it  abroad  to  nurse,  and  dis- 
J    missed  its  attendant.     Mrs.  Catherine  now  resumed  her  house- 
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hold  duties,  and  was,  as  before,  at  once  mistress  and  servant 

of  the  establishment.     As  such,  she  had  the  keys  of  the  beer, 

j  and  was  pretty-  sure  of  the  attentions  of  the  Corporal ;  who 

I  became,  as  we  have  said,  in  the  Count's  absence,  his  lady's 

I  chief  friend  and  companion.     After  the  manner  of  ladies,  she 

'  very  speedih^  confided  to  him  all  her  domestic  secrets :  the 

/  causes  of  her  former  discontent ;  the  Count's  ill-treatment  of 

J  her ;  the  wicked  names  he  called  her ;  the  prices  that  all  her 

/  gowns  had  cost  her ;  how  he  beat  her ;  how  much  money  he 

1  won  and  lost  at  plaj* ;  how  she  had  once  pawned  a  coat  for 

/   him  ;  how  he  had  four  .new  ones,  laced,  and  paid  for ;  what 

I    was  the  best  way  of  cleaning  and  keeping  gold-lace,  of  making 

'     cherry-brandy,  pickling  salmon,  &c.  &c.     Her  confidences  upon 

all  these  subjects  used  to  follow  each  other  in  rapid  succession  ; 

and  Mr.  Brock  became,  ere  long,  quite  as  well  acquainted  with 

the  Captain's  history  for  the  last  year  as  the  Count  himself:  — 

I  for   he   was   careless,    and   forgot   things ;   women   never   do. 

/  They  chronicle   all   the   lover's   small   actions,  his  words,  his 

/   headaches,  the  dresses  he  has  worn,  the  things  he  has  liked 

for  dinner  on   certain  days;  —  all  which  circumstances  com- 

monh'  are  expunged  from   the  male  brain  immediately  after 

they  have  occurred,  but  remain  fixed  Avith  the  female. 

I        To  Brock,  then,  and  to  Brock  only  (for  she  knew  no  other 

soul),  Mrs.  Cat  breathed,  in  strictest  confidence,  the  histor}-  of 

the  Count's  mnnings,  and  his  way  of  disposing  of  them ;  how 

he  kept  his  money  screwed  down   in   an  iron    chest  in  their 

room  :  and  a  very  lucky  fellow  did  Brock  consider  his  officer  for 

'  having  such  a  large  sum.     He  and  Cat  looked  at  the  chest ; 

it  was  small,  but  mighty  strong,  sure  enough,  and  would  defy 

picklocks  and  thieves.     Well,  if  an^^  man  deserved  money,  the 

Captain  did  ("though  he  might  buy  me  a  few  yards  of  that 

lace  I  love  so,"  interrupted  Cat) ,  —  if  any  man  deserved  money, 

he  did,  for  he  spent  it  like  a  prince,  and  his  hand  was  always 

in  his  pocket. 

It  must  now  be  stated  that  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein  had, 
during  Cat's  seclusion,  cast  his  eyes  upon  a  young  lady  of  good 
fortune,  who  frequented  the  Assembly  at  Birmingham,  and 
who  was  not  a  little  smitten  by  his  title  and  person.  The 
"  four  new  coats,  laced,  and  paid  fai,"  as  Cat  said,  had  been 
purchased,  most  probably,  by  his  Excellency  for  the  purpose 
of  dazzling  the  heiress  ;  and  he  and  the  coats  had  succeeded 
so  far  as  to  win  from  the  young  woman  an  actual  profession  of 
love,  and  a  promise  of  marriago  provided  Pa  would  consent. 
This  was  obtained,  —  for  Pa  was  a_^^desmau  ;  and  I  suppose 
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\  ever}'  one  of  my  readers  has  remarked  how  great  an  effect  a 
1  title  has  on  the  lower  classes.  Yes,  thank  heaven !  there  is 
J  about  a  free-born  Briton  a  cringing  baseness,  and  lickspittle 
!  awe  of  rank,  which  does  not  exist  under  an}'  tyranny  in  Eu- 
\  rope,  and  is  only  to  be  found  here  and  in  America. 

All  these  negotiations  had  been  going  on  quite  unknown  to 

Cat;  and,  as  the  Captain  had  determined,  before  two  months 

I  were  out,  to  fling  that  young  woman  on  the  pavS^  he  was  kind 

/  to   her  in  the  meanwhile :  people    always   are  wher^  they  are 

(   swindling  you,  or  meditating  an  injury  against  you. 

The  poor  girl  had  much    too  high  an  opinion  of  her  own 
charms  to  suspect  that  the  Count  could  be  unfaithful  to  them, 
and  had  no  notion  of  the  plot  that  was  formed  against  her. 
But  Mr.  Brock  had :  for  he  had  seen  many  times  a  gilt  coach 
with  a  pair  of  fat  white  horses  ambling  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  town,  and  the  Captain  on  his  black  steed  caracolling  ma- 
jestically by  its  side  ;  and  he  had  remarked  a  fat,  pudgy,  pale- 
I  haired  woman  treading  heavily  down  the  stairs  of  the  Assem- 
/  bly,  leaning  on  the  Captain's  arm  :  all  these  Mr.  Brock  had 
I  seen,  not  without  reflection.     Indeed,  the  Count  one  da}',  in 
l(  great  good-humor,  had  slapped  him  on  the  shoulder  and  told 
/,  him  that  he  was  about  speedily  to  purchase  a  regiment ;  when, 
/  by  his  great  gods,  Mr.    Brock  should  have  a  pair  of  colors. 
/    Perhaps  this  promise  occasioned  his  silence  to  Mrs.  Catherine 
'    hitherto ;  perhaps  he   never  would  have  peached   at  all ;  and 
perhaps,  therefore,  this  history  would  never  have  been  written, 
but  for  a  small  circumstance  which  occini-ed  at  this  i)eriod. 

"  What  can  you  want  with  that  drunken  old  Corporal 
always  about  your  quarters  ?  "  said  Mr.  Trippet  to  the  Count 
one  day,  as  they  sat  over  their  wine,  in  the  midst  of  a  merry 
company,  at  the  Captain's  rooms. 

"  What !  "  said  he.     "  Old  Brock?     The  old  thief  has  been 

more  useful  to  me  than  many  a  better  man.     He  is  brave  in 

a  row  as  a  lion,  as  cunning  in  intrigue  as  a  fox  ;  he  can  nose 

a  dun  at  an  inconceivable   distance,  and    scent  out  a  pretty 

}  woman  be  she  behind  ever  so  many  stone  walls.     If  a  gentle- 

I   man  wants  a  good  rascal  now,  I  can  recommend  him.     I  am 

I    going  to  reform,  you  know^  and  must   turn    him  out  of  my 

\   service." 

I         "  And  pretty  Mrs.  Cat?  " 

f         ''  Oh,  curse  pretty  Mrs.  Cat!  she  may  go  too." 
\        "And  the  brat?" 

"  Why,  you  have  parishes,  and  what  not,  here  in  England. 
Egad  !  if  a  gentleman  were  called  upon  to  keep  all  his  children, 
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,'  trhere  would  be  no  living :  no,  stap  my  vitals  !     Croesus  couldn't 
'    stand  it." 

y        "No,   indeed,"   said  Mr.   Trippet :  "you   are   right;    and 
/  when  a  gentleman  marries,  he  is  bound  in  honor  to  give  up 
/    such  low  connections  as  are  useful  when  he  is  a  bachelor." 

"  Of  course  ;  and  give  them  up  I  will,  when  the  sweet  Mrs. 

/Dripping  is  mine.  As  for  the  girl,  you  can  have  her,  Tom 
Trippet,  if  you  take  a  fancy  to  her;  and  as  for  the  Corporal, 
he  ma}'  be  handed  over  to  my  successor  in  Cutts's  :  —  for  I  will 
have  a  regiment  to  myself,  that's  poz  ;  and  to  take  with  me 
such  a  swindling,  pimping,  thieving,  brandy-faced  rascal  as 
this  Brock  will  never  do.  Egad  !  he's  a  disgrace  to  the  ser- 
vice. As  it  is,  I've  often  a  mind  to  have  the  superannuatec^ 
vagabond  drummed  out  of  the  corps." 

Although  this  resume  of  Mr.  Brock's  character  and  accom- 
plishments was  very  just,  it  came   perhaps  with   an   ill  grace 
from  Count  Gustavus  Adolphus  Maximilian,  who  had  profited 
by  all  his  qualities,  and  who  certainly  would  never  have  given 
,t  this  opinion  of  them  had  he  known  that  the  door  of  his  dining- 
//  parlor  was  open,  and  that  the  gallant  Corporal,  who  was  in  the 
//  passage,  could  hear  every  syllable  that  fell  from  the  lips  of  his 
/  /  commanding  officer.     We  shall  not  say,  after  the  fashion  of  the 
'       story-books,  that  Mr.  Brock  listened  with  a  flashing  eye   and 
a  d/stended  nostril ;  that  his  chest  heaved  tumultuousl}',  and 
that  his  hand  fell  down  mechanically  to  his  side,  where  it  pla3'ed 
with  the   brass  handle  of  his  sword.     Mr.   Kean  would  have 
gone  through  most  of  these  bodily  exercises  had  he  been  acting 
the  part  of  a  villain  enraged  and  disappointed  like  Corporal 
/  Brock  ;  but  that  gentleman  walked  awa}-  without  any  gestures 
of  any  kind,  and  as  gently  as  possible.     "  He'll  turn  me  out  of 
the  regiment,  will  he?"  says  he,  quite  piano ;  and  then  added 
{con  molta  espressione) ,  "  I'll  do  for  him." 

And  it  is  to  be  remarked  how  generally,  in  cases  of  this 
^    nature,  gentlemen  stick  to  their  word. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

IN    WHICH   A    NARCOTIC    IS    ADMINISTERED,    AND    A   GREAT    DEAL 
OF    GENTEEL    SOCIETY    DEPICTED. 

When  the  Corporal,  who  had  retreated  to  the  street-door 
immediately  on  hearing  the  above  conversation,  returned  to 
the  Captain's  lodgings  and  paid  his  respects  to  Mrs.  Catherine, 
he  found  that  lady  in  high  good-humor.  The  Count  had  been 
with  her,  she  said,  along  with  a  friend  of  his,  Mr.  Trippet ; 
had  promised  her  twelve  ^ards  of  the  lace  she  coveted  so  much  ; 
had  vowed  that  the  child  should  have  as  much  more  for  a  cloak  ; 
and  had  not  left  her  until  he  had  sat  with  her  for  an  hour,  or 
more,  over  a  bowl  of  punch,  which  he  made  on  purpose  for  her. 
Mr.  Trippet  stayed  too.  '^  A  mighty  pleasant  man."  said  she  ; 
"  only  not  very  wise,  and  seemingly  a  good  deal  in  liquor." 

"  A  good  deal  indeed  I  "  said  the  Corporal.  "  He  was  so 
tipsy  just  now,  that  he  could  hardly  stand.  He  and  his  honor 
were  talking  to  Nan  Fantail  in  the  market-place ;  and  she 
pulled  Trippet's  wig  off,  for  wanting  to  kiss  her." 

"The  nasty  fellow!"  said  Mrs.  Cat,  "to  demean  himself 
with  such  low  people  as  Nan  Fantail,  indeed  !  Why,  upon  my 
conscience  now.  Corporal,  it  was  but  an  hour  ago  that  Mr. 
Trippet  swore  he  never  saw  such  a  pair  of  eyes  as  mine,  and 
would  like  to  cut  the  Captain's  throat  for  the  love  of  me.  Nan 
Fantail  indeed ! " 

"Nan's  an  honest  girl,  Madam  Catherine,  and  was  a  great 
favorite  of  the  Captain's  before  some  one  else  came  in  his  way. 
No  one  can  say  a  word  against  her —  not  a  word." 

"And  pray.  Corporal,  who  ever  did?"  said  Mrs.  Cat, 
rather  off'ended.  "A  nasty,  angry  slut!  I  wonder  what  the 
men  can  see  in  her?  " 

"  She  has  got  a  smart  way  with  her,  sure  enough  ;  it's  what 
amuses  the  men,  and  —  " 

"  And  what?  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  my  Max  is  fond 
of  her  now?"  said  Mrs.  Catherine,  looking  ver}'  fierce. 

"  Oh,  no  ;  not  at  all :  not  of  her  ;  —  that  is  —  " 

"  Not  of  hei'  I "  screamed  she.     ' '  Of  whom,  then  ?  " 

"  Oh,  pslia  !  nonsense  !  Of  you,  my  dear,  to  be  sure  :  who 
else  should  he  care  for?  And,  besides,  what  business  is  it  of 
mine  ?  "     And  herewith  the  Corporal  began  whistling,  as  if  he 
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would  have  no  more  of  the  conversation.  But  Mrs.  Cat  was 
not  to  be  satisfied,  — not  she,  and  carried  on  her  cross-questions. 

'■  Wh}-,  look  you,"  said  the  Corporal,  after  parr^dng  many 
of  these,  — "Why,  look  you,  I'm  an  old  fool,  Catherine,  and 
I  must  blab.  That  man  has  been  the  best  friend  I  ever  had, 
and  so  I  was  quiet ;  but  I  can't  keep  it  in  any  longer,  —  no, 
hang  me  if  I  can  !  It's  my  belief  he's  acting  like  a  rascal  by 
you :  he  deceives  you,  Catherine  ;  he's  a  scoundrel,  Mrs.  Hall, 
that's  the  truth  on't." 

Catherine  prayed  him  to  tell  aU  he  knew  ;  and  he  resumed. 

"He  wants  you  off  his  hands;  he's  sick  of  you,  and  so 
brought  here  that  fool  Tom  Trippet,  who  has  taken  a  fanc}' 
to  you.  He  has  not  the  courage  to  turn  you  out  of  doors  like 
a  man  ;  though  in-doors  he  can  treat  you  like  a  beast.  But  I'll 
tell  3'ou  what  he'll  do.  In  a  month  he  will  go  to  Coventr}',  or 
pretend  to  go  there,  on  recruiting  business.  No  such  thing, 
Mrs.  Hall:  he's  going  on  marriage  business;  and  he'll  leave 
you  without  a  farthing,  to  starve  or  to  rot,  for  him.  It's  all 
arranged,  I  teU  you  :  in  a  month,  you  are  to  be  starved  into 
becoming  Tom  Trippet's  mistress  ;  and  his  honor  is  to  many 
ricTi  Miss  Dripping,  the  twenty-thousand-pounder  from  London  ; 
and  to  purchase  a  regiment ;  —  and  to  get  old  Brock  drummed 
out  of  Cutts's  too,"  said  the  Corporal,  under  his  breath.  But 
he  might  have  spoken  out,  if  he  chose  ;  for  the  poor  3'oung 
woman  had  sunk  on  the  ground  in  a  real  honest  fit. 

"I  thought  I  should  give  it  her,"  said  Mr.  Brock,  as  he 
procured  a  glass  of  water ;  and,  lifting  her  on  to  a  sofa,  sprin- 
kled the  same  over  her.     "  Hang  it !  how  prett}-  she  is." 

When  Mrs.  Catherine  came  to  herself  again,  Brock's  tone 
with  her  was  kind,  and  almost  feeling.  Nor  did  the  poor  wench 
herself  indulge  in  any  subsequent  shiverings  and  hysterics, 
such  as  usuall}'  follow  the  fainting-fits  of  persons  of  higher 
degree.  She  pressed  him  for  further  explanations,  which  he 
gave,  and  to  which  she  listened  with  a  great  deal  of  calmness : 
nor  did  many  tears,  sobs,  sighs,  or  exclamations  of  sorrow  or 
anger  escape  from  her :  onl}'  when  the  Corporal  was  taking 
his  leave,  and  said  to  her  point-blank,  —  "  Well,  Mrs.  Cathe- 
rine, and  what  do  you  intend  to  do?"  she  did  not  repl}-  a 
word  ;  but  gave  a  look  which  made  him  exclaim,  on  leaving  the 
room,  — 

"  B}'  heavens  !  the  woman  means  murder !  I  would  not  be 
the  Holofernes  lo  lie  l»y  tlie  side  of  such  a  Judith  as  that  — 
not  I ! "     And  he  went  his  way,  immersed  in  deep  thought. 
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When  the  Captain  returned  at  night,  she  did  not  speak  to  him ; 
and  when  he  swore  at  her  for  being  sulky,  she  only  said  she 
had  a  headache,  and  was  dreadfully  ill :  with  which  excuse 
Gustavus  Adolphus  seemed  satisfied,  and  left  her  to  herself. 

He  saw  her  the  next  morning  for  a  moment :  he  was  goinw 
^-shooting. 

/        Catherine  had  no  friend,  as  is  usual  in  tragedies  and  roman- 

/  ces, — no  mysterious    sorceress  of  her  acquaintance  to  whom 

I  she  could  apply  for  poison,  —  so  she  went  simply  to  the  apoth- 

ecaries,  pretending  at  each  that  she  had  a  dreadful  toothache, 

I    and  procuring  from   them  as  much  laudanum  as  she  thought 

would  suit  her  purpose. 

When  she  went  home  again,  she  seemed  almost  gay.  Mr. 
Brock  complimented  her  upon  the  alteration  in  her  appearance  ; 
and  she  was  enabled  to  receive  the  Captain  at  his  return  from 
shooting  in  such  a  manner  as  made  him  remark  that  she  had 
got  rid  of  her  sulks  of  the  morning,  and  might  sup  with  them, 
if  she  chose  to  keep  her  good-humor.  The  supper  was  got 
ready,  and  the  gentlemen  had  the  punch-bowl  when  the  cloth 
was  cleared, — Mrs.  Catherine,  with  her  delicate  hands,  pre- 
paring the  liquor. 

It  is  useless  to  describe  the  conversation  that  took  place,  or 
to  reckon  the  number  of  bowls  that  were  emptied  ;  or  to  tell 
how  Mr.  Trippet,  who  was  one  of  the  guests,  and  declined  to 
play  at  cards  when  some  of  the  others  began,  chose  to  remain 
by  Mrs.  Catherine's  side,  and  make  violent  love  to  her.  All 
this  might  be  told,  and  the  account,  however  faithful,  would 
not  be  very  pleasing.  No,  indeed  !  And  here,  though  we  are 
only  in  the  third  chapter  of  this  history,  we  feel  almost  sick  of 
the  characters  that  appear  in  it,  and  the  adventures  which  they 
,  \  are  called  upon  to  go  through.  But  how  can  we  help  ourselves'? 
I  jThe  public  will  hear  of  nothing  but  rogues  ;  and  the  only  way 
I  Jin  which  poor  authors,  who  must  live,  can  act  honestly  by  the 
public  and  themselves,  is  to  paint  such  thieves  as  they  are  : 
not  dandy,  poetical,  rose-water  thieves  ;  but  real  downright 
scoundrels,  leading  scoundrelly  lives,  drunken,  profligate,  dis- 
solute, low;  as  scoundrels  will  be.  They  don't  quote  Plato, 
like  Eugene  Aram  ;  or  live  like  gentlemen,  and  sing  the  pleas- 
antest  ballads  in  the  world,  like  jolly  Dick  Turpin  :  or  prate 
eternally  about  to  KaXov,  like  that  precious  canting  Maltravers, 
whom  we  all  of  us  have  read  about  and  pitied  ;  or  die  white- 
washed saints,  like  poor  "  Biss  Dadsy"  in  "Oliver  Twist." 
No,  my  dear  Madam,  you  and  your  daughters  have  no  right 
to  admire  and  sympathize  with  any  such  persons,  fictitious  or 
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real :  you  ought  to  be  made  cordially  to  detest,  scorn,  loathe, 
abhor,  and  abominate  all  people  of  this  kidney.  Men  of  genius 
like  those  whose  works  we  have  above  alluded  to,  have  no 
business  to  make  these  characters  interesting  or  agreeable  ;  to 
be  feeding  your  morbid  fancies,  or  indulging  their  own,  with 
such  monstrous  food.  For  our  parts,  3'oung  ladies,  we  beg  you 
to  bottle  up  your  tears,  and  not  waste  a  single  drop  of  them 
on  any  one  of  the  heroes  or  heroines  in  this  history  :  they  are 
all  rascals,  every  soul  of  them,  and  behave  "  as  sich."  Keep 
your  s^mpath}'  for  those  who  deserve  it :  don't  carry  it,  for 
preference,  to  the  Old  Baile}^,  and  grow  maudlin  over  the  com- 
pany assembled  there. 

Just,  then,  have  the  kindness  to  fancy  that  the  conversatioH 
which  took  place  over  the  bowls  of  punch  which  Mrs.  Catherine 
prepared,  was  such  as  might  be  expected  to  take  place  where 
/the  host  was  a  dissolute,  dare-devil,  libertine  captain  of  dra- 
I  goons,  the  guests  for  the  most  part  of  the  same  class,  and  the 
I  hostess  a  j'oung  woman  originall3-  from  a  country-  alehouse, 
•  and  for  the  present  mistress  to  the  entertainer  of  the  societ}'. 
They  talked,  and  they  drank,  and  they  grew  tips}';  and  very 
little  worth  hearing  occurred  during  the  course  of  the  wholef  ^±:r 
eTening.  Mr.  Brock  officiated,  half  as  the  servant,  half  as  the 
companion  of  the  societ}'.  Mr.  Thomas  Trippet  made  violent) 
love  to  Mrs.  Catherine,  while  her  lord  and  master  was  playing 
at  dice  with  tlie  other  gentlemen :  and  on  this  night,  strange 
to  say,  the  Captain's  fortune  seemed  to  desert  him.  The  AYar- 
wickshire  Squire,  from  whom  he  had  won  so  much,  had  an 
amazing  run  of  good  luck.  The  Captain  called  perpetually  for 
more  drink,  and  higher  stakes,  and  lost  almost  ever\'  throw. 
Three  hundred,  four  hundred,  six  hundred  —  all  his  winnings 
of  the  previous  months  were  swallowed  up  in  the  course  of  a 
few  hours.  The  Corporal  looked  on  ;  and,  to  do  him  justice, 
seemed  very  grave,  as,  sum  by  sum,  the  Squire  scored  down 
the  Count's  losses  on  the  paper  before  him. 

Most  of  the  company  had  taken  their  hats  and  staggered  off. 
The  Squire  and  Mr.  Trippet  were  the  only  two  that  remained, 
the  latter  still  lingering  by  Mrs.  Catherine's  sofa  and  table  ;  and 
las  she,  as  we  have  stated,  had  been  emplo3'ed  all  the  evening  in    ^ 
Imixing  the  liquor  for  the  gamesters,  he  was  at  the  head-quarters  p^ 
/of  love  and  drink,  and  had  swallowed  so  much  of  each  as  hardly    ^ 
/to  be  able  to  speak. 

The  dice  went  rattling  on  ;  the  candles  were  burning  dim, 
with  great  long  wicks.  Mr.  Trippet  could  hardly  see  the  Cap- 
tain, and  thought,  as  far  as  his  muzzy  reason  would  let  him, 
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that  the  Captain  could  not  see  him :  so  he  rose  from  his  chair 
as  well  as  he  could,  and  fell  down  on  Mrs.  Catherine's  sofa. 
His  eyes  were  fixed,  his  face  was  pale,  his  jaw  hung  down  ;  and 
he  flung  out  his  arms  and  said,  in  a  maudlin  voice,  "Oh,  3'ou 
byoo-oo-oo-tiffle  Cathrine,  I  must  have  a  kick-kick-iss." 

"  Beast !  "  said  Mrs.  Catherine,  and  pushed  him  awa^-.  The 
drunken  wretch  fell  off  the  sofa,  and  on  to  the  floor,  where  he 
stayed  ;  and,  after  snorting  out  some  unintelligible  sounds,  went 
to  sleep. 

The  dice  went  rattling  on  ;  the  candles  were  burning  dim, 
with  great  long  wicks. 

"Seven's  the  main,"  cried  the  Count.  "Four.  Three  to 
two  against  the  caster." 

"  Ponies,"  said  the  AVarwickshire  Squire. 

Rattle,  rattle,  rattle,  rattle,  clatter,  nine.  Clap,  clap,  clap, 
clap,  eleven.  Clutter,  clutter,  clutter,  clutter:  "Seven  it  is." 
says  the  Warwickshire  Squire.  "  That  makes  eight  hundred, 
Count." 

"  One  throw  for  two  hundred,"  said  the  Count.  "  But  stop  ! 
Cat,  give  us  some  more  punch." 

Mrs.  Cat  came  forward  ;  she  looked  a  little  pale,  and  her 
hand  trembled  somewhat.  "  Here  is  the  punch.  Max,"  said 
she.  It  was  steaming  hot,  in  a  large  glass.  "  Don't  drink  it 
all,  said  she  ;   "  leave  me  some." 

"  How  dark  it  is  !  "  said  the  Count,  eying  it. 

"  It's  the  brandy,"  sa3's  Cat. 

"Well,  here  goes  !  Squire,  curse  you!  here's  your  health, 
and  bad  luck  to  you  !  "  and  he  gulped  off"  more  than  half  the 
liquor  at  a  draught.  But  presently  he  put  down  the  glass  and 
tried,  "  What  infernal  poison  is  this.  Cat?  " 
||  "  Poison  !  "  said  she.  "  It's  no  poison.  Give  me  the  glass." 
jAnd  she  pledged  Max,  and  drank  a  little  of  it.  " 'Tis  good 
(punch.  Max,  and  of  my  brewing  ;  I  don't  think  you  will  ever  get 
I'an}^  better."  And  she  went  back  to  the  sofa  again,  and  sat 
^down,  and  looked  at  the  players. 

Mr.  Brock  looked  at  her  white  face  and  fixed  eyes  with  a 
grim  kind  of  curiosity.  The  Count  sputtered,  and  cursed  the 
horrid  taste  of  the  punch  still ;  but  he  presently  took  the  box, 
and  made  his  threatened  throw. 

As  before,  the  Squire  beat  him  ;  and  having  booked  his  win- 
nings, rose  from  table  as  well  as  he  might,  and  besought  Cor- 
poral Brock  to  lead  him  down  stairs  ;  which  Mr,  Brock  did. 

The  liquor  had  evidently  stupefied  the  Count :  he  sat  with 
his  head  between  his  hands,  muttering  wildly  about  ill-luck. 
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seven's  the  main,  bad  punch,  and  so  on.  The  street-door 
banged  to ;  and  the  steps  of  Brock  and  the  Squire  were  heard, 
until  they  could  be  heard  no  more. 

"  Max,"  said  she;  but  he  did  not  answer.  "Max,"  said 
she  again,  lajdng  her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

"  Cm-se  you,"  said  that  gentleman,  "  keep  off,  and  don't  be 

laying  your  paws  upon  me.    Go  to  bed,  you  jade,  or  to ,  for 

what  I  care  ;  and  giAC  me  first  some  more  punch,  —  a  gallon 
more  punch,  do  you  hear?" 

The  gentleman,  by  the  curses  at  the  commencement  of  this 
little  speech,  and  the  request  contained  at  the  end  of  it,  showed 
that  his  losses  vexed  him,  and  that  he  was  anxious  to  forget 
them  temporarily. 

"  Oh,  Max  !  "  whimpered  Mrs.  Cat,  "  3'ou  —  don't  —  want 
—  any  more  punch  ?  " 

"Don't!  Shan't  I  be  di'unk  in  mj'  own  house,  you  cursed 
whimpering  jade  you  ?  Get  out !  "  And  with  this  the  Captain 
proceeded  to  administer  a  blow  upon  Mrs.  Catherine's  cheek. 

Contrary  to  her  custom,  she  did  not  avenge  it,  or  seek  to 
do  so,  as  on  the  many  former  occasions  when  disputes  of  this 
nature  had  arisen  between  the  Count  and  her ;  but  now  Mrs. 
Catherine  fell  on  her  knees,  and  clasping  her  hands,  and  look- 
ing pitifull}'  in  the  Count's  face,  cried,  "  Oh,  Count,  forgive  me, 
forgive  me  !  " 

"Forgive  3'ou  !  What  for?  Because  I  slapped  ^'our  face? 
Ha,  ha  !    I'll  forgive  you  again,  if  you  don't  mind." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  no  !  "  said  she,  wringing  her  hands.  "  It  isn't 
that.  Max,  dear  Max,  will  you  forgive  me?  It  isn't  the  blow  — 
I  don't  mind  that :  it's  — " 

"  It's  what,  you  —  maudlin  fool  ?  " 

"  It's  the  punch  .'" 

The  Count,  who  was  more  than  half-seas-over,  here  assumed 
an  air  of  much  tipsy  graAity.  "  The  punch  !  No,  I  never  will 
forgive  you  that  last  glass  of  punch.  Of  all  the  foul,  beastly 
drinks  I  ever  tasted,  that  was  the  worst.  No,  I  never  will  for- 
give you  that  punch." 

"  Oh,  it  isn't  that,  it  isn't  that !  "  said  she. 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  that, you!     That  punch,  I  say  that 

punch  was  no  better  than  paw — aw — oison."  And  here  the 
Count's  head  sank  back,  and  he  fell  to  snore. 

"  It  teas  poison  !  "  said  she. 

"  What!"  screamed  he,  waking  up  at  once,  and  spurning 
her  away  from  him.  "What,  you  infernal  murderess,  have 
you  killed  me  ?  " 
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"Oh,  Max! — don't  kill  me,  Max!  It  was  laudanum  — 
indeed  it  was.  Yon  were  going  to  be  married,  and  I  was 
furious,  and  I  went  and  got  —  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  fiend,"  roared  out  the  Count ;  and 
I  with  more  presence  of  mind  than  politeness,  he  flung  the  re- 
'  mainder  of  the  liquor  (and,  indeed,  the  glass  with  it)  at  the 
•  head  of  Mrs.  Catherine.  But  the  poisoned  chalice  missed  its 
;  mark,  and  fell  right  on  the  nose  of  Mr.  Tom  Trippet,  who  was 
left  asleep  and  unobserved  under  the  table. 

Bleeding,  staggering,  swearing,  indeed  a  ghastly  sight,  up 
sprung  Mr.  Trippet,  and  drew  his  rapier.  "  Come  on,"  says 
he  ;  ' '  never  say  die  !  What's  the  row  ?  I'm  ready  for  a  dozen 
ofj'ou."  And  he  made  many  blind  and  furious  passes  about 
the  room. 

"  Curse  you,  we'll  die  together!  "  shouted  the  Count,  as  he 

too  pulled  out  his  toledo,  and  sprung  at  Mrs.  Catherine. 

f      "  Help  !  murder  !  thieves  !  "  shrieked  she.     "  Save  me,  Mr. 

j  Trippet,  save  me !  "  and  she  placed  that  gentleman  between 

herself  and  the  Count,  and  then  made  for  the  door  of  the  bed- 

,  room,  and  gained  it,  and  bolted  it. 

"  Out  of  the  way,  Trippet,"  roared  the  Count  —  "  out  of  the 
way,  you  drunken  beast !  I'll  murder  her,  I  will  —  I'll  have  the 
devil's  life."  And  here  he  gave  a  swinging  cut  at  Mr.  Trippet's 
sword :  it  sent  the  weapon  whirling  clean  out  of  his  hand,  and 
through  a  window  into  the  street. 

"Take  my  life,  then,"  said  Mr.  Trippet:  "I'm  drunk,  but 
I'm  a  man,  and,  damme  !  will  never  say  die." 

"  I  don't  want  3-our  life.  3-ou  stupid  fool.  Hark  3'ou,  Trip- 
pet, wake  and  be  sober,  if  you  can.  That  woman  has  heard  of 
my  marriage  with  Miss  Dripping." 

"  Twenty  thousand  pound,"  ejaculated  Trippet. 
I        "  She  has  been  jealous,  I  tell  you,  and  poisoned  us.     She 
I  has  put  laudanum  into  the  punch." 

I         "  What,  in  my  punch?"  said  Trippet,  growing  quite  sober, 
f  and  losing  his  courage.     "  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  " 

"  Don't  stand  howling  there  but  run  for  a  doctor;  'tis  our 
only  chance."  And  away  ran  Mr.  Trippet,  as  if  the  deuce 
were  at  his  heels. 

The  Count  had  forgotten  his  murderous  intentions  regarding 
his  mistress,  or  had  deferred  them  at  least,  under  the  conscious- 
ness of  his  own  pressing  danger.  And  it  must  be  said,  in  the 
praise  of  a  man  who  had  fought  for  and  against  Marlborough 
and  Tallard,  that  his  courage  in  this  trying  and  novel  predica- 
ment never  for  a  moment  deserted  him,  but  that  he  showed  the 
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greatest  daring,  as  well  as  ingenuitj',  in  meeting  and  averting 
the  danger.  He  flew  to  the  side-board,  where  were  the  relics 
of  a  supper,  and  seizing  the  mustard  and  salt  pots,  and  a  bottle 
of  oil,  he  emptied  them  all  into  a  jug,  into  which  he  further 
poured  a  vast  quantity  of  hot  water.  This  pleasing  mixture 
he  then,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  placed  to  his  lips,  and 
swallowed  as  much  of  it  as  nature  would  allow  him.  But  when 
he  had  imbibed  about  a  quart,  the  anticipated  effect  was  pro- 
duced, and  he  was  enabled,  b}^  the  power  of  this  ingenious 
extemporaneous  emetic,  to  get  rid  of  much  of  the  poison  which 
Mrs.  Catherine  had  administered  to  him. 

He  was  employed  in  these  efforts  when  the  doctor  entered, 
along  with  Mr.  Brock  and  Mr.  Trippet ;  who  was  not  a  little 
pleased  to  hear  that  the  poisoned  punch  had  not  in  all  proba- 
bility been  given  to  him.  He  was  recommended  to  take  some 
of  the  Count's  mixture,  as  a  precautionary  measure  ;  but  this  be 
refused,  and  retired  home,  leaving  the  Count  under  charge  of 
the  physician  and  his  faithful  corporal. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  say  what  further  remedies  were  em- 
plo^ed  b}'  them  to  restore  the  Captain  to  health  ;  but  after  some 
time  the  doctor,  pronouncing  that  the  danger  was,  he  hoped, 
averted,  recommended  that  his  patient  should  be  put  to  bed, 
and  that  somebody  should  sit  by  him ;  which  Brock  promised 
to  do. 

"  That  she-devil  will  murder  me,  if  you  don't,"  gasped  the 
poor  Count.  "  You  must  turn  her  out  of  the  bedroom  ;  or 
break  open  the  door,  if  she  refuses  to  let  you  in." 

And  this  step  was  found  to  be  necessary  ;  for,  after  shouting 
many  times,  and  in  vain,  Mr.  Brock  found  a  small  iron  bar 
(indeed  he  had  the  instrument  for  many  days  in  his  pocket) , 
and  forced  the  lock.  The  room  was  empty,  the  window  was 
open  :  the  pretty  barmaid  of  the  "  Bugle  "  had  fled. 

"  The  chest,"  said  the  Count  —  "is  the  chest  safe?  " 

The  Corporal  flew  to  the  bed,  under  which  it  was  screwed, 
and  looked,  and  said,  "  It  is  safe,  thank  heaven  !  "  The  win-  ( 
dow  was  closed.  The  Captain,  who  was  too  weak  to  stand 
without  help,  was  undressed  and  put  to  bed.  The  Corporal  sat 
down  by  his  side ;  slumber  stole  over  the  e3'es  of  the  patient ; 
and  his  wakeful  nurse  marked  with  satisfaction  the  progress  of 
the  beneficent  restorer  of  health. 

When  the  Captain  awoke,  as  he  did  some  time  afterwards, 
he  found,  very  much  to  his  surprise,  that  a  gag  had  been  placed 
in  his  mouth,  and  that  the  Corporal  was  in  the  act  of  wheeling 
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!his  bed  Lo  another  part  of  the  room.     He  attempted  to  move, 
and  gave  utterance  to  such  unintelligible  sounds  as  could  issue 
through  a  silk  handkerchief. 
' '  If  30ur  honor  stirs  or  cries  out  in  the  least,  I  will  cut  your 
honor's  throat,"  said  the  Corporal. 

And  then,  having  recourse  to  his  iron  bar  (the  reader  will 

now  see  why  he  was  provided  with  such  an  implement,  for  he 

had  been  meditating  this  coup  for  some  days),  he  proceeded 

first  to  attempt  to  burst  the  lock  of  the  little  iron  chest  in 

'  which  the  Count  kept  his  treasure,  and  failing  in  this,  to  un- 

;  screw  it  from  the  ground  ;  which  operation  he  performed  satis- 

,  factorily, 

"  You  see.  Count,"  said  he,  calmly,  "  when  rogues  fall  out, 
there's  the  deuce  to  pay.  You'll  have  me  drummed  out  of  the 
regiment,  will  you  ?  I'm  going  to  leave  it  of  my  own  accord, 
look  you,  and  to  live  like  a  gentleman  for  the  rest  of  my  daj's. 
Schlafen  sie  wohl,  noble  Captain :  bon  repos.  The  Squire  will 
be  with  you  pretty'  early  in  the  morning,  to  ask  for  the  money 
you  owe  him." 

With  these  sarcastic  observations  Mr.  Brock  departed  ;  not 
by  the  window,  as  Mrs.  Catherine  had  done,  but  by  the  door, 
quietly,  and  so  into  the  street.  And  when,  the  next  morning, 
the  doctor  came  to  visit  his  patient,  he  brought  with  him  a  story 
how,  at  the  dead  of  night,  Mr.  Brock  had  roused  the  ostler  at 
the  stables  where  the  Captain's  hoi'ses  were  kept  —  had  told 
him  that  Mrs.  Catherine  had  poisoned  the  Count,  and  had  run 
off  with  a  thousand  pounds ;  and  how  he  and  all  lovers  ot 
justice  ought  to  scour  the  country  in  pursuit  of  tlie  criminal. 
jFor  this  end  Mr.  Brock  mounted  the  Count's  best  liorse  —  that 
/very  animal  on  which  he  had  carried  away  Mrs.  Catherine  :  and 
/thus,  on  a  single  night.  Count  Maximilian  had  lost  his  mistress, 
/his  money,  his  horse,  his  corporal,  and  was  very  near  losing 
/  his  life. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

IN  WHICH    MRS.  CATHERINE    BECOMES    AN   HONEST   WOMAN   AGAIN. 

In  this  woful  plight,  moneyless,  wifeless,  horseless,  corpo- 
ralless,  with  a,  gag  in  his  mouth  and  a  rope  round  his  body,  are 
we  compelled  to  leave  the  gallant  Galgeustein,  until  his  friends 
and  the  progress  of  this  history  shall  deliver  him  from  his  du- 
i-anee.     Mr.  Brock's  adventures  on  the  Captain's  horse  must 
likewise  be  pretermitted ;  for  it  is  our  business  to  follow  Mrs. 
Catherine  through  the  window  by  which  she  made  her  escape, 
and  among  the  various  chances  that  befell  her. 
^      She  had  one  cause  to  congratulate  herself,  —  that  she  had 
/  not  her  baby  at  her  back  ;  for  the  infant  was  safely  housed 
/  under  the  care  of  a  nurse,  to  whom  the  Captain  was  answera- 
/  ble.     Beyond  this  her  prospects  were  but  dismal :  no  home  to 
/    fly  to,  but  a  few  shillings  in  her  pocket,  and  a  whole  heap  of 
'    injuries  and  dark  revengeful  thoughts  in  her  bosom :  it  was  a 
sad  task  to  her  to  look  either  backwards  or  forwards'.     Whither 
was  she  to  fly?     How  to  live?     What  good  chance  was  to  be- 
\  friend  her?     There  was  an  angel  watching  over  the  steps  of 
[Mrs.   Cat  —  not  a  good  one,  I  think,  but  one  of  those  from 
[that  unnamable  place,  who  have  their  many  subjects  here  on 
/  earth,  and  often  are  pleased  to  extricate  them  from  worse  per- 
plexities. 

Mrs.  Cat,  now,  had  not  committed  murder,  but  as  bad  as 
murder ;  and  as  she  felt  not  the  smallest  repentance  in  her 
heart  —  as  she  had,  in  the  course  of  her  life  and  connection 

i'  with  the  Captain,  performed  and  gloried  in  a  number  of  wicked 
coquetries,  idlenesses,  vanities,  lies,  flts  of  anger,  slanders, 
foul  abuses,  and  what  not  —  she  was  fairly  bound  over  to  this 
dark  angel  whom  we  have  alluded  to  ;  and  he  dealt  with  her, 
and  aided  her,  as  one  of  his  own  children. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that,  in  this  strait,  he  appeared  to  her 
in  the  likeness  of  a  gentleman  in  black,  and  made  her  sign  her 
name  in  blood  to  a  document  conveying  over  to  him  her  soul, 
in  exchange  for  certain  conditions  to  be  performed  b}'  him. 
Such  diabolical  bargains  have  always  appeared  to  me  unworthy 
of  the  astute  personage  who  is  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  par- 
ties to  them ;  and  who  would  scarc^ely  l)e  fool  enough  to  pay 
1  dearly  for  that  which  he  can  have  in  a  few  years  for  nothing. 
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It  is  not,  then,  to  be  supposed  that  a  demon  of  darkness  ap- 
peared to  Mrs.  Cat,  and  led  her  into  a  flaming  chariot,  har- 
nessed by  dragons,  and  careering  through  air  at  the  rate  of  a 
thousand  leagues  a  minute.  No  such  thing :  the  vehicle  that 
was  sent  to  aid  her  was  one  of  a  much  more  vulgar  descrip- 
tion. 

The  "Liverpool  carryvan,"  then,  which  in  the  year  1706 
used  to  perform  the  journey  between  London  and  that  place  in 
ten  days,  left  Birmingham  about  an  hour  after  Mrs.  Catherine 
,had  quitted  that  town  ;  and  as  she  sat  weeping  on  a  hillside, 
.'and  plunged  in  bitter  meditation,  the  lumbering,  jingling  vehi- 
icle  overtook  her.  The  coachman  was  marching  by  the  side  of 
I  his  horses,  and  encouraging  them  to  maintain  their  pace  of  two 
f  miles  an  hour ;  the  passengers  had  some  of  them  left  the  vehi- 
cle, in  order  to  walk  up  the  hill ;  and  the  carriage  had  arrived 
at  the  top  of  it,  and,  meditating  a  brisk  trot  down  the  declivity, 
waited  there  until  the  lagging  passengers  should  arrive  :  when 
,;  Jehu,  casting  a  good-natured  glance  upon  Mrs.  Catherine, 
j  asked  the  pretty  maid  whence  she  was  come,  and  whether  she 
I  would  like  a  ride  in  his  carriage.  To  the  latter  of  which  ques- 
[  tions  Mrs.  Catherine  replied  truh'^  3'es ;  to  the  former,  her  an- 
'.  swer  was  that  she  had  come  from  Stratford :  whereas,  as  we 
very  well  know,  she  had  lately  quitted  Birmingham. 

"  Hast  thee  seen  a  woman  pass  this  way,  on  a  black  horse, 
with  a  large  bag  of  goold  over  the  saddle  ? "  said  Jehu,  prepar- 
ing to  mount  upon  the  roof  of  his  coach. 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Cat. 

"Nor  a  trooper  on  another  horse  after  her  —  no?  Well, 
there  be  a  mortal  row  down  Birmingham  way  about  sich  a  one. 
She  have  killed,  they  say,  nine  gentlemen  at  supper,  and  have 
strangled  a  German  prince  in  bed.  She  have  robbed  him  of 
twent}^  thousand  guineas,  and  have  rode  away  on  a  black 
horse." 

"  That  can't  be  I,"  said  Mrs.  Cat,  naively  ;  "  for  I  have  but 
three  shillings  and  a  groat." 

"  No,  it  can't  be  thee,  truly,  for  where's  your  bag  of  goold? 
and,  besides,  thee  hast  got  too  pretty  a  face  to  do  such  wicked 
things  as  to  kill  nine  gentlemen  and  strangle  a  German  prince." 

"  Law,  coachman,"  said  Mrs.  Cat,  blushing  archly  —  "  Law, 
coachman,  do  you  think  so  ?  "  The  girl  would  have  been  pleased 
with  a  compliment  even  on  her  way  to  be  hanged ;  and  the  par- 
ley ended  by  Mrs.  Catherine  stepping  into  the  carriage,  where 
there  was  room  for  eight  people  at  least,  and  where  two  or  three 
individuals  had  already  taken  their  places. 
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/,  For  these  Mrs.  Catherine  had  in  the  first  place  to  make  a 
I  story,  which  she  did ;  and  a  very  ghb  one  for  a  person  of  her 
years  and  education.  Being  asked  whither  she  was  bound, 
and  how  she  came  to  be  alone  of  a  morning  sitting  b}^  a  road- 
side, she  invented  a  neat  history  suitable  to  the  occasion, 
which  eUcited  much  interest  from  her  feUow-passengers  :  one 
in  particular,  a  young  man,  who  had  caught  a  glimpse  of 
her  face  under  her  hood,  was  very  tender  in  his  attentions 
to  her. 

But  whether  it  was  that  she  had  been  too  much  fatigued  b}- 
the  occurrences  of  the  past  day  and  sleepless  night,  or  whether 
the  little  laudanum  which  she  had  drunk  a  few  hours  previously 
now  began  to  act  upon  her,  certain  it  is  that  Mrs.  Cat  now 
suddenly  grew  sick,  feverish,  and  extraordinarily  sleepy  ;  and 
in  this  state  she  continued  for  many  hours,  to  the  pity  of  all 
her  fellow-ti-avellers.  At  length  the  "carry van"  reached  the 
mn,  where  horses  and  passengers  were  accustomed  to  rest  for 
a  few  hours,  and  to  dine  ;  and  Mrs.  Catherine  was  somewhat 
awakened  by  the  stir  of  the  passengers,  and  the  friendly  voice 
of  the  inn-sen' ant  welcoming  them  to  dinner.  The  gentleman 
who  had  been  smitten  by  her  beauty  now  urged  her  very  po- 
litely to  descend ;  which,  taking  the  protection  of  his  arm,  she 
accordingh-  did. 

He  made  some  ver}^  gallant  speeches  to  her  as  she  stepped 
out ;  and  she  must  have  been  very  much  occupied  by  them,  or 
!  rapt  up  in  her  own  thoughts,  or  stupefied  by  sleep,  fever,  and 
opium,  for  she  did  not  take  any  heed  of  the  place  into  which 
she  was  going :  which  had  she  done,  she  would  probably  have 
preferred  remaining  in  the  coach,  dinnerless  and  ill.  Indeed, 
the  inn  into  which  she  was  about  to  make  her  entrance  was  no 
other  than  the  "  Bugle,"  from  which  she  set  forth  at  the  com- 
mencement of  this  histor}- ;  and  which  then,  as  now,  was  kept 
b}'  her  relative,  the  thrifty  Mrs.  Score.  That  good  landlad}', 
seeing  a  lad}-,  in  a  smart  hood  and  cloak,  leaning,  as  if  faint, 
upon  the  arm  of  a  gentleman  of  good  appearance,  concluded 
them  to  be  man  and  wife,  and  folks  of  quality  too  ;  and  with 
much  discrimination,  as  well  as  sympathy,  led  them  through 
the  public  kitchen  to  her  own  private  parlor,  or  bar,  where  she 
handed  the  lady  an  arm-chair,  and  asked  what  she  would  like 
to  drink.  B}'  this  time  and  indeed  at  the  very  moment  she 
heard  her  aunt's  voice,  Mrs.  Catherine  was  aware  of  her  situa- 
l  tion  :  and  when  her  companion  retired,  and  the  landlady  with 
;  much  officiousness  insisted  on  removing  her  hood,  she  was  quite 
prepared  for  the  screech  of  surprise  which  Mrs.  Score  gave  on 
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dropping  it,  exclaiming,  "  Wh}',  law  bless  us,  it's  our  Cathe- 
rine ! " 

"  I'm  very  ill,  and  tired,  aunt,"  said  Cat ;  "  and  would  give 
the  world  for  a  few  hours'  sleep." 

"A  few  hours  and  welcome,  my  love,  and  a  sack-posset 
too.  You  do  look  sadly  tired  and  poorly,  sure  enough.  Ah, 
Cat,  Cat !  you  great  ladies  are  sad  rakes,  I  do  believe.  I 
wager  now,  that  with  all  your  balls,  and  carriages,  and  fine 
clothes,  3'ou  are  neither  so  happy  nor  so  well  as  when  you  lived 
with  your  poor  old  aunt,  who  used  to  love  you  so."  And  with 
these  gentle  words,  and  an  embrace  or  two,  which  Mrs.  Cathe- 
I'ine  wondered  at,  and  permitted,  she  was  conducted  to  that 
very  bed  which  the  Count  had  occupied  a  3'ear  previously,  and 
undressed,  and  laid  in  it,  and  affectionately  tucked  up,  by  her 
aunt,  who  marvelled  at  the  fineness  of  her  clothes,  as  she  re- 
moved them  piece  b}'  piece  ;  and  when  she  saw  that  iu  Mrs. 
Catherine's  pocket  there  was  only  the  sum  of  three-and-four- 
pence,  said,  archly,  '^  There  was  no  need  of  money,  for  the  Cap- 
'  tain  took  care  of  that." 

Mrs.  Cat  did  not  undeceive  her  ;  and  deceived  Mrs.  Score 
certainly  was, — for  she  imagined  the  well-dressed  gentleman 
who  led  Cat  from  the  carriage  was  no  other  than  the  Count ; 
and,  as  she  had  heard,  from  time  to  time,  exaggerated  reports 
of  the  splendor  of  the  establishment  which  he  kept  up,  she  was 
induced  to  look  upon  her  niece  with  the  very  highest  respect, 
and  to  treat  her  as  if  she  were  a  fine  lady.     "  And  so  she  is 
a  fine  lady,"  Mrs.  Score  had  said  months  ago,  when  some  of 
'  these  flattering  stories  reached  her,  and  she  had  overcome  her 
1  first  fury  at  Catherine's  elopement.     "  The  girl  was  very  cruel 
i  to  leave  me  ;  but  we  must  recollect  that  she  is  as  good  as  mar- 
ried to   a   nobleman,   and  must   all    forget  and    forgive,   you 
know." 

This  speech  had  been  made  to  Dr.  Dobbs,  who  was  in  the 
habit  of  taking  a  pipe  and  a  tankard  at  the  "  Bugle."  and  it  had 
been  roundly  reprobated  by  the  worthy  divine  :  who  told  Mrs. 
Score  that  the  crime  of  Catherine  was  only  the  more  heinous,  if 
it  had  been  committed  from  interested  motives  ;  and  protested 
that,  were  she  a  princess,  he  would  never  speak  to  her  again. 
Mrs.  Score  thought  and  pronounced  the  Doctor's  opinion  to  be 
very  bigoted  ;  indeed,  she  was  one  of  those  persons  who  have 
a  inarvellous  respect  for  prosperity,  and  a  corresponding  scorn 
for  ill-fortune.  When,  therefore,  she  returned  to  the  public 
room,  she  went  gi-aciously  to  the  gentleman  who  had  led  Mrs. 
Catherine  from  the  carriage,  and  with  a  knowing  curtsy  wel- 
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corned  him  to  i\w  ••  Bugle  ;  "  told  him  that  his  lady  would  not 
come  to  dinner,  but  bade  her  say,  with  her  best  love  to  his 
lordship,  that  the  ride  had  fatigued  her,  and  that  she  would  lie 
in  bed  for  an  hour  or  two. 

This  speech  was  received  with  much  wonder  b}'  his  lordship  ; 
who  was,  indeed,  no  other  than  a  Liverpool  tailor  going  to 
London  to  learn  fashions ;  but  he  only  smiled,  and  did  not  un- 
deceive the  landlady,  who  herself  went  off,  smilingl}-,  to  bustle 
about  dinner. 

The  two  or  three  hours  allotted  to  that  meal  by  the  liberal 
coachmasters  of  those  days  passed  away,  and  Mr.  CoacluBan, 
declaring  that  his  horses  were  now  rested  enough,  and  that  they 
had  twelve  miles  to  ride,  put  the  steeds  to,  and  summoned  the 
passengers.  Mrs.  Score,  who  had  seen  with  much  satisfaction 
that  her  niece  was  really  ill,  and  her  fever  more  violent,  and 
hoped  to  have  her  for  many  days  an  inmate  in  her  house,  now 
came  forward,  and  casting  upon  the  Liverpool  tailor  a  look  of 
profound  but  respectful  melancholy,  said,  ''My  lord  (for  T 
recollect  your  lordship  quite  well),  the  lady  up  stairs  is  so  ill, 
that  it  would  be  a  sin  to  move  her :  had  I  not  better  tell  coach' 
man  to  take  down  your  lordship's  trunks,  and  the  lady's,  and 
make  you  a  bed  in  the  next  room  ?  " 

Ver}'  much  to  her  surprise,  this  proposition  was  received 
with  a  roar  of  laughter.  "  Madam,"  said  the  person  addressed, 
"  I'm  not  a  lord,  but  a  tailor  and  draper  ;  and  as  for  that  young 
woman,  before  to-day  I  never  set  eyes  on  her." 

^'■What!"  screamed  out  Mrs.  Score.     "Are  not  you  the 

Count  ?  .  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  a'n't  Cat's ?     Do 

you  mean  to  say  that  you  didn't  order  her  bed,  and  that  you 
won't  pay  this  here  little  bill?"  And  with  this  she  produced 
a  document,  b}-  which  the  Count's  lad}'  was  made  her  debtor  in 
a  sum  of  half  a  guinea. 

These  passionate  words  excited  more  and  more  laughter. 
"  Pay  it,  my  lord,"  said  the  coachman  ;  "  and  then  come  along, 
for  time  presses."  "  Our  respects  to  her  ladvship,"  said  one 
passenger.  "  Tell  her  my  lord  can't  wait,"  said  another;  and 
with  much  merriment  one  and  all  quitted  the  hotel,  entered  the 
coach,  and  rattled  off". 

Dumb  —  pale  with  terror  and  rage  —  bill  in  hand,  Mrs.  Score 

1  had  followed  the  company ;  but  w^hen  the  coach  disappeared 

her  senses  returned.     Back  she  flew  into  the  inn,  overturning 

the  ostler,  not  deigning  to  answer  Dr.  Dobbs  (who,  from  behind 

soft  tobacco-fumes,  mildly  asked  the  reason  of  her  disturbance), 
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and,  bounding  up  stairs  like  a  fury,  she  rushed  into  the  room 
where  Catherine  hxy. 

"Well,  madam!"  said  she,  in  her  highest  key,  "do  you 
mean  that  you  have  come  into  this  here  house  to  swindle  me  ? 
Do  you  dare  for  to  come  with  3'our  airs  here,  and  call  yourself 
a  nobleman's  lad}',  and  sleep  in  the  best  bed,  when  you're  no 
better  nor  a  common  tramper?  I'll  thank  3'ou,  ma'am,  to  get 
out,  ma'am.  I'll  have  no  sick  paupers  in  this  house,  ma'am. 
You  know  your  way  to  the  workhouse,  ma'am,  and  there  I'll 
trouble  you  for  to  go."  And  here  Mrs.  Score  proceeded  quickly 
to  pull  off  the  bedclothes  ;  and  poor  Cat  arose,  shivering  with 
fright  and  fever. 

She  had  no  spirit  to  answer,  as  she  would  have  done  the  da}^ 
before,  when  an  oath  from  any  human  being  would  have  brought 
half  a  dozen  from  her  in  return  ;  or  a  knife,  or  a  plate,  or  a  leg 
of  mutton,  if  such  had  been  to  her  hand.  She  had  no  spirit 
left  for  such  repartees  ;  but  in  reply  to  the  above  words  of  Mrs. 
Score,  and  a  great  manj'  more  of  the  same  kind  —  which  are 
not  necessar}'  for  our  histor3%  but  which  that  lady  uttered  with 
inconceivable  shrillness  and  volubilit}',  the  poor  wench  could 
say  little,  — only  sob  and  shiver,  and  gather  up  the  clothes 
again,  crying,  "Oh,  aunt,  don't  speak  unkind  to  me!  I'm 
very  unhappy,  and  very  ill !  " 

"  111,  you  strumpet !  ill,  be  hanged  !  Ill  is  as  ill  does  ;  and 
if  you  are  ill,  it's  only  what  you  merit.  Get  out !  dress  yourself 
—  tramp  !  Get  to  the  workhouse,  and  don't  come  to  cheat  me 
any  more!  Dress  yourself — do  30U  hear?  Satin  petticoat 
forsooth,  and  lace  to  her  smock  !  " 

Poor,  wretched,  chattering,  burning,  shivering,  Catherine 
huddled  on  her  clothes  as  well  as  she  might :  she  seemed 
hardlj^  to  know  or  see  what  she  was  doing,  and  did  not  reply 
a  single  word  to  the  many  that  the  landlady  let  fall.  Cat  tot- 
tered down  the  narrow  stairs,  and  through  the  kitchen,  and  to 
the  door ;  which  she  caught  hold  of,  and  paused  awhile,  and 
Looked  into  Mrs.  Score's  face,  as  for  one  more  chance,  "Get 
out,  you  nasty  trull !  "  said  that  lady,  sternly,  with  arms  akimbo  ; 
and  poor  Catherine,  with  a  most  piteous  scream  and  outgush 
of  tears,  let  go  of  the  door-post  and  staggered  away  into  the 
road. 

"Why,  no  —  yes  —  no  —  it  is  poor  Catherine  Hall,  as  I 
live  ! "  said  somebody  starting  up,  shoving  aside  Mrs.  Score 
very  rudely,  and  running  into  the  road,  wig  off  and  pipe  in 
hand.     It  was  honest  Dr.  Dobbs  ;  and  the  result  of  his  inter- 
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/    view  with  Mrs.  Cat  was,  that  he  gave  up  for  ever  smoking  his 
'      pipe  at  the  '  •  Bugle  ;  "  and  that  she  lay  sick  of  a  fever  for  some 
weeks  in  his  house. 

/  \       Over  this  part  of  Mrs.  Cat's  history  we  shall  be  as  brief  as 
/   }  possible  ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  nothing  immoral  occurred  dur- 
J    (ing  her  whole  staj'  at  the  good  Doctor's  house  ;  and  we  are  not 
/going  to  insult  the  reader  by  offering  him  silly  pictures  of  piety, 
/  cheerfulness,  good  sense,  and  simplicit}' ;  which  are  milk-and- 
/  water  virtues  after  all,  and  have  no  relish  with  them  like  a  good 
/  .strong  vice,  highly  peppered.      Well,  to  be  short:  Dr.  Dobbs, 
I  though  a  profound  theologian,  was  a  very  simple  gentleman ; 
/  and  before  Mrs.  Cat  had  been  a  month  in  the  house,  he  had 
/  learned  to  look  upon  her  as  one  of  the  most  injured  and  repent- 
I  ant  characters  in  the  world  ;  and  had,  with  Mrs.  Dobbs,  resolved 
/  many  plans  for  the  future  welfare  of  the  3'oung  Magdalen.    ' '  She 
I   was  but  sixteen,  my  love,  recollect,"  said  the  Doctor  ;  "  she  was 
j    carried  off,  not  by  her  own  wish  either.     The  Count  swore  he 
would  marry  her ;  and,  though  she  did  not  leave  him  until  that 
monster  tried  to  poison  her,  yet  think  what  a  fine  Christian 
j  spirit  the  poor  girl  has  shown  !  she  forgives  him  as  heartil}*  — 
/  more  heartily,  I  am  sure,  than  I  do  Mrs.  Score  for  turning  her 
'   adrift  in  that  wicked  wa}'."    The  reader  will  perceive  some  differ- 
ence in  the  Doctor's  statement  and  ours,  which  we  assure  him  is 
the  ti'ue  one  ;  but  the  fact  is,  the  honest  rector  had  had  his  tale 
from  Mrs.  Cat,  and  it  was  not  in  his  nature  to  doubt,  if  she  had 
told  him  a  history  ten  times  more  wonderful. 

The  reverend  gentleman  and  his  wife  then  laid  their  heads 

together  ;  and,  recollecting  something  of  John  Hayes's  former 

attachment  to  Mrs.  Cat,  thought  that  it  might  be  advantageously 

renewed,  should  Hayes  be  still  constant.    Having  ver}'  adroitl}^ 

sounded  Catherine  (so  adroitlj',  indeed,  as  to  ask  her  "whether 

j  she  would  like  to  marry  John  Hayes?"),  that  3'oung  woman 

/  had  replied,  "  No.     She  had  loved  John  Hayes  —  he  had  been 

I  her  earl}',  onl}'  love  ;   but  she  was  fallen  now,  and  not  good 

I   enough  for  him."     And  this  made  the  Dobbs  family  admire  her 

'   more  and  more,  and  cast  about  for  means  to  bring  the  marriage 

to  pass. 

Hayes  was  awa3'from  the  village  when  Mrs.  Cat  had  arrived 
there  ;  but  he  did  not  fail  to  hear  of  her  illness,  and  how  her 
aunt  had  deserted  her.  and  the  good  Doctor  taken  her  in.  The 
worthy  Doctor  himself  met  Mr.  Ha3'es  on  the  gi-een  ;  and,  tell- 
ing him  that  some  repairs  were  wanting  in  his  kitchen,  begged 
him  to  step  in  and  examine  them.     Hayes  first  said  no,  plump, 
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and  then  no,  gently ;  and  then  pished,  and  then  psha'd ;  and 
then,  trembling  veiy  much,  went  in  :  and  there  sat  Mrs.  Cath- 
erine, trembling  ver3'  nmch  too. 

What  passed  between  them?  If  your  ladyship  is  anxious 
to  know,  think  of  that  morning  when  Sir  John  himself  popped 
the  question.  Could  there  be  an^'thing  more  stupid  than  the 
conversation  which  took  place?  Such  stuff  is  not  worth  repeat- 
ing :  no,  not  when  uttered  by  people  in  the  very  genteelest  of 
compam' ;  as  for  the  amorous  dialogue  of  a  carpenter  and  an 
ex-barmaid,  it  is  worse  still.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  Mr.  Hayes, 
who  had  had  a  3-ear  to  recover  from  his  passion,  and  had,  to 
all  appearances,  quelled  it,  was  over  head  and  ears  again  the 
very  moment  he  saw  Mrs.  Cat,  and  had  all  his  work  to  do 
again. 

Whether  the  Doctor  knew  what  was  going  on,  I  can't  say  ; 
but  this  matter  is  certain,  that  every  evening  Hayes  was  now  in 
/  the  rector}-  kitchen,  or  else  walking  abroad  with  Mrs.  Catherine  : 
I  and  whether  she  ran  away  with  him,  or  he  with  her,  I  shall  not 
■  make  it  my  business  to  inquire  ;  but  certainl}'  at  the  end  of  three 
riionths  (which  must  be  crowded  up  into  this  one  little  sentence), 
another  elopement  took  place  in  the  village.     ''  I  should  have 
prevented  it,    certainly,"  said  Dr.   Dobbs  —  whereat  his  wife 
smiled  ;  "but  the  young  people  kept  the  matter  a  secret  from 
me."     And  so  he  would,  had  he  known  it ;   but  though  Mrs. 
Dobbs  had  made  several  attempts  to  acquaint  him  with  the  pre- 
cise hour  and  method  of  the  intended  elopement  he  peremptorily 
ordered  her  to  hold  her  tongue.     The  fact  is,  that  the  matter 
had  been  discussed  by  the  rector's  lady  many  times.     ••  Young 
!  Hayes,"  would  she  say,  "has  a  pretty  little  fortune  and  trade 
of  his  own  ;  he  is  an  only  son,  and  may  marry  as  he  likes  ;  and 
though  not  specially  handsome,  generous,  or  amiable,  has  an 
undeniable  love  for  Cat  (who,  3-ou  know,  must  not  be  particu- 
:    lar),  and  the  sooner  she  marries  him,  I  think,  the  better.    They 
I    can't  be  married  at  our  church,  you  know,  and — "     "Well," 
said  the  Doctor,  "  if  they  are  married  elsewhere,  /can't  help  it, 
and  know  nothing  about  it,  look  you."     And  upon  this  hint  the 
elopement  took  place  :  which,  indeed,  was  peaceably  performed 
early  one  Sunday'  morning  about  a  month  after ;    Mrs.  Hall 
/    getting  behind  Mr.  Hayes  on  a  pillion,  and  all  the  children  of 
/     the  parsonage  giggUng  behind  the  window-blinds  to  see  the 
;      pair  go  off. 

During  this  month  Mr.  Hayes  had  caused  the  banns  to  be 
published  at  the  town  of  Worcester  ;  judging  riglitly  that  in  a 
great  town  thry  would  cause  no  such  remark  as  in  a  solitary 
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/  village,  and  Ihither  he  conducted  his  lady.     O  ill-starred  John 

/  Hayes !   whither  do  the  dark  fates  lead  3'ou  ?     O  foolish  Dr. 

/  Dobbs,  to  forget  that  young  people  ought  to  honor  their  parents, 

/    and  to  yield  to  sill}-  Mrs.  Dobbs's  ardent  propensity  for  making 

I    matches ! 

The  London  Gazette  of  the  1st  April,  1706,  contains  a  procla- 
mation by  the  Queen  for  putting  into  execution  an  Act  of  Par- 
liament for  the  encouragement  and  increase  of  seamen,  and 
for  the  better  and  speedier  manning  of  her  Majesty's  fleet, 
which  authorizes  all  justices  to  issue  warrants  to  constables, 
petty  constables,  head-boroughs,  and  tithing-men,  to  enter, 
and  if  need  be,  to  break  open  the  doors  of  any  houses  where 
they  shall  believe  deserting  seamen  to  be  ;  and  for  the  further 
increase  and  encouragement  of  the  navy,  to  take  able-bodied 
landsmen  when  seamen  fail.  This  act,  which  occupies  four 
columns  of  the  Gazette,  and  another  of  similar  length  and  mean- 
ing for  pressing  men  into  the  army,  need  not  be  quoted  at  length 
here  ;  but  caused  a  mighty  stir  throughout  the  kingdom  at  the 
time  when  it  was  in  force. 

As  one  has  seen  or  heard,  after  the  march  of  a  great  arm}', 
a  number  of  rogues  and  loose  characters  bring  up  the  rear ;  in 
like  manner,  at  the  tail  of  a  great  measure  of  State,  follow 
many  roguish  personal  interests,  which  are  protected  by  the 
main  bod}-.  The  great  measure  of  Reform,  for  instance,  car- 
ried along  with  it  much  private  jobbing  and  swindling  —  as 
could  be  shown  were  we  not  inclined  to  deal  mildly  with  the 
Whigs  ;  and  this  P^nlistment  Act,  which,  in  order  to  maintain 
the  British  glories  in  Flanders,  dealt  most  cruelly  with  the 
British  people  in  England  (it  is  not  the  first  time  that  a  man 
has  been  pinched  at  home  to  make  a  fine  appearance  a1)road), 
created  a  great  company-  of  rascals  and  informers  throughout 
the  land,  who  lived  upon  it ;  or  upon  extortion  from  those  who 
were  subject  to  it,  or  not  being  subject  to  it  were  frightened 
into  the  belief  that  the}'  were. 

When  Mr.  Hayes  and  his  lady  had  gone  through  the  mar- 
riage ceremony  at  Worcester,  the  former,  concluding  that  at 
such  a  place  lodging  and  food  might  be  procured  at  a  cheaper 
rate,  looked  about  carefully  for  the  meanest  public-house  in  the 
town,  where  he  might  deposit  his  bride. 

In  the  kitchen  of  this  inn,  a  party  of  men  were  drinking; 
and,  as  Mrs.  Hayes  declined,  with  a  proper  sense  of  her  supe- 
liority,  to  eat  in  company  with  such  low  fellows,  the  landlady 
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showed  her  and  her  husband  to  an  inner  apartment,  where  they 
might  be  served  in  private. 

The  kitchen  party  seemed,  indeed,  not  such  as  a  lady  would 
choose  to  join.  There  was  one  huge  lanky  fellow,  that  looked 
like  a  soldier,  and  had  a  halberd ;  another  was  habited  in  a 
sailor's  costume,  with  a  fascinating  patch  over  one  eye  ;  and 
a  third,  who  seemed  the  leader  of  the  gang,  was  a  stout  man  in 
a  sailor's  frock  and  a  horseman's  jack-boots,  whom  one  might 
fancy,  if  he  were  an3'thing,  to  be  a  horse-marine. 

Of  one  of  these  worthies,  Mrs.  Hayes  thought  she  knew  the 
figure  and  voice  ;  and  she  found  her  conjectures  were  trae, 
when,  all  of  a  sudden,  three  people,  without  "  with  3'our  leave  " 
or  "  by  3'our  leave,"  burst  into  the  room,  into  which  she  and 
her  spouse  had  retired.  At  their  head  was  no  other  than  her 
old  friend,  Mr.  Peter  Brock  ;  he  had  his  sword  drawn,  and  his 
finger  to  his  lips,  enjoining  silence,  as  it  were,  to  Mrs.  Cathe- 
rine. He  with  the  patch  on  his  eye  seized  incontinently  on 
''Mr.  Hayes  ;  the  tall  man  with  the  halberd  kept  the  door  ;  two 
or  three  heroes  supported  the  one-eyed  man  ;  who,  with  a  loud 
voice,  exclaimed,  "Down  with  your  arms  —  no  resistance! 
3^ou  are  my  prisoner,  in  the  Queen's  name  !  " 

And  here,  at  this  lock,  we  shall  leave  the  whole  company 
until  the  next  chapter ;  which  may  possibly  explain  what  they 
were. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CONTAINS  MR.  BROCk's  AUTOBIOGRAPHY,  AND  OTHER  MATTER. 

"  You  don't  sure  believe  these  men?"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  as 
soon  as  the  first  alarm  caused  by  the  irruption  of  Mr.  Brock 
and  his  companions  had  subsided.  "  These  are  no  magistrate's 
men  :  it  is  but  a  trick  to  rob  you  of  your  money,  John." 

"  I  will  never  give  up  a  farthing  of  it !  "  screamed  Haj'es. 

"Yonder  fellow,"  continued  Mrs.  Catherine,  "  I  know,  for 
all  his  drawn  sword  and  fierce  looks  ;  his  name  is  —  " 

"  Wood,  madam,  at  your  service  !  "  said  Mr.  Brock.  "  I  am 
follower  to  Mr.  Justice  Gobble,  of  this  town  :  a'n't  I,  Tim  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Brock  to  the  tall  halberd-man  who  was  keeping  the  door. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  said  Tim,  archly;  "we're  all  followers  of 
his  honor,  Justice  Gobble." 
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"  Certainl}^ !  "  said  the  one-ej-ed  man. 

"  Of  course  !  "  cried  the  man  in  the  nightcap. 

"  I  suppose,  madaui,  3ou're  satisfied  now?"  continued  Mr. 
Brock  a.  Wood.  "  You  can't  deny  the  testimon}- of  gentlemen 
like  these  ;  and  our  commission  is  to  apprehend  all  able-bodied 
male  persons  who  can  give  no  good  account  of  themselves,  and 
enroll  them  in  the  service  of  her  Majesty.  Look  at  this  Mr. 
Ha^'es  "  (who  stood  trembling  in  his  shoes).  '-Can  there  be 
a  bolder,  properer,  straighter  gentleman  ?  We'll  have  him  for 
a  grenadier  before  the  da^-'s  over  !  " 

''Take   heart,   John  —  don't  be    frightened.     Psha !  I  tell 
you  I  know  the  man,"  cried  out  Mrs.  Hayes  :  "he  is  onl}'  here  * 
to  extort  mone}'." 

"  Oh,  for  that  matter,  I  do  think  I  recollect  the  lady.  Let 
me  see?  where  Avas  it?  At  Birmingham,  I  think, — ay,  at 
Birmingham,  —  about  the  time  when  the}-  tried  to  murder 
Count  Gal —  " 

"Oh,  sir!  "  here  cried  Madam  Ha^'es,  dropping  her  voice 
at  once  from  a  tone  of  scorn  to  one  of  gentlest  entreat}',  "  what 
is  it  you  want  with  my  husband  ?  I  know  not,  indeed,  if  ever 
I  saw  you  before.  For  what  do  you  seize  him?  How  much 
will  you  take  to  release  him,  and  let  us  go?  Name  the  sum  ; 
he  is  rich,  and  —  " 

'-'•  Rich^  Catherine!"  cried  Hayes.  "Rich!  —  O  heavens! 
Sir,  I  have  nothing  but  my  hands  to  support  me  :  I  am  a  poor 
carpenter,  sir,  working  under  my  father  !  " 

"  He  can  give  twenty  guineas  to  be  free  ;  I  know  he  can  !  " 
said  Mrs.  Cat. 

"•  I  have  but  a  guinea  to  carry  me  home,"  sighed  out  Hayes. 

"  But  you  have  twenty  at  home,  John,"  said  his  wife. 
"Give  these  brave  gentlemen  a  writing  to  your  mother,  and 
she  will  pay  ;  and  you  will  let  us  free  then,  gentlemen  —  won't 
you?" 

"  When  the  money's  paid,  yes,"  said  the  leader,  Mr.  Brock. 

"  Oh,  in  course,"  echoed  the  tall  man  with  the  halberd. 
"What's  a  thrifling  detintion,  my  dear?"  continued  he,  ad- 
dressing Hayes.  "We'll  amuse  you  in  your  absence,  and 
drink  to  the  health  of  your  pretty  wife  here." 

This  promise,  to  do  the  halberdier  justice,  he  fulfilled.  He 
called  upon  the  landlady  to  produce  the  desired  liquor ;  and 
when  Mr.  Hayes  flung  himself  at  that  lady's  feet,  demanding 
succor  from  her,  and  asking  whether  there  was  no  law  in  the 
land  — 

"  There's  no  law  at  the  '  Three  Rooks'  except  this!  "  said 
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Mr.  Brock  in  replj',  holding  up  a  liorse-pistol.     To  which  the 
hostess,  grinning,  assented,  and  silently  went  her  way. 

After  some  fnrther  solicitations,  John  Haj-es  drew  out  the 
necessar}'  letter  to  his  father,  stating  that  he  was  pressed,  and 
would  not  be  set  free  under  a  sum  of  twenty  guineas  ;  and  that 
it  would  be  of  no  use  to  detain  the  bearer  of  the  letter,  inasmuch 
as  the  gentlemen  who  had  possession  of  him  vowed  that  they 
would  murder  him  should  any  harm  befall  their  comrade.  As 
a  further  proof  of  the  authenticit}'  of  the  letter,  a  token  was 
added :  a  ring  that  Hayes  wore,  and  that  his  mother  had 
given  him. 

The  missives  Avere,  after  some  consultation,  entrusted  to  the 
care  of  the  tall  halberdier,  who  seemed  to  rank  as  second  in 
command  of  the  forces  that  marched  under  Corporal  Brock. 
This  gentleman  was  called  indifferently  Ensign,  Mr.,  or  even 
Captain  Macshane  ;  his  intimates  occasionally  in  sport  called 
him  Nosey,  from  the  prominence  of  that  feature  in  his  counte- 
nance ;  or  Spindleshius,  for  the  very  reason  which  brought  on 
the  first  Edward  a  similar  nickname.  Mr.  Macshane  then 
quitted  Worcester,  mounted  on  Hayes's  horse ;  leaving  all 
parties  at  the  "Three  Rooks"  not  a  little  anxious  for  his 
return. 

/  This  was  not  to  be  expected  until  the  next  morning  ;  and  a 
weary  nuitde  noces  did  Mr.  Hayes  pass.  Dinner  was  served, 
and,  according  to  promise,  Mr.  Brock  and  his  two  friends  enjo3'ed 
the  meal  along  with  the  bride  and  bridegroom.  Punch  followed, 
and  this  was  taken  in  company  ;  then  came  supper.  Mr.  Brock 
alone  partook  of  this,  the  other  two  gentlemen  preferring  the 
society  of  their  pipes  and  the  landlady  in  the  kitchen. 
j  "  It  is  a  soiTy  entertainment  I  confess,"  said  the  ex-corporal, 
/  "  and  a  dismal  way  for  a  gentleman  to  spend  his  bridal  night ; 
but  somebody  must  stay  with  you,  my  dears  :  for  who  knows 
but  you  might  take  a  fancy  to  scream  out  of  window,  and  then 
there  would  be  murder,  and  the  deuce  and  all  to  pay  ?  One  of 
us  must  stay,  and  m}-  friends  love  a  pipe,  so  you  must  put  up 
with  my  company  until  he  can  relieve  guard." 

The  reader  will  not,  of  course,  expect  that  three  people  who 
were  to  pass  the  night,  however  unwillingly,  together  in  an  inn- 
room,  should  sit  there  dumb  and  mood}',  and  without  any  per- 
sonal communication  ;  on  the  contrary,  Mr.  Brock,  as  an  old 
soldier,  entertained  his  prisoners  with  the  utmost  courtesy,  and 
did  all  that  lay  in  his  power,  by  the  help  of  liquor  and  conversa- 
tion, to  render  their  durance  tolerable.  On  the  bridegroom  his 
attentions  were  a  good  deal  thrown  away  :  Mr.  Ha}- es  consented 
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to  drink  copiously,  but  could  not  be  made  to  talk  much  ;  and, 
in  fact,  the  fright  of  the  seizure,  the  fate  hanging  over  him  should 
his  parents  refuse  a  ransom,  and  the  tremendous  outlay  of  money 
which  would  take  place  should  the}'  accede  to  it,  weighed  alto- 
gether on  his  mind  so  much  as  utterly  to  unman  it. 

As  for  Mrs.  Cat,  I  don't  think  she  was  at  all  sorry  in  her 
heart  to  see  the  old  Corporal :  for  he  had  been  a  friend  of  old 
times  —  dear  times  to  her ;  she  had  had  from  him,  too,  and  felt 
for  him  not  a  little  kindness  :  and  there  was  reallj'  a  very  tender, 
innocent  friendship  subsisting  between  this  pair  of  rascals,  who 
.  relished  mucli  a  night's  conversation  together. 

The  Corporal,  after  treating  his  prisoners  to  punch  in  great 
quantities,  proposed  the  amusement  of  cards  :  over  which  Mr. 
Hayes  had  not  been  occupied  more  than  an  hour,  when  he  found 
himself  so  excessivelj^  sleepy  as  to  be  persuaded  to  fling  himself 
down  on  the  bed,  dressed  as  he  was,  and  there  to  snore  away 
until  morning. 

Mrs.  Catherine  had  no  inclination  for  slcef) :  and  the  Corpo- 
ral, equally  wakeful,  plied  incessantly  the  bottle,  and  held  with 
her  a  great  deal  of  conversation.  The  sleep,  which  was  equiva- 
lent to  the  absence  of  John  Hayes,  took  all  restraint  from  their 
talk.  She  explained  to  Brock  the  circumstances  of  her  mar- 
riage, which  we  have  already  described  ;  they  wondered  at  the 
chance  which  had  brought  them  together  at  the  '•  Three  Rooks  :  " 
nor  did  Brock  at  all  hesitate  to  tell  her  at  once  that  his  calling 
was  quite  illegal,  and  that  his  intention  was  simply  to  extort 
money.  The  worth}'  Corporal  had  not  the  slightest  shame  re- 
garding his  own  profession,  and  cut  many  jokes  with  Mrs.  Cat 
about  her  late  one  :  her  attempt  to  murder  the  Count,  and  her 
future  prospects  as  a  wife. 

And  here,  having  brought  him  upon  the  scene  again,  we 
may  as  well  shortl}'  narrate  some  of  the  principal  circumstances 
which  befell  him  after  his  sudden  departure  from  Birmingham  ; 
and  which  he  narrated  with  much  candor  to  Mrs.  Catherine. 

He  rode  the  Captain's  horse  to  Oxford  (having  exchanged 
his  military  dress  for  a  civil  costume  on  the  road),  and  at  Ox- 
ford he  disposed  of  '"George  of  Denmark,"  a  great  bargain, 
to  one  of  the  heads  of  colleges.  As  soon  as  JMr.  Brock,  who 
t<iok  on  himself  the  style  and  title  of  Captain  Wood,  had  suflB- 
cientl}'  examined  the  curiosities  of  the  Universit}-,  he  proceeded 
at  once  to  the  capital :  the  only  place  for  a  gentleman  of  his 
\fortune  and  figure. 

Here  he  read,  with  a  great  deal  of  philosoi)hicaI  indifference, 
in  the  Daily  Post,  the   Couraut^  the   Observotor,  the  Gazette,  and 
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ithe  chief  journals  of  those  days,  which  he  made  a  point  of  ex- 
faminingat  '^  Button's"  and   "Will's,"  an  accurate  description 
•  of  his  person,  his  clothes,  and  the  horse  he  rode,  and  a  prom- 
i  ise  of  lift}'  guineas'  reward  to  any  person  who  would  give  an 
I  account  of  him  (so  that  he  m-ight  be  captured)  to  Captain  Count 
'  Galgenstein  at  Birmingham,  to  Mr.  Murfey  at  the   "  Golden 
Ball"  in  the  ISavoy,  or  Mr.   Bates   at  the   "Blew  Anchor  in 
Pickadilly."     But  Captain  Wood  in  an  enormous  full-bottomed 
periwig  that  cost  him  sixty  pounds,*  with  high  red  heels  to  his 
shoes,  a  silver  sword,  and  a  gold  snutf-box,  and  a  large  wound 
(obtained,  he  said,  at  the  siege  of  Barcelona) ,  which  disfigured 
much  of  his  countenance,  and  caused  him  to  cover  one  eye, 
was  in  small  danger,  he  thought,  of  being  mistaken  for  Corpo- 
ral Brock,  the  deserter  of  Cutts's  ;  and  strutted  along  the  Mall 
with  as  grave  an  air  as  the  very  best  nobleman  who  appeared 
there.     He  was  generally,  indeed,  voted  to  be  very  good  com- 
pan}^ ;  and  as  his  expenses  were  unhmited   ("A  few  convent 
candlesticks,  my  dear,"  he  used  to  whisper,  "melt  into  a  vast 
number  of  doubloons  "),  he  commanded  as  good  society  as  he 
chose  to  ask  for  ;  and  it  was  speedily  known  as  a  fact  through- 
out  town,    that   Captain   Wood,    who    had    served   under   his 
,  majesty   Charles  III.  of  Spain,   had  carried  off  the  diamond 
I  petticoat  of  our  Lady  of  Compostella,  and  lived  upon  the  pro- 
/  ceeds  of  the   fraud.     People  were  good  Protestants  in  those 
days,  and  many  a  one  longed  to  have  been  his  partner  in  the 
pious  plunder. 

All  surmises  concerning  his  wealth.  Captain  Wood,  with 
much  discretion,  encouraged.  He  contradicted  no  report,  but 
was  quite  read}'  to  coniirm  all ;  and  when  two  different  rumors 
were  positively  put  to  him,  he  used  to  laugh,  and  say,  "My 
dear  sir,  /  don't  make  the  stories ;  but  I'm  not  called  upon  to 
I  deny  them  ;  and  I  give  you  fair  warning,  that  I  shall  assent  to 
every  one  of  them ;  so  you  may  believe  them  or  not,  as  j'ou 
please."  And  so  he  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  gentleman, 
not  only  wealthy,  but  discreet.  In  truth,  it  was  almost  a  pity 
that  worthy  Brock  had  not  been  a  gentleman  born ;  in  which 
.  case,  doubtless,  he  would  have  lived  and  died  as  became  his 
station  ;  for  he  spent  his  money  like  a  gentleman,  he  loved 
women  like  a  gentleman,  he  would  fight  like  a  gentleman,  he 
gambled  and  got  drunk  like  a  gentleman.  What  did  he  want 
else?  Only  a  matter  of  six  descents,  a  little  money,  and  an 
estate,  to  render  him  the  equal  of  St.  John  or  Harley.     "  Ah, 

*  In  the  ingenious  contemporary  history  of  Moll  Flanders,  a  periwig  is 
mentioned  as  costing  tliat  sum. 
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those  were  merry  days  !  "  would  Mr.  Brock  say,  —  for  he  loved, 
in  a  good  old  age,  to  recount  the  story  of  his  London  fashion- 
able campaign;  —  "and  when  I  think  how  near  I  was  to 
become  a  great  man,  and  to  die  perhaps  a  general,  I  can't  but 
marvel  at  the  wicked  obstinacy  of  my  ill-luck." 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  I  did,  my  dear :  I  had  lodgings  in  Pic- 
cadill}',  as  if  I  were  a  lord  ;  I  had  two  large  periwigs,  and 
three  suits  of  laced  clothes  ;  I  kept  a  little  black  dressed  out 
like  a  Turk  ;  I  walked  daily  in  the  Mall ;  I  dined  at  the  pohtest 
ordinar}'  in  Covent  Garden  ;  I  frequented  the  best  of  coffee- 
houses, and  knew  all  the  pretty  fellows  of  the  town ;  I  cracked 
a  bottle  with  Mr.  Addison,  and  lent  man}'  a  piece  to  Dick  Steele 
(a  sad  debauched  rogue,  my  dear)  ;  and,  above  all,  I'll  tell 
you  what  I  did  —  the  noblest  stroke  that  sure  ever  a  gentleman 
performed  in  my  situation. 

"  One  da}-,  going  into  '  Will's,'  I  saw  a  crowd  of  gentlemen 
gathered  together,  and  heard  one  of  them  say,  '  Captain  Wood  ! 
I  don't  know  the  man  :  but  there  was  a  Captain  Wood  in 
vSouthwell's  regiment.'  Egad,  it  was  ray  Lord  Peterborough 
himself  who  was  talking  about  me  !  So,  putting  off  my  hat, 
I  made  a  most  gracious  conge  to  my  lord,  and  said  I  knew 
him,  and  rode  behind  him  at  Barcelona  on  our  entry  into  that 
town. 

"  '  No  doubt  3'ou  did,  Captain  Wood,'  says  m}-  lord,  taking 
m}'  hand  ;  '  and  no  doubt  you  know  me  :  for  many  more  know 
Tom  Fool,  than  Tom  Fool  knows.'  And  with  this,  at  which 
all  of  us  laughed,  m}-  lord  called  for  a  bottle,  and  he  and  I  sat 
down  and  drank  it  together. 

"Well,   he  was  in  disgrace,   as   you  know,   but  he  gi-ew 

mighty  fond  of   me,   and  —  would    you  believe  it?  —  nothing 

would  satisfy  him  but  presenting  me  at  Court !     Yes,  to  her 

sacred  Majest}'  the  Queen,  and  my  Lady  Marlborough,  who 

was  in  high  feather.     Ay,  truly,  the  sentinels  on  duty  used  to 

salute  me  as  if  I  were  Corporal  John  himself!     I  was  in  the 

high  road  to  fortune.     Charley  Mordaunt  used  to  call  me  Jack, 

and  drink  canary  at  m}-  chambers  ;  I  used  to  make  one  at  my 

I  Lord  Treasurer's  levee  ;  I  had  even  got  Mr.  Army-Secretary 

/  Walpole  to  take  a  hundred  guineas  in  a  compliment ;  and  he 

f   had  promised  me  a  majority  :  when  bad  luck  turned,  and  all 

my  fine  hopes  were  overthrown  in  a  twinkling. 

"  Y"ou  see,  my  dear,  that  after  we  had  left  that  gab}',  Gal- 
genstein,  — ha,  ha,  —  with  a  gag  in  his  mouth,  and  twopence- 
halfpenny  in  his  pocket,  the  honest  Count  was  in  the  sorriest 
plight  in  the  world  ;  owing  money  here  and  there  to  tradesmen, 
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a  cool  thousand  to  the  Warwickshire  Squire:  and  all  this  on 

eighty  pounds  a  3-ear !     Well,  for  a  little  time  the  tradesmen 

held  their  hands  ;    while  the  J0II3'  Count  moved  heaven  and 

I  earth  to  catch  hold  of  his  dear  Corporal  and  his  dear  raoney- 

i  bags  over  again,  and  placarded  every  town  from  London  to 

Liverpool  with  descriptions  of  m}"  pretty  person.     The  bird 

was   flown,    however, — the    money   clean    gone,  —  and  when 

/  there  was  no  hope  of  regaining  it,  what  did  the  creditors  do 

;  but  clap  my  ga}-  gentleman  into   Shrewsbury'  gaol :  where   I 

wish  he  had  rotted,  for  my  part. 

"But  no  such  luck  for  honest  Peter  Brock,  or  Captain 
Wood,  as  he  was  in  those  days.  One  blessed  Monday  I  went 
to  wait  on  Mr.  Secretary,  and  he  squeezed  my  hand  and  whis- 
'pered  to  me  that  I  was  to  be  Major  of  a  regiment  in  Virginia  — 
'the  very  thing :  for  3-ou  see,  my  dear,  I  didn't  care  about  join- 
ing m}'  Lord  Duke  in  Flanders  ;  being  prett}^  well  known  to 
the  arm}^  there.  The  Secretary  squeezed  ni}-  hand  (it  had  a 
fifty-pound  bill  in  it)  and  wished  me  joy,  and  called  me  Major, 
and  bowed  me  out  of  his  closet  into  the  ante-room  ;  and,  as 
gay  as  may  be,  I  went  ofl'  to  the  '  Tilt-yard  Coffee-house '  in 
Whitehall,  which  is  much  frequented  by  gentlemen  of  our  pro- 
fession, where  I  bragged  not  a  little  of  my  good  luck. 

"  Amongst  the  company  were  several  of  m}-  acquaintance, 

and  amongst  them  a  gentleman  I  did  not  much  care  to  see, 

look  you !     I  saw  a  uniform  that  I  knew  —  red  and  3'ellow 

(facings  —  Cutts's,  m^-  dear;    and  the  wearer  of  this  was  no 

[other  than   his   Excellenc}-   Gustavus   Adolphus    Maximilian, 

whom  we  all  know  of! 

"He  stared  me  full  in  the  face,  right  into  my  eye  (t'other 

one  was  patched,  30U  know)  ;    and  after  standing  stock-still 

with  his  mouth  open,  gave  a  step  back,  and  then  a  step  for- 

■Ward,  and  then  screeched  out,  '  It's  Brock  ! ' 

/      "  '  1  beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  sa3's  I ;  '  did  3'ou  speak  to  me?' 

/       "  '  I'll  swpni^  it's  Brock,'  cries  Gal,  as  soon  as  he  hears  m3' 

/  voice,  and  laid  hold  of  1113^  cuff  (a  prett3'  bit  of  mechlin  as  ever 

/  3'ou  saw,  by  the  wa3-). 

,  "  '  Sirrah  ! '  says  I,  drawing  it  back,  and  giving  m3'  lord  a 
(  little  touch  of  the  fist  (just  at  the  last  button  of  the  waistcoat, 
m3'  dear,  —  a  rare  jjlace  if  3'ou  wish  to  prevent  a  man  from 
speaking  too  much :  it  sent  him  reehng  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room).  '  Ruffian  ! '  says  I.  '  Dog  ! '  says  I.  '  Insolent  puppy 
and  coxcomb  !  what  do  you  mean  by  laying  your  hand  on  me  ? ' 
"  '  Faith,  Major,  3-011  giv  him  his  billyful,'  roared  out  a  long 
Irish  unattached  ensign,  that  I  had  treated  \v\i\i  many  a  glass 
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of  Nantz  at  the  tavern.  And  so,  indeed,  I  had  ;  for  the  wretch 
could  not  speak  for  some  minutes,  and  all  the  officers  stood 
laughing  at  him,  as  he  writhed  and  wriggled  hideously. 

"  '  Gentlemen,  this  is  a  monstrous  scandal,'  says  one  officer. 
'  Men  of  rank  and  honor  at  fists  like  a  parcel  of  carters  ! ' 

' '  '  Men  of  honor ! '  says  the  Count,  who  had  fetched  up  his 
breath  b}'  this  time.  (I  made  for  the  door,  but  Macshane  held 
me  and  said,  'Major,  you  are  not  going  to  shirk  him,  sure?' 
Whereupon  I  gripped  his  hand  and  vowed  I  would  have  the 
dog's  life.) 

"  '  Men  of  honor ! '  sajs  the  Count.  '  I  tell  you  the  man  is 
a  deserter,  a  thief,  and  a  swindler !  He  was  my  corporal,  and 
ran  away  with  a  thou — ' 

"'Dog,  you  lie!'  1  roared  out,  and  made  another  cut  at 
him  with  my  cane  ;  but  the  gentlemen  rushed  between  us. 

"'O  bluthanowns ! '  says  honest  Macshane,  'the  h'ing 
scounthrel  this  fellow  is  !  Gentlemen,  I  swear  be  tne  honor 
that  Captain  AVood  was  wounded  at  Barcelona ;  and  that  I  saw 
him  there  ;  and  that  he  and  I  ran  away  together  at  the  battle 
of  Almanza,  and  bad  luck  to  us.' 

"  You  see,  my  dear,  that  these  Irish  have  the  strongest  im- 
aginations in  the  world  ;  and  that  I  had  actually  persuaded 
poor  Mac  that  he  and  I  were  friends  iu  Spain.  Everybody 
knew  Mac,  who  was  a  character  in  his  way,  and  believed  him. 

"'Strike  a  gentleman!'  saj's  I.  'I'll  have  your  blood, 
I  will.' 

"  '  This  instant,'  says  the  Count,  who  was  boiling  with  fury ; 
'  and  where  30U  like.' 

"'Montague  House,'  says  I.  'Good,'  says  he.  And  off 
we  went.  In  good  time  too,  for  the  constables  came  in  at  the 
thought  of  such  a  disturbance,  and  wanted  to  take  us  in  charge. 

"  But  the  gentlemen  present,  being  military'  men,  would  not 
hear  of  this.  Out  came  Mac's  rapier,  and  that  of  half  a  dozen 
others  ;  and  the  constables  were  then  told  to  do  their  dut}-  if 
they  liked,  or  to  take  a  crown-piece  and  leave  us  to  oui'selves. 
Off  they  went ;  and  presently-,  in  a  couple  of  coaches,  the  Count 
i  and  his  friends,  I  and  mine,  drove  off  to  the  fields  behind  Mon- 
I  tague  House.     Oh,  that  vile  coffee-house  !  wh}-  did  I  enter  it? 

"We  came  to  the  ground.  Honest  Macshane  was  my 
second,  and  much  disappointed  because  the  second  on  the 
j  other  side  would  not  make  a  fight  of  it,  and  exchange  a  few 
*!  passes  with  him  ;  but  he  was  an  old  major,  a  cool  old  hand,  as 
1  brave  as  steel,  and  no  fool.  Well,  the  swords  are  measured, 
I  Galgenstein  strips  off  liis  doublet,  and  I  my  handsome  cut' 
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velvet  in  like  fashion.  Galgenstein  flings  off  his  hat,  and  I 
handed  mine  over  —  the  lace  on  it  cost  me  twenty  pounds. 
I  longed  to  be  at  him,  for  —  curse  him!  —  I  hate  him,  and 
know  that  he  has  no  chance  with  me  at  sword's-play. 

"'You'll  not  fight  in  that  periwig,  sure?'  sa^'s  Macshane. 
'  Of  course  not,'  says  I,  and  took  it  off. 

"May  all  barbers  be  roasted  in  flames;  may  all  periwigs, 
bob  wigs,  scratchwigs,  and  Ramillies  cocks,  frizzle  in  purgatory' 
from  this  da}'  forth  to  the  end  of  time  !  Mine  was  the  ruin  of 
me  :  what  might  I  not  have  been  now  but  for  that  wig? 

"  I  gave  it  over  to  Ensign  Macshane,  and  with  it  went  what 
I  had  quite  forgotten,  the  large  patch  which  I  wore  over  one 
eye,  which  popped  out  fierce,  staring,  and  lively  as  was  ever 
an}^  e^'c  in  the  world. 

"  '  Come  on  ! '  says  I,  and  made  a  lunge  at  my  Count ;  but 
he  sprang  back,  (the  dog  was  as  active  as  a  hare,  and  knew, 
from  old  times,  that  I  was  his  master  with  the  small-sword,)  and 
his  second,  wondering,  struck  up  my  blade. 

"  '  I  will  not  fight  that  man,'  says  he,  looking  mighty  pale. 
'  I  swear  upon  ni}'  honor  that  his  name  is  Peter  Brock  :  he  was 
for  two  years  my  corporal,  and  deserted,  running  away  with  a 
thousand  pounds  of  m}-  moneys.  Look  at  the  fellow  !  what  is 
the  matter  with  his  eye?  why  did  he  wear  a  patch  over  it? 
But  stop ! '  saj's  he.  'I  have  more  proof.  Hand  me  my 
pocket-book.'  And  from  it,  sure  enough,  he  produced  the  infer- 
nal proclamation  announcing  my  desertion  !  '  See  if  the  fellow 
has  a  scar  across  his  left  ear '  (and  I  can't  say,  my  dear,  but  what 
I  have  :  it  was  done  by  a  cursed  Dutchman  at  the  Boyne) .  '  Tell 
me  if  he  has  not  got  C.  R.  in  blue  upon  his  right  arm  '  (and 
there  it  is  sure  enough).  'Yonder  swaggering  Irishman  may 
be  his  accomplice  for  what  I  know  ;  but  1  will  have  no  dealings 
with  Mr.  Brock,  save  with  a  constable  for  a  second.' 

"  '  This  is  an  odd  story,  Captain  Wood,'  said  the  old  Major, 
who  acted  for  the  Count. 

"  '  A  scounthvelly  falsehood  regarding  me  and  ni}'  friend  ! ' 
shouted  out  IMr.  Macshane  ;  '  and  the  Count  shall  answer  for  it.' 

"  '  Stop,  stop,'  saj's  the  Major.     '  Captain  Wood  is  too  gal 
lant  a  gentleman,  I  am  sure,  not  to  satisfy  the  Count ;  and  will 
show  us  that  he  has  no  such  mark  on  his  arm  as  onh'  private 
soldiers  put  there.' 

"  '  Captain  AYood,'  sa3-s  I,  '  will  do  no  such  thing,  Major. 
['11  fight  that  scoundrel  Galgenstein,  or  3-ou,  or  any  of  you,  like 
a  man  of  honor ;  but  I  won't  submit  to  be  searched  like  a 
thief  1' 
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"  '  No,  in  coorse,'  said  Macshane. 

"  '  I  must  take  my  man  off  the  ground,'  says  the  Major. 

"  '  Well,  take  him,  sir,'  says  I,  in  a  rage,  '  and  just  let  me 
have  the  pleasure  of  telhng  him  that  he's  a  coward  and  a  liar ; 
and  that  my  lodgings  are  in  Piccadill}",  where,  if  ever  he  finds 
courage  to  meet  me,  he  may  hear  of  me  ! ' 

"•  ■•  Faugh  !  I  shpit  on  ye  all,'  cries  my  gallant  ally  Macshane. 
And  sure  enough  he  kept  his  word,  or  all  but  —  suiting  the 
action  to  it  at  any  rate. 

"  And  so  we  gathered  up  our  clothes,  and  went  back  in  our 
separate  coaches,  and  no  blood  spilt. 

"  '  And  is  it  thrue  now,'  said  Mr.  Macshane,  when  we  were 
alone  —  '  is  it  thrue  now,  all  these  divvies  have  been  saying  ?  ' 

"  '  Ensign,'  says  I,  'you're  a  man  of  the  world?' 

"  '  Deed  and  I  am,  and  Insign  these  twenty-two  years.* 

"  '  Perhaps  30u'd  like  a  few  pieces?'  says  I. 

^  '  Faith  and  I  should  ;  for,  to  tell  you  the  secred  thrut,  I've 
not  tasted  mate  these  four  da3's.' 

"  '  Well  then,  Ensign,  it  is  true,'  says  I ;  '  and  as  for  meat, 
you  shall  have  some  at  the  first  cook-shop.'  I  bade  the  coach 
stop  until  he  bought  a  plateful,  which  he  ate  in  the  carriage,  for 
m3'  time  was  precious.  I  just  told  him  the  whole  story :  at 
which  he  laughed,  and  swore  that  it  was  the  best  piece  of  gen- 
eralship he  ever  heard  on.  When  his  bell}-  was  full,  I  took 
out  a  couple  of  guineas  and  gave  them  to  him.  Mr.  Macshane 
began  to  cry  at  this,  and  kissed  me,  and  swore  he  never  would 
desei-t  me :  as,  indeed,  my  dear,  I  don't  think  he  will ;  for  we 
have  been  the  best  of  friends  ever  since,  and  he's  the  only  man 
I  ever  could  trust,  I  think. 

"  I  don't  know  what  put  it  into  my  head,  but  I  had  a  scent 
of  some  mischief  in  the  wind ;  so  stopped  the  coach  a  little  be- 
fore I  got  home,  and,  turning  into  a  tavern,  begged  Macshane 
to  go  before  me  to  my  lodging,  and  see  if  the  coast  was  clear : 
which  he  did  ;  and  came  back  to  me  as  pale  as  death,  saying 
that  the  house  was  full  of  constables.  The  cursed  quarrel  at 
the  Tilt-yard  had,  I  suppose,  set  the  beaks  upon  me ;  and  a 
.pretty  sweep  they  made  of  it.  Ah,  my  dear !  five  hundred 
'pounds  in  money,  five  suits  of  laced  clothes,  three  periwigs, 
besides  laced  shirts,  swords,  canes,  and  snuff-boxes  ;  and  all 
to  go  back  to  that  scoundrel  Count. 

"  It  was  all  over  with  me,  I  saw  —  no  more  being  a  gentle- 
man for  me  ;  and  if  I  remained  to  be  caught,  only  a  choice 
between  Tyburn  and  a  file  of  grenadiers.  My  love,  under  such 
circumstances,  a  gentleman  can't  be  particular,  and  must  be 
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prompt :  the  livery-stable  was  hard  by  wliere  1  used  to  hire  my 
coach  to  go  to  Court,  —  ha  !  ha  !  —  and  was  known  as  a  man 
of  substance.     Thither  I  went  immediately.     '  Mr.  Warmmash,' 

:  says  I,  '  m}-  gallant  friend  here  and  I  have  a  mind  for  a  ride 
and  a  supper  at  Tviekenham,  so  3'ou  must  lend  us  a  pair  of 
your  best  horses.'  AVhich  he  did  in  a  twinkling,  and  off  we 
rode, 

''  We  did  not  go  into  the  Park,  but  turned  off  and  cantered 
smartly  up  towards  Kilburn  ;  and,  when  we  got  into  the  country, 
galloped  as  if  tiie  devil  were  at  our  heels.  Bless  3'ou,  my  love, 
it  was  all  done  in  a  minute :  and  the  Ensign  and  I  found  our- 
selves regular  knights  of  the  road,  before  we  knew  where  we 
were  almost.  Only  think  of  our  finding  you  and  your  new  hus- 
band at  the  '  Three  Rooks  ! '     There's  not  a  greater  fence  than 

;  the  landlady  in  all  the  country.  It  was  she  that  put  us  on 
seizing  your  husband,  and  introduced  us  to  the  other  two  gen- 

:  tlemen,  whose  names  I  don't  know  any  more  than  the  dead." 

"And  what  became  of  the  horses?"  said  Mrs.  Catherine 
to  Mr.  Brock,   when  his  tale  was  finished. 

"Rips,  madam,"  said  he;  "mere  rips.  We  sold  them  at 
Stourbridge  fair,  and  got  but  thirteen  guineas  for  the  two." 

"And — and — the  Count,  Max;  where  is  he.  Brock?" 
sighed   she. 

"Whew!  "  whistled  Mr.  Brock.  "What,  hankering  after 
him  still  ?  My  dear,  he  is  off  to  Flanders  with  his  regiment ; 
and  I  make  no  doubt,  there  have  been  twenty  Countesses 
of  Galgenstein  since  j-our  time." 

"  I  don't  believe  any  sucli  thing,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Catherine, 
starting  up  very  angTil}*. 

"If  you  did,  I  suppose  you'd  laudaimm  him;  wouldn't 
you  ?  " 

"  Leave  the  room,  fellow,"  said  the  lady.  But  she  recol- 
lected herself  speedily  again ;  and,  clasping  her  hands  and 
looking  very  wretched  at  Brock,  at  the  ceiUng,  at  the  floor,  at 
\  her  husband  (from  whom  she  violently  turned  aw^ay  her  head), 
she  began  to  cry  piteously :  to  which  tears  the  Corporal  set  up 
a  gentle  accompaniment  of  whistling,  as  they  trickled  one  after 
.  another  down  her  nose. 

I        I  don't  think  they  were  tears  of  repentance  ;  but  of  regret 

'  for  the  time  when  she  liad  her  first  love,  and  her  fine  clothes, 

and  her  white  hat  and  blue  feather.     Of  the  two,  the  Corporal's 

whistle  was  much  more  innocent  than  the  gui's  sobbing :   he 

was  a  rogue  ;  but  a  good-natured  old  fellow,  when  his  humor  was 
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not  crossed.  Surely  our  novel-writers  make  a  great  mistake 
in  divesting  their  rascals  of  all  gentle  human  qualities  ;  they 
have  such  —  and  the  only  sad  point  to  think  of  is,  in  all 
private  concerns  of  life,  abstract  feelings,  and  dealings  with 
friends,  and  so  on,  how  dreadfully  like  a  rascal  is  to  an  honest 
man.  The  man  who  murdered  the  Italian  bo}^  set  him  first  to 
play  with  his  children  whom  he  loved,  and  who  doubtless  de- 
plored his  loss- 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   ADVENTURES   OP   THE   AMBASSADOR,    MR.    MACSHANE. 

If  we  bad  not  been  obliged  to  follow  history  in  all  respects, 
it  is  probable  that  we  should  have  left  out  the  last  adventure 
of  Mrs.  Catherine  and  her  husband,  at  the  inn  at  Worcester, 
altogether ;  for,  in  truth,  very  little  came  of  it,  and  it  is  not 
very  romantic  or  striking.     But  we  are  bound  to  stick  closely, 
above  all,  b}-  the  truth  —  the  truth,  though  it  be  not  particu- 
larly pleasant  to  read  of  or  to  tell.     As  an3'bod3'  ma}-  read  in 
/  the  "Newgate  Calendar,"  Mr.   and  Mrs.   Hayes  were  taken 
f    at  an  inn  at  Worcester ;  were  confined  there  ;  were  swindled 
by  persons  who  pretended  to  impress  the  bridegroom  for  military 
service.     What  is  one  to  do  after  that?     Had  we  been  writing 
novels  instead  of  authentic  histories,  we  might  have  carried 
them  anywhere  else  we  chose :  and  we  had  a  great  mind  to 
make  Ha3'es  philosophizing  with  Bolingbroke,  like  a  certain 
Devereux  ;  and  Mrs.  Catherine  mmtresse  en  titre  to  Mr.  Alexan- 
der Pope,  Doctor  Sacheverel,  Sir  John  Reade  the  oculist,  Dean 
Swift,  or  Marshal  Tallard  ;  as  the  very  commonest  romancer 
would   under  such  circumstances.      But  alas  and  alas  !   truth 
must  be  spoken,  whatever  else  is  in  the  wind ;  and  the  excel- 
lent "  Newgate  Calendar,"  which  contains  the  biographies  and 
thanatographies  of  Ha3'es  and  his  wife,  does  not  say  a  word 
of  their  connections  with  any  of  the  leading  literary  or  railitar}- 
heroes  of  the  time  of  her  Majesty'  Queen  Anne.     The  "  Calen- 
dar "  says,  in  so  many  words,  that  Hayes  was  obliged  to  send 
to  his  fother  in  Warwickshire  for  money  to  get  him  out  of  the 
I  scrape,  and  that  the  old  gentleman  came  down  to  his  aid.     By 
I  this  truth  must  we  stick  ;  and  not  for  the  sake  of  the  most 
f  brilliant  episode,  —  no,  not  for  a  bribe  of  twenty  extra  guineas 
'  per  sheet,  would  we  depart  from  it. 
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Mr.  Brock's  account  of  his  adveuture  in  London  has  given 
j  the  reader  some  short  notice  of  his  friend,  Mr.   Macshane. 
1  Neither  the  wits  nor  the  principles  of  that  wortli}-  Ensign  were 
/  particularly  firm  :  for  drink,  povert}-,  and  a  craclv  on  the  skull 
/   at  the  battle  of  Steenkirk  had  served  to  injure  the  former ;  and 
the  Ensign  was  not  in  his  best  days  possessed  of  any  share 
of  the  latter.    He  had  really,  at  one  period,  held  such  a  rank  in 
j    the  army,  but  pawned  his  half-pa}'  for  drink  and  play ;  and 
/     for  many  3'ears  past  had  lived,  one  of  the  hundred  thousand 
/      miracles  of  our  cit}',  upon  nothiug  that  anybody  knew  of,  or 
of  which  he  himself  could  give  an}'  account.     Who  has  not  a 
catalogue  of  these  men  in  his  list?  who  can  tell  whence  comes 
the  occasional  clean  shirt,  who  supplies  the  continual  means  of 
drunkenness,  who  wards  off  the  daily-impending  starvation? 
/  Their  life  is  a  wonder  from   day  to  day :   their  breakfast  a 
/  wonder ;   their  dinner  a   miracle ;    their  bed   an   interposition 
of  Providence.      If  3'ou  and  I,  my  dear  sir,  want  a  shilling 
to-morrow,   who  will  give  it  us?     Will  our  butchers  give  us 
mutton-chops?  will  our  laundresses  clothe  us  in  clean  linen?  — 
not  a  bone  or  a  rag.     Standing  as  we  do  (may  it  be  ever  so) 
somewhat  removed  from  want,*  is  there  one  of  us  who  does 
not  shudder  at  the  thought  of  descending  into  the  lists  to  com- 
bat with  it,  and  expect  anything  but  to  be  utterly  crushed  in 
the  encounter? 

Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  dear  sir.     It  takes  much  more  than  you 

think  for  to  starve  a  man.     Starvation  is  ver}-  little  when  you 

/  are  used  to  it.     Some  people  I  know  even,  who  live  on  it  quite 

I  comfortably,  and  make  their  dail}'  bread  by  it.     It  had  been 

J  our  friend  Macshane's  sole  profession  for  many  years  ;  and  he 

J  did  not  fail  to  draw  from  it  such  a  livelihood  as  was  sufficient, 

I   and  perhaps  too  good,  for  him.     He  managed  to  dine  upon  it 

a  certain  or  rather  uncertain  number  of  days  in  the  week,  to 

sleep  somewhere,  and  to  get  drunk  at  least  three  hundred  times 

/  a  year.     He  was  known  to  one  or  two  noblemen  who  occasion- 

/  ally  helped  him  with  a  few  pieces,  and  whom  he  helped  in  turn 

/    —  never  mind  how.      He  had  other  acquaintances  whom  he 

pestered  undauntedh' ;  and  from  whom  lie  occasionally  extracted 

a  dinner,  or  a  crown,  or  maj'hap,  by  mistake,  a  gold-headed 

cane,  which  found  its  way  to  the  pawnbroker's.     When  flush 

of  cash,   he  would  appear  at  the  coffee-house ;   when  low  in 

funds,  the  deuce  knows  into  what  mystic  caves  and  dens  he 

slunk  for  food  and  lodging.     He  was  perfectly  ready  with  his 

*  The  author,  it  must  be  remembered,  has  his  lodgings  and  food  pro- 
vided for  liini  by  the  government  of  his  country. 
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sword,  and  when  sober,  or  better  still,  a  very  little  tips}-,  was 
a  complete  master  of  it ;  in  the  art  of  boasting  and  lying  he 
had  hardly  an}-  equals  ;  in  shoes  he  stood  six  feet  five  inches  ; 
and  here  is  his  complete  si(/nalemenf.  It  was  a  fact  that  he 
/  had  been  in  Spain  as  a  volunteer,  where  he  had  shown  some 
/  gallantry,  had  had  a  brain-fever,  and  was  sent  home  to  starve 
as  before. 

Mr.  Macshane  had,  however,  like  Mr.  Conrad,  the  Corsair, 

one  virtue  in  the  midst  of  a  thousand  crimes,  — he  was  faithful 

to  his  emplo^-er  for  the  time  being  :  and  a  storj'  is  told  of  him, 

which  ma}'  or  may  not  be  to  his  credit,  viz.,  that  being  hired 

on  one  occasion  by  a  certain  lord  to  inflict  a  punishment  upon 

a  roturier  who  had  crossed  his  lordship  in  his  amours,   he, 

<Macshane,  did  actually  refuse  from  the  person  to  be  belabored, 

and  who  entreated  his  forbearance,  a  larger  sum  of  money  than 

the  nobleman  gave  him  for  the  beating ;  which  he  performed 

/  punctually,  as  bound  in  honor  and  friendship.     This  tale  would 

^  the  Ensign  himself  relate,   with   much  self-satisfaction :    and 

when,  after  the  sudden  flight  from  London,  he  and  Brock  took 

to  their  roving  occupation,  he  cheerfully  submitted  to  the  latter 

as  his  commanding  officer,  called  him  always  Major,  and,  bating 

blunders    and   drunkenness,  was  perfectly  true  to  his  leader. 

.He  had  a  notion  —  and,  indeed,  I  don't  know  that  it  was  a 

/wrong  one  —  that  his  profession  was  now,  as  before,  strictly 

/  military,   and  according  to  the  rules  of  honor.      Robbing  he 

'    called  plundering  the  enemy ;  and  hanging  was,  in  his  idea, 

a  dastardly  and  cruel  advantage  that  the  latter  took,  and  that 

called  for  the  sternest  reprisals. 

The  other  gentlemen  concerned  were  strangers  to  Mr.  Brock, 
/  who  felt  little  inclined  to  trust  either  of  them  upon  such  a 
/  message,  or  with  such  a  large  sum  to  bring  back.  They  had, 
strange  to  say,  a  similar  mistrust  on  their  side  ;  but  Mr.  Brock 
lugged  out  five  guineas,  which  he  placed  in  the  landlady's  hand 
as  security  for  his  comrade's  return  ;  and  Ensign  Macshane, 
being  mounted  on  poor  Hayes's  own  horse,  set  otf  to  visit  the 
parents  of  that  unhappy  young  man.  It  was  a  gallant  sight  to 
behold  oiu'  thieves'  ambassador,  in  a  faded  sky-blue  suit  with 
orange  facings,  in  a  pair  of  huge  jack-boots  unconscious  of 
blacking,  with  a  mighty  basket-hilted  sword  by  his  side,  and 
a  little  shabby  beaver  cocked  over  a  large  tow-periwig,  ride  out 
from  the  inn  of  the  ' '  Three  Rooks  "  on  his  mission  to  Hayes's 
paternal  village. 

It  was  eighteen  miles  distant  from  Worcester ;   but  Mr. 
^^cshane  performed  the  distance  in  safety,  and  in  sobriety 
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moreover  (for  such  had  been  his  instructions),  and  had  na 
difficulty  in  discovering  the  house  of  old  Hayes  :  towards  which, 
indeed,  John's  horse  trotted  incontinently.  Mrs.  Hayes,  who 
was  knitting  at  the  house-door,  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  the 
appearance  of  the  well-known  gray  gelding,  and  of  the  strangei 
mounted  upon  it. 

Flinging  himself  off  the  steed  yfith  much  agility,  Mr.  Mac- 
shane,  as  soon  as  his  feet  reached  the  giound,  brought  them 
rapidly  together,  in  order  to  make  a  profound  and  elegant  bow 
to  Mrs.  Hayes ;  and  slapping  bis  greasy  beaver  against  his 
heart,  and  poking  his  periwig  almost  into  the  nose  of  the  old 
lady,  demanded  whether  he  had  the  ' '  shooprame  honor  of 
adthressing  Misthriss  Hees  ? " 

Having  been  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  then  proceeded 
to  ask  whether  there  was  a  blackguard  boy  in  the  house  who 
would  take  "the  horse  to  the  steeble ; "  whether  "he  could 
have  a  dthrink  of  small-beer  or  buthermilk,  being,  faith,  un- 
common dthry;"  and  whether,  finally,  "he  could  be  feevored 
with  a  few  minutes'  private  conversation  with  her  and  Mr.  Hees, 
on  a  matther  of  cousitherable  impartance?  "  All  these  prehmi- 
naries  were  to  be  complied  with  before  Mr.  Macshane  would 
enter  at  all  into  the  subject  of  his  visit.  The  horse  and  man 
were  cared  for ;  Mr.  Hayes  was  called  in ;  and  not  a  little 
anxious  did  Mrs.  Hayes  grow,  in  the  meanwhile,  with  regard 
to  the  fate  of  her  darhng  son.  "  AVhere  is  he?  How  is  he?  Is 
he  dead?"  said  the  old  lady.     "  O  yes,  I'm  sure  he's  dead  !  " 

"  Indeed,  madam,  and  you're  misteeken  intirely  :  the  young 
man  is  perfectly  well  in  health." 

"  Oh,  praised  be  heaven  ! " 

"  But  mighty  cast  down  in  sperrits.  To  misfortunes,  madam, 
look  you,  the  best  of  us  are  subject ;  and  a  trifling  one  has  fell 
upon  your  son." 

And  herewith  Mr.  Macshane  produced  a  letter  in  the  hand- 
writing of  young  Hayes,  of  which  we  have  had  the  good  luck  to 
procure  a  cop}'.     It  ran  thus  :  — 

"Honored  Father  and  Mother, — The  bearer  of  this  is 
a  kind  gentleman,  who  has  left  me  in  a  great  deal  of  trouble. 
Yesterday,  at  this  towne,  I  fell  in  with  some  gentlemen  of  the 
queene's  servas  ;  after  drinking  with  whom,  I  accepted  her 
Majesty's  raony  to  enliste.  Ilei)enting  thereof,  I  did  endeavor 
to  escape  ;  and,  in  so  doing,  had  the  misfortune  to  strike  my 
superior  officer,  whereby  I  made  myself  liable  to  Death,  accord- 
ing to  the  rules  of  warr.     If,  however,  I  pay  twenty  ginnys, 
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all  will  Ik'  wci.  You  must  give  the  same  to  the  barer,  els  I 
shall  be  shott  without  fail  on  Tewsday  morning.  And  so  no 
more  from  your  loving  son, 

"  John  Hates. 
"  From  my  prison  at  Bristol, 
this  unhappy  Monday." 

When  Mrs.  Hayes  read  this  pathetic  missive,  its  success 
with  her  was  complete,  and  she  was  for  going  immediately  to 
the  cupboard,  and  producing  the  money  necessary  for  her  dar- 
ling son's  release.  But  the  carpenter  Hayes  was  much  more 
suspicious.  "I  don't  know  jou,  sir,"  said  he  to  the  ambas- 
sador. 

"Do  you  doubt  my  honor,  sir?"  said  the  Ensign,  very 
fiercely. 

"  Why,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  Hayes,  "  I  know  little  about  it  one 
way  or  other,  but  shall  take  it  for  granted,  if  you  will  explain  a 
little  more  of  this  business." 

^  I  sildom  condescind  to  explean,"  said  Mr.  Macshane,  "  for 
it's  not  the  custom  in  my  rank ;  but  I'll  explean  anything  in 
reason." 

"Pray,  will  3'ou  tell  me  in  what  regiment  my  son  is  en- 
listed?" 

"  In  coorse.  In  Colonel  Wood's  fut,  my  dear;  and  a  gal- 
lant corps  it  is  as  any  in  the  arm>'." 

"  And  you  left  him  ?  " 

"  On  me  soul,  only  three  hours  ago,  having  rid  like  a  horse- 
jockey  ever  since  ;  as  in  the  sacred  cause  of  humanity,  curse 
me,  every  man  should." 

As  Ha3'es's  house  was  seventy  miles  from  Bristol,  the  old 
gentleman  thought  this  was  marvellous  quick  riding,  and  so  cut 
the  conversation  short.  "  You  have  said  quite  enough,  sir," 
said  he,  "  to  show  me  there  is  some  roguer}'  in  the  matter,  and 
that  the  whole  story  is  false  from  beginning  to  end." 

At  this  abrupt  charge  the  Ensign  looked  somewhat  puzzled, 
and  then  spoke  with  much  gravity.  "  Roguer},"  said  he, 
"  Misthur  Hees,  is  a  sthrong  term;  and  which,  in  consider- 
ation of  ni}'  friendship  for  your  family,  I  shall  pass  over.  You 
doubt  3'our  son's  honor,  as  there  wrote  bv  him  in  black  and 
white?" 

"  You  have  forced  him  to  write,"  said  Mr.  Hayes. 

"  The  sly  old  divvle's  right,"  muttered  Mr.  Macshane,  aside. 
"  Well,  sir,  to  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  he  has  been  forced  to 
write  it.     The  story  about  the  enlistment  is  a  pretty  fib,  if  you 
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will,  from  beginning  to  end.  And  wliat  then,  my  dear?  Do 
yon  tiiink  your  son's  any  better  off  for  that?  " 

"Oh,  where  is  he?"  screamed  Mrs.  Hayes,  plumping  down 
on  her  knees.  "We  will  give  him  the  money,  won't  we, 
John?" 

"  I  know  you  will,  madam,  when  I  tell  3'ou  where  he  is.  He 
is  in  the  hands  of  some  gentlemen  of  m}'  acquaintance,  who  are 
at  war  with  the  present  government,  and  no  more  cai"e  about 
cutting  a  man's  throat  than  they  do  a  chicken's.  He  is  a 
prisoner,  madam,  of  our  sword  and  spear.  If  3-ou  choose  to 
ransom  him,  well  and  good ;  if  not,  peace  be  with  him !  for 
never  more  shall  you  see  him." 

"  And  how  do  I  know  you  won't  come  l)ack  to-morrow  for 
more  raone}'?"  asked  Mr.  Hayes. 

"  Sir,  you  have  my  honor;  and  I'd  as  lieve  break  my  neck 
as  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Macshane,  gravely.  "Twenty  guineas 
is  the  bargain.  Take  ten  minutes  to  talk  of  it  —  take  it  then, 
or  leave  it ;  it's  all  the  same  to  me,  my  dear."  And  it  must  be 
said  of  our  friend  the  Ensign,  that  he  meant  every  word  he 
said,  and  that  he  considered  the  embassy  on  which  he  had 
come  as  perfectly  honorable  and  regular. 

"  And  pray,  what  prevents  us,"  said  Mr.  Hayes,  starting  up 
in  a  rage,  "  from  taking  hold  of  you,  as  a  surety  for  him?" 

"  You  wouldn't  fire  on  a  flag  of  truce,  would  ye,  you  dis- 
honorable ould  civilian?"  replied  Mr.  Macshane.  "Besides," 
says  he,  "there's  more  reasons  to  prevent  you:  the  first  is 
this,"  pointing  to  his  sword  ;  "  here  are  two  more  "  — and  these 
were  pistols;  "  and  the  last  and  the  best  of  all  is,  that  3'ou 
might  hang  me  and  dthraw  me  and  quarther  me,  and  yet  never 
see  so  much  as  the  tip  of  your  son's  nose  again.  Look  you, 
sir,  we  run  mighty  risks  in  our  profession  ■ —  it's  not  all  play,  I 
can  tell  you.  We're  obliged  to  be  punctual,  too,  or  it's  all  up 
with  the  thrade.  If  I  promise  that  3-our  son  will  die  as  sure  as 
fate  to-morrow  morning,  unless  I  return  home  safe,  our  people 
must  keep  m3'  promise ;  or  else  what  chance  is  there  for  me  ? 
You  would  be  down  upon  me  in  a  moment  with  a  posse  of  con- 
stables, and  have  me  swinging  before  AYarwick  gaol.  Pooh, 
my  dear !  you  never  would  sacrifice  a  darling  bo3'  like  John 
Hayes,  let  alone  his  lady,  for  the  sake  of  my  long  carcass. 
One  or  two  of  our  gentlemen  have  been  taken  that  wa3-  alread3% 
because  parents  and  guardians  would  not  believe  them." 

'■'■And  what  became  of  the  poor  children^  said  Mrs.  Hayes, 
who  began  to  perceive  the  gist  of  the  argument,  and  to  grow 
dreadfully  frightened. 
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"Don't  let's  talk  of  them,  ma'am:  humanitj'  shudthers  at 
the  thought !  "  And  herewith  Mr.  Macshane  drew  his  finger 
across  his  throat,  in  such  a  dreadful  wa}'  as  to  make  the  two 
^parents  tremble.  "It's  the  way  of  war,  madam,  look  you. 
The  service  I  have  the  honor  to  belong  to  is  not  paid  by  the 
Queen  ;  and  so  we're  obliged  to  make  our  prisoners  pa}',  accord- 
ing to  estal)lished  military  practice." 

No  law3'er  could  have  argued  his  case  better  than  Mr.  Mac- 
shane so  far  ;  and  he  completelj'  succeeded  m  convincing  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Hayes  of  the  necessity  of  ransoming  their  son.  Prom- 
ising that  the  young  man  should  be  restored  to  them  next 
morning,  along  with  his  beautiful  lady,  he  courteously  took 
leave  of  the  old  couple,  and  made  the  best  of  his  way  back  to 
Worcester  again.  The  elder  Ilaj^es  wondered  who  the  lady 
could  be  of  whom  the  ambassador  had  spoken,  for  their  son's 
elopement  was  altogether  unknown  to  them  ;  but  anger  or  doubt 
about  this  subject  was  overwhelmed  In'  their  fears  for  their 
darling  John's  safety.  Away  rode  the  gallant  Macshane  with 
the  monej'  necessary  to  effect  this  ;  and  it  must  be  mentioned, 
as  highly  to  his  credit,  that  he  never  once  thought  of  appropri- 
ating the  sum  to  himself,  or  of  deserting  his  comrades  in  any 
way. 

His  ride  from  Worcester  had  been  a  long  one.  He  had  left 
that  cit}'  at  noon,  but  before  his  return  thither  the  sun  had  gone 
down  ;  and  the  landscape,  which  had  been  dressed  like  a  prodi- 
gal, in  purple  and  gold,  now  appeared  like  a  Quaker,  in  dusky 
gra}' ;  and  the  trees  by  the  road-side  grew  black  as  undertakers 
or  physicians,  and,  bending  their  solemn  heads  to  each  other, 
whispered  ominously  among  themselves  ;  and  the  mists  hung  on 
the  common  ;  and  the  cottage  lights  went  out  one  by  one  ;  and 
the  earth  and  heaven  grew  black,  but  for  some  twinkling  useless 
stars,  which  freckled  the  ebon  countenance  of  the  latter ;  and 
the  air  grew  colder  ;  and  about  two  o'clock  the  moon  appeared, 
a  dismal,  pale-faced  rake,  walking  solitary  through  the  deserted 
sky ;  and  about  four,  mayhap,  the  Dawn  (wretched  'prentice- 
boy!)  opened  in  the  east  the  shutters  of  the  Da}':  —  in  other 
words,  more  than  a  dozen  hours  had  passed.  Corporal  Brock 
had  been  relieved  by  Mr.  Redcap,  the  latter  by  Mr.  Sicklop,  the 
one-eyed  gentleman  :  Mrs.  John  Hayes,  in  spite  of  her  sorrows 
and  bashfulness,  had  followed  the  example  of  her  husband,  and 
fallen  asleep  by  his  side  —  slept  for  many  hours  —  and  awakened 
still  under  the  guardianship  of  Mr.  Brock's  troop  ;  and  all  par- 
ties began  anxiously  to  expect  the  return  of  the  ambassador,  Mr. 
Macshane. 
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That  ollicei ,  who  had  performed  the  first  part  of  his  journey 
with  such  distinguished  prudence  and  success,  found  the  night, 
on  his  journe}'  homewards,  was  growing  mighty  cold  and  dark  ; 
and  as  he  was  thirsty  and  hungry,  had  money  in  his  purse,  and 
'  saw  no  cause  to  hurry,  he  determined  to  take  refuge  at  an  ale- 
l  house  for  the  night,  and  to  make  for  Worcester  by  dawn  the 
next  morning.  He  accordingly  alighted  at  the  first  inn  on  his 
road,  consigned  his  horse  to  the  stable,  and  entering  the  kitchen, 
called  for  the  best  hquor  in  the  house. 

A  small  company  was  assembled  at  the  inn,  among  whom 
Mr.  Macshane  took  his  place  with  a  great  deal  of  dignity  ;  and 
having  a  considerable  sum  of  money  in  his  pocket,  felt  a  mighty 
contempt  for  his  society,  and  soon  let  them  know  the  contempt 
he  felt  for  them.  After  a  third  flagon  of  ale,  he  discovered 
that  the  liquor  was  sour,  and  emptied,  with  much  spluttering  and 
grimaces,  the  remainder  of  the  beer  into  the  fire.  This  process 
so  offended  the  parson  of  the  parish  (who  in  those  good  old 
times  did  not  disdain  to  take  the  post  of  honor  in  the  chimney- 
nook),  that  he  left  his  corner,  looking  wrathfully  at  the  ofl"ender  ; 
who  without  any  more  ado  instantly  occupied  it.  It  was  a  fine 
thing  to  hear  the  jingling  of  the  twenty  pieces  in  his  pocket,  the 
oaths  which  he  distributed  between  the  landlord,  the  guests, 
and  the  liquor —  to  remark  the  sprawl  of  his  mighty  jack-boots, 
before  the  sweep  of  which  the  timid  guests  edged^  further  and 
I  further  away  ;  and  the  languishing  leers  which  he  cast  on  the  land- 
I  lady,  as  with  wide-spread  arms  he  attempted  to  seize  upon  tcr. 
When  the  ostler  had  done  his  duties  in  the  stable,  he  entered 
the  inn,  and  whispered  the  landlord  that  "the  stranger  was 
riding  John  Hayes's  horse : "  of  which  fact  the  host  soon  con- 
vinced himself,  and  did  not  fail  to  have  some  suspicions  of  his 
guest.  Had  he  not  thought  that  times  were  unquiet,  horses 
might  be  sold,  and  one  man's  money  was  as  good  as  another's, 
he  probably  would  have  arrested  the  Ensign  immediately,  and 
so  lost  all  the  profit  of  the  score  which  the  latter  was  causing 
every  moment  to  be  enlarged. 

,       In  a  couple  of  hours,  with  that  happy  IVicility  which  one 
I  may  have  often  remarked  in  men  of  the  gallant  Ensign's  nation, 
^  he  had  managed  to  disgust  every  one  of  the  landlord's  other 
I  guests,  and  scare  them  from  the  kitchen.     Frightened  by  his 
/  addresses,  the  landlady  too  had  taken  flight ;  and  the  host  was 
the  only  person  left  in  the  apartment ;  who  there  staved  for 
interest's  sake  merely,  and  listened  moodily  to  his  tipsy  "guest's 
conversation.     In  an   hour  more,  the  whole  house  was  awak- 
ened by  a  violent  noise  of  howling,  curses,  and  pots  cluttering 
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to  and  fro.  Forth  issued  Mrs.  Landlad}-  in  her  night-gear,  out 
came  .John  Ostler  with  his  pitchfork,  down  stairs  tumbled 
Mrs.  Cook  and  one  or  two  guests,  and  found  the  landlord  and 
Ensign  on  the  kitchen  floor  —  the  wig  of  the  latter  lying,  much 
singed  and  emitting  strange  odors,  in  the  fireplace,  his  face  hid- 
eously distorted,  and  a  great  quantity  of  his  natural  hair  in  the 
;partial  occupation  of  the  landlord ;  who  had  drawn  it  and  the 
Ihead  down  towards  him,  in  order  that  he  might  have  the  bene- 
ifit  of  pummelling  the  latter  more  at  his  ease.  In  revenge,  the 
,  landlord  was  undermost,  and  the  Ensign's  arms  were  working 
'  up  and  down  his  face  and  body  like  the  flaps  of  a  paddle- 
wheel  :  the  man  of  war  had  clearly  the  best  of  it. 

The  combatants  were  separated  as  soon  as  possible ;  but  as 
soon  as  the  excitement  of  the  fight  was  over,  Ensign  Macshane 
was  found  to  have  no  further  powers  of  speech,  sense,  or  loco- 
motion, and  was  carried  by  his  late  antagonist  to  bed.  His 
sword  and  pistols,  which  had  been  placed  at  his  side  at  the 
commencement  of  the  evening,  were  carefully  put  b}",  and  his 
pocket  visited.  Twent}'  guineas  in  gold,  a  large  knife  —  used, 
probabl}',  for  the  cutting  of  bread-and-cheese  —  some  crumbs 
of  those  delicacies  and  a  paper  of  tobacco  found  in  the 
oreeches-pockets,  and  in  the  bosom  of  the  sky-blue  coat  the 
leg  of  a  cold  fowl  and  half  of  a  raw  onion,  constituted  his 
whole  property. 
;  These  articles  were  not  very  suspicious ;  but  the  beating 
I  which  the  landlord  had  received  tended  greatly  to  confirm  his 
own  and  his  wife's  doubts  about  their  guest ;  and  it  was  deter- 
mined to  send  off  in  the  early  morning  to  Mr.  Hayes,  inform- 
ing him  how  a  person  had  lain  at  their  inn  who  had  ridden 
thither  mounted  upon  young  Hayes's  horse.  Off  set  John 
Ostler  at  earliest  dawn  ;  but  on  his  way  he  woke  up  Mr.  Jus- 
tice's clerk,  and  communicated  his  suspicions  to  him  ;  and  Mr. 
Clerk  consulted  with  the  village  baker,  who  was  up  always 
early ;  and  the  clerk,  the  baker,  the  butcher  with  his  cleaver, 
and  two  gentlemen  who  were  going  to  work,  all  adjourned  to 
the  inn. 

Accordinglj^  when  Ensign  Macshane  was  in  a  truckle-bed, 
plunged  in  that  deep  slumber  which  only  innocence  and  drunk- 
enness enjoy  in  this  world,  and  charming  the  cars  of  morn  b}' 
the  regular  and  melodious  music  of  his  nose,  a  vile  plot  was 
laid  against  him  ;  and  when  about  seven  of  the  clock  he^woke, 
he  found,  on  sitting  up  in  his  bed,  three  gentlemen  on  each  side 
of  it,  armed  and  looking  ominous.  One  held  a  constable's 
staff,  and,  albeit  unprovided  with  a  warrant,  would  take  upon 
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himself  the  responsibilit}'  of  seizing  Mr.  Macskane,   and  o! 
carrying  him  before  his  worship  at  the  hall. 

"  Taranouns,  man  !  "  said  the  Ensign,  springing  up  in  bed, 
and  abruptly  breaking  off  a  loud,  sonorous  3'awn,  with  which 
he  had  opened  the  business  of  the  day,  "you  won't  deteen  a 
gentleman  who's  on  life  and  death?  I  give  ye  my  word,  an 
affair  of  honor." 

"  How  came  you  b}'  that  there  horse?  "  said  the  baker. 

"  How  came  you  b}'  these  here  fifteen  guineas?"  said  the 
landlord,  in  whose  hands,  by  some  process,  five  of  the  gold 
pieces  had  disappeared. 

"What  is  this  here  idolatrous  string  of  beads?"  said  the 
clerk. 

Mr.  Macshane,  the  fact  is,  was  a  Catholic,  but  did  not  care 
to  own  it ;  for  in  those  days  his  religion  was  not  popular. 
"  Baids?  Holy  Mother  of  saints  !  give  me  back  them  baids," 
said  Mr.  Macshane,  clasping  his  hands.  "They  were  blesfe, 
I  tell  you,  b}'  his  hoUness  the  po — psha !  I  mane  they  be- 
long to  a  darling  little  daughter  I  had  that's  in  heaven  now : 
and  as  for  the  money  and  the  horse,  I  should  like  to  know 
how  a  gentleman  is  to  travel  in  this  counthry  without  them  ?  " 

"  Wh}',  you  see,  he  may  travel  in  the  countrj^  to  git  'em," 
here  shrewdly  remarked  the  constable;  "and  it's  oUr  belief 
that  neither  horse  nor  money  is  houestlj^  come  by.  If  his  wor- 
ship is  satisfied,  why  so,  in  course,  shall  we  be ;  but  there  is 
highwaymen  abroad,  look  you ;  and,  to  our  notion,  you  have 
very  much  the  cut  of  one." 

Further  remonstrances  or  threats  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Mac- 
shane were  useless.  Although  he  vowed  that  he  was  first- 
cousin  to  tlie  Duke  of  Leinster,  an  officer  in  her  Majesty's 
service,  and  the  dearest  friend  Lord  Marlborough  had,  his 
impudent  captors  would  not  believe  a  word  of  his  statement 
(which,  furtiier,  was  garnished  with  a  tremendous  number  of 
oaths)  ;  and  he  was,  about  eight  o'clock,  carried  up  to  the 
house  of  Squire  Ballance,  the  neighboring  justice  of  the  peace. 

When  the  worth}-  magistrate  asked  the  crime  of  which 
the  prisoner  had  been  guilty,  the  captors  looked  somewhat 
puzzled  for  the  moment ;  since,  in  truth,  it  could  not  be 
shown  that  the  Ensign  had  committed  any  crime  at  all ;  and 
if  he  had  confined  himself  to  simple  silence,  and  thrown  upon 
them  the  onus  of  proving  his  misdemeanors,  Justice  Ballance 
must  have  let  him  loose  and  soundly  rated  his  clerk  and  the 
landlord  for  detaining  an  honest  gentleman  on  so  frivolous  a 
chnrare. 


CATHERINE:    A   STORY.  333 

But  this  caution  was  not  in  the  Ensign's  disposition ;  and 
though  his  accusers  produced  no  satisfactory  charge  against 
him,  his  own  words  were  quite  enough  to  sliow  how  suspi- 
cious his  character  was.  When  asked  his  name,  he  gave  it 
in  as  Captain  Geraldine,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  by  Bristol,  o\i 
a  visit  to  his  cousin  the  Duke  of  Leinster.  He  swore  sol- 
emnly that  his  friends,  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  and  Lord 
Peterborough,  under  both  of  whom  he  had  served,  should 
hear  of  the  manner  in  which  he  had  been  treated  ;  and  when 
the  justice,  —  a  sly  old  gentleman,  and  one  that  read  the 
Gazettes,  —  asked  him  at  what  battles  he  had  been  present,  the 
gallant  Ensign  pitched  on  a  couple  in  Spain  and  in  Flanders, 
which  had  been  fought  within  a  week  of  each  other,  and 
vowed  that  he  had  been  desperately  wounded  at  both ;  so 
that,  at  the  end  of  his  examination,  which  had  been  taken 
down  by  the  clerk,  he  had  been  made  to  acknowledge  as  fol- 
lows :  —  Captain  Geraldine,  six  feet  four  inches  in  height ;  thin, 
with  a  very  long  red  nose,  and  red  hair ;  gray  e3'es,  and 
speaiis  with  a  strong  Irish  accent ;  is  the  first-cousin  of  the 
Duke  of  Leinster,  and  in  constant  communication  with  him : 
does  not  know  whether  his  Grace  has  any  children  ;  does  not 
know  whereabouts  he  lives  in  London  ;  cannot  say  what  sort 
of  a  lookiug  man  his  Grace  is  :  is  acquainted  v/ith  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough,  and  served  in  the  dragoons  at  the  battle  of  Ram- 
illies ;  at  which  time  he  was  with  m}-  Lord  Peterborough 
before  Barcelona.  Borrowed  the  horse  which  he  rides  from  a 
friend  in  London,  three  weeks  since.  Peter  Hobbs,  ostler, 
swears  that  it  was  in  his  master's  stable  four  da3's  ago,  and 
is  the  property  of  John  Ha^'es,  carpenter.  Cannot  account 
for  the  fifteen  guineas  found  on  him  by  the  landlord ;  says  they 
were  twenty ;  says  he  won  them  at  cards,  a  fortnight  since,  at 
Edinburgh ;  says  he  is  riding  about  the  country  for  his 
amusement ;  afterwards  says  he  is  on  a  matter  of  life  and 
death,  and  going  to  Bristol ;  declared  last  night,  in  the  hear- 
ing of  several  witnesses,  that  he  was  going  to  York  ;  says 
he  is  a  man  of  independent  property,  and  has  large  estates 
in  Ireland,  and  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  in  the  Bank  of 
England.  Has  no  shirt  or  stockings,  and  the  coat  he  wears  is 
marked  "  S. 8."  In  his  boots  is  written  "  Thomas  Rodgers," 
and  in  his  hat  is  the  name  of  the  "  Rev.  Doctor  SnofBer." 

Dr.  Snoffler  lived  at  Worcester,  and  had  latel}'  advertised 
in  the  Hue  and  Cry  a  number  of  articles  taken  from  his  house. 
Mr.  Macshane  said,  in  re  pi}'  to  this,  that  his  hat  had  been 
changed  at  the  inn,  and  he  was  ready  to  take  his  oath  that 
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he  came  thither  in  a  gold-laced  one.  But  this  fact  was  dis- 
proved b}^  the  oaths  of  many  persons  who  had  seen  him  at 
the  inn.  And  he  was  about  to  be  imprisoned  for  the  thefts 
which  he  had  not  committed  (the  fact  about  the  hat  being, 
that  he  had  purchased  it  from  a  gentleman  at  the  "  Three 
Rooks"  for  two  pints  of  beer)  — he  was  about  to  be  remanded, 
when,  behold,  Mrs.  Hayes  the  elder  made  her  appearance  ; 
and  to  her  it  was  that  the  Ensign  was  indebted  for  his  free- 
dom. 

Old  Haj-es  had  gone  to  work  before  the  ostler  arrived  ; 
but  when  his  wife  heard  the  lad's  message,  she  instantly 
caused  her  pillion  to  be  placed  behind  the  saddle,  and  mount- 
ing the  gray  horse,  urged  the  stable-boy  to  gallop  as  hard  as 
ever  he  could  to  the  justice's  house. 

She  entered  panting  and  alarmed.  "Oh,  what  is  3'our 
honor  going  to  do  to  this  honest  gentleman?  "  said  she.  "  In 
the  name  of  heaven,  let  him  go!  His  time  is  precious — he 
has  important  business  — business  of  life  and  death." 

"I  tould  the  jidge  so,"  said  the  Ensign,  "but  he  refused 
to  take  my  word  —  the  sacred  wurrd  of  honor  of  Captain 
Geraldine." 

Macshane  was  good  at  a  single  lie,  though  easily  flustered 
on  an  examination ;  and  this  was  a  ver}-  creditable  stratagem 
to  acquaint  Mrs.  Ha3^es  with  the  name  that  he  bore. 

"What!  you  know  Captain  Geraldine?"  said  Mr.  Bal- 
lance,  who  was  perfectly  well  acquainted  with  the  carpenter's 
wife. 

"In  coorse  she  does.  Hasn't  she  known  me  these  tin 
j^ears?  Are  we  not  related?  Didn't  she  give  me  the  A'ery 
horse  which  I  rode,  and,  to  make  belave,  tould  3'ou  I'd  bought 
in  London?" 

' '  Let  her  tell  her  own  story.  Are  you  related  to  Captain 
Geraldine,  Mrs.  Hayes?" 

"  Yes  —  oh,  yes  I 

"  A  ver}'  elegant  connection  !  and  j'ou  gave  him  the  horse, 
did  3'Ou,  of  3'our  own  free-will?  " 

"Oh,  yes!  of  my  own  will  —  I  would  give  him  au3'thiug. 
Do,  do,  3'our  honor,  let  him  go !  His  child  is  d3'ing,"  said  the 
old  lad3',  bursting  into  tears.  "  It  may  be  dead  before  he  gets 
to  —  before  he  gets  there.  Oh,  your  honor,  your  honor,  pray, 
pra3',  don't  detain  him  !  " 

The  justice  did  not  seem  to  understand  this  excessive  S3'm- 
path3f  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Ha^es  ;  nor  did  the  father  himself 
appear  to  be  nearl3'  so  affected  b3'  his  child's  probable  fate  as 
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the  honest  woman  who  interested  herself  for  Tiim.  On  the  con- 
trary, when  she  made  this  passionate  speech,  Captain  Geraldine 
only  grinned  and  said,  "  Niver  mind,  my  dear.  If  his  honor 
will  keep  an  honest  gentleman  for  doing  nothing,  why  let  him  — 
the  law  must  settle  between  us ;  and  as  for  the  child,  poor 
thing,  the  Lord  dehver  it !  " 

At  this,  Mrs.  Haj-es  fell  to  entreating  more  loudly  than  ever ; 
and  as  there  was  really  no  charge  against  him,  Mr.  Ballance 
was  constrained  to  let  him  go. 

The  landlord  and  his  friends  were  making  off,  rather  con- 
fused, when  Ensign  Macshane  called  upon  the  former  in  a  thun- 
dering voice  to  stop,  and  refund  the  five  guineas  which  he  had 
stolen  from  him.  Again  the  host  swore  there  were  but  fifteen 
in  his  pocket.  But  when,  on  the  Bible,  the  Ensign  solemnly 
vowed  that  he  had  twenty-,  and  called  upon  Mrs.  Hayes  to  say 
whether  yesterday,  half  an  hour  before  he  entered  the  inn,  she 
had  not  seen  him  with  twenty  guineas,  and  that  lady  expressed 
herself  ready  to  swear  that  she  had,  Mr.  Landlord  looked  more 
crestfallen  than  ever,  and  said  that  he  had  not  counted  the 
money  when  he  took  it ;  and  though  he  did  in  his  soul  believe 
that  there  were  only  fifteen  guineas,  rather  than  be  suspected  of 
a  shabby  action,  he  would  pay  the  five  guineas  out  of  his  own 
pocket:  which  he  did,  and  with  the  Ensign's,  or  rather  Mrs. 
Hayes's  own  coin. 

As  soon  as  they  were  out  of  the  justice's  house,  Mr.  Mac- 
shane, in  the  fulness  of  his  gratitude,  could  not  help  bestowing 
an  embrace  upon  Mrs.  Haj^es.  And  when  she  implored  him  to 
let  her  ride  behind  him  to  her  darling  son,  he  yielded  with  a  very 
good  grace,  and  off  the  pair  set  on  John  Hayes's  gra}'. 

"  Who  has  Nose}^  brought  with  him  now?  "  said  Mr.  Sicklop, 
Brock's  one-eyed  confederate,  who,  about  three  hours  after  the 
above  adventure,  was  lolling  in  the  3-ard  of  the  "  Three  Rooks." 
It  was  our  Ensign,  with  the  mother  of  his  captive.  They  had 
not  met  with  any  accident  in  their  ride. 

"  I  shall  now  have  the  shooprame  bliss,"  said  Mr.  Mac- 
shane, with  much  feeling,  as  he  Hfted  Mrs.  Hayes  from  the 
:  saddle  —  ' '  the  shooprame  bliss  of  intwining  two  harrts  that 
are  mead  for  one  another.  Ours,  my  dear,  is  a  dismal  pro- 
fession ;  but  ah !  don't  moments  like  this  make  aminds  for 
years  of  pain?  This  way,  my  dear.  Turn  to  your  right, 
then  to  3'our  left  —  mind  the  stip  —  and  the  third  door  round 
the  corner." 

All  these  precautions  were  attended  to ;  and  after  giving  his 
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concerted  knock,  Mr.  Macshane  was  admitted  into  an  apart- 
ment, which  he  entered  holding  Ms  gold  pieces  in  the  one  hand, 
and  a  lady  by  the  other. 

We  sliall  not  describe  the  meeting  which  took  place  between 
mother  and  son.  The  old  lady  wept  copiously  ;  the  young  man 
was  really  glad  to  see  his  relative,  for  he  deemed  that  his 
troubles  were  over.  Mrs.  Cat  bit  her  lips  and  stood  aside, 
looking  somewhat  foolish ;  Mr.  Brock  counted  the  money  ;  and 
Mr.  Macshane  took  a  large  dose  of  strong  waters,  as  a  pleasing 
solace  for  his  labors,  dangers,  and  fatigue. 

When  the  maternal  feelings  were  somewhat  calmed,  the  old 
lady  had  leisure  to  look  about  her,  and  really  felt  a  kind  of 
friendship  and  good- will  for  the  compan}'  of  thieves  in  which  she 
found  herself.  It  seemed  to  her  that  they  had  conferred  an 
actual  favor  on  her,  in  robbing  her  of  twenty  guineas,  threaten- 
ing her  son's  life,  and  finally  letting  him  go. 

' '  Who  is  that  droll  old  gentleman  ?  "  said  she  ;  and  being 
told  that  it  was  Captain  Wood,  she  dropped  him  a  curts}^ 
and  said,  with  much  respect,  "Captain,  your  very  humble 
servant ;  "  which  compliment  Mr.  Brock  acknowledged  by  a 
gracious  smile  and  bow.  "And  who  is  this  pretty  young 
^id''"'  continued  Mrs.  Hayes. 

'  Why  —  hum  —  oh  —  mother,  you  must  give  her  your 
blessing.  She  is  Mrs.  John  Hayes."  And  herewith  Mr.  Hayes 
brought  forward  his  interesting  lady,  to  introduce  her  to  his 
mamma. 

The  news  did  not  at  all  please  the  old  lady ;  who  received 
Mrs.  Catherine's  embrace  with  a  very  sour  face  indeed.  How- 
ever, the  mischief  was  done  ;  and  she  was  too  glad  to  get  back 
her  son  to  be,  on  such  an  occasion,  very  angry  with  him.  So, 
after  a  proper  rebuke,  she  told  Mrs.  John  Hayes  that  though 
she  never  approved  of  her  son's  attachment,  and  thought  he 
married  below  his  condition,  yet  as  the  evil  was  done,  it  was 
their  duty  to  make  the  best  of  it ;  and  she,  for  her  part,  would 
receive  her  into  her  house,  and  make  her  as  comfortable  there 
as  she  could. 

' '  I  wonder  whether  she  has  any  more  money  in  that  house  ?  " 
whispered  Mr.  Sicklop  to  Mr.  Redcap  ;  who,  with  the  landlady, 
had  come  to  the  door  of  the  room,  and  had  been  amusing  them- 
selves by  the  contemplation  of  this  sentimental  scene. 

"  What  a  fool  that  wild  Hirishman  was  not  to  bleed  her  for 
more,"  said  the  landlady;  "but  he's  a  poor  ignorant  Papist. 
I'm  sure  my  man  "  (this  gentleman  had  been  hanged)  "  wouldn't 
have  come  away  with  such  a  beggar]^'  sum." 


CATHERINE:    A  STORY.  337 

"  Suppose  we  have  some  more  out  of  'em?  "  said  Mr.  Red- 
cap. "  What  prevents  us?  "We  have  got  the  old  mare,  and 
the  colt  too,  —  ha  !  ha  !  and  the  pah"  of  'em  ought  to  be  worth 
at  least  a  hundred  to  us." 

This  conversation  was  carried  on  sotto  voce  ;  and  I  don't 
know  whether  Mr.  Brock  had  an}'  notion  of  the  plot  which 
was  arranged  b}'  the  three  worthies.  The  landlady  began  it. 
"  Which  punch,  madam,  will  you  take? "  saj^s  she.  "  You  must 
have  something  for  the  good  of  the  house,  now  30U  are  in  it." 

"  In  coorse,"  said  the  Ensign. 

"Certainly,"  said  the  other  three.  But  the  old  lady  said 
she  was  anxious  to  leave  the  place  ;  and  putting  down  a  crown- 
piece,  requested  the  hostess  to  treat  the  gentlemen  in  her 
absence.     "  Good-by,  Captain,"  said  the  old  lad3^ 

"  Ajew  !  "  cried  the  Ensign,  "  and  long  life  to  j'ou,  my  dear. 
Y'ou  got  me  out  of  a  scrape  at  the  justice's  j'Onder ;  and,  split 
me !  but  Insign  Macshanc  will  remimber  it  as  long  as  he 
Uves." 

And  now  Hayes  and  the  two  ladies  made  for  the  door ;  but  the 
landlad}^  placed  herself  against  it,  and  Mr.  Sicklop  said,  "  No, 
no,  my  pretty  madams,  you  ain't  a-going  off  so  cheap  as  that 
neither ;  j-ou  are  not  going  out  for  a  beggarly  twenty  guineas, 
Jook  you,  —  we  must  have  more." 

Mr.  Ha3'es  starting  back,  and  cursing  his  fate,  fairly  burst 
into  tears ;  the  two  women  screamed ;  and  Mr.  Brock  looked 
as  if  the  proposition  both  amused  and  had  been  expected  by 
him  :  but  not  so  Ensign  Macshane. 

"  Major !  "  said  he,  clawing  fiercely  hold  of  Brock's  arms. 

"  Ensign,"  said  Mr.  Brock,  smiling. 

"  Arr  we,  or  arr  we  not,  men  of  honor?  " 

"  Oh,  in  coorse,"  said  Brock,  laughing,  and  using  Macshane's 
favorite  exi)ression. 

"  If  we  arr  men  of  honor,  we  are  bound  to  stick  to  our  word  ; 
and  hark  ye,  you  dirty  one-ej'ed  scoundrel,  if  you  don't  imma- 
diately  make  way  for  these  leedies,  and  this  lily-livered  young 
jontleman  who's  cr3ing  so,  the  Meejor  here  and  I  will  lug  out 
and  force  3'ou."  And  so  saying,  he  drew  his  great  sword  and 
made  a  pass  at  Mr.  Sicklop  ;  Avhich  that  gentleman  avoided,  and 
which  caused  him  and  his  companion  to  retreat  from  the  door. 
The  landlady  still  kept  her  position  at  it,  and  with  a  storm  of 
oaths  against  the  Ensign,  and  against  two  Englishmen  who  ran 
away  from  a  wild  Hirishman,  swore  she  would  not  budge  a 
foot,  and  would  stand  there  until  her  dying  day. 

"  Faith,  then,  needs  must,"  said  the  Ensign,  and  made  a 

47 
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lunge  at  the  hostess,  which  passed  so  near  the  wretch's  throat, 
that  she  screamed,  sank  on  her  knees,  and  at  last  opened  the 
door. 

Down  the  stah's,  then,  with  great  state,  Mr.  Macshane  led 
the  elder  lady,  the  married  couple  following ;  and  having  seen 
them  to  the  street,  took  an  aflectionate  farewell  of  the  party, 
whom  he  vowed  that  he  would  come  and  see.  '  '•  You  can  wall 
the  eighteen  miles  aisy,  between  this  and  nightfall,"  said  he. 

"  Walk!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Hayes.  "Why,  haven't  we  got 
Ball,  and  shall  ride  and  tie  all  the  way  ?  " 

"Madam!"  criec"  Macshane,  in  a  stern  voice,  "honor  be- 

I  fore  ever3thing.     Did  3'ou  not,  in  the  presence  of  his  worship, 

vow  and  declare  that  yoa  gave  me  that  horse,  and  now  d'ye 

talk  of  taking  it  back  again  !     Let  me  tell  3-ou,  madam,  that 

I  such  paltry  thricks  ill  become  a  person  of  your  years  and  re- 

'  spectability,  and  ought  never  to  be  played  with  Insign  Timothy 

Macshane." 

He  waved  his  hat  and  strutted  down  the  street ;  and  Mrs. 
Catherine  Hayes,  along  with  her  bridegroom  and  mother-iu-law, 
made  the  best  of  their  way  homeward  on  foot. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

WHICH   EMBRACES    A    PERIOD   OF    SEVEN   TEAKS. 

The  recovery  of  so  considerable  a  portion  of  his  property 
from  the  clutches  of  Brock  was,  as  ma}'  be  imagined,  no  trifling 
source  of  J03'  to  that  excellent  young  man,  Count  Gustavus 
Adolphus  de  Galgenstein  ;  and  he  was  often  known  to  say,  with 
much  archness,  and  a  proper  feeling  of  gratitude  to  the  Fate 
which  had  ordained  things  so,  that  the  robbeiy  was,  in  reality, 
one  of  the  best  things  that  could  have  happened  to  him  :  for, 
in  event  of  Mr.  Brock's  not  stealing  the  mone}-,  his  Excellency 
the  Count  would  have  had  to  pay  the  whole  to  the  Warwickshire 
Squire,  who  had  won  it  from  him  at  play.  He  was  enabled,  in 
the  present  instance,  to  plead  his  notoinous  poverty  as  an  ex- 
cuse ;  and  the  Warwickshire  conqueror  got  off  with  nothing, 
except  a  very  badly  written  autograph  of  the  Count's,  simply 
acknowledging  the  debt. 

This  point  his  Exccllenc}'  conceded  with  the  greatest  candor ; 
but  (us,  doubtless,  the  reader  may  ha\  e  reauukcd  in  the  course 
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of  his  eiperience,)  to  owe  is  not  quite  the  same  thing  as  to  pay  ; 
and  from  the  da}'  of  his  winning  tlie  money  until  the  day  of  his 
death  the  Warwickshire  Squire  did  never,  by  any  chance,  touch 
a  single  bob,  tizzy,  tester,  moidore,  maravedi,  doubloon,  to- 
maun,  or  rupee,  of  the  sum  which  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein 
had  lost  to  him. 

That  young  nobleman  was,  as  Mr.  Brock  hinted  in  the  little 
autobiographical  sketch  which  we  gave  in  a  former  chapter,  in- 
carcerated for  a  certain  period,  and  for  certain  other  debts,  in 
the  donjons  of  Shrewsbury  ;  but  he  released  himself  from  them 
b}'  that  noble  and  consolatory  method  of  whitewashing  which 
the  law  has  provided  for  gentlemen  in  his  oppressed  condition  ; 
and  he  had  not  been  a  week  in  London,  when  he  fell  in  with, 
and  overcame,  or  put  to  flight,  Captain  Wood,  alias  Brock,  and 
immediately  seized  upon  the  remainder  of  his  property.  After 
receiving  this,  the  Count,  with  commendable  discretion,  dis- 
appeared from  England  altogether  for  a  while  ;  nor  are  we  at 
all  authorized  to  state  that  any  of  his  debts  to  his  tradesmen 
were  discharged,  an}'  more  than  his  debts  of  honor,  as  they  are 
pleasantly  called. 

Having  thus  settled  with  his  creditors,  the  gallant  Count 
had  interest  enough  with  some  of  the  great  folk  to  procure  for 
himself  a  post  abroad,  and  was  absent  in  Holland  for  some 
time.  It  was  here  that  he  became  acquainted  with  the  lovely 
Madam  Silverkoop,  the  widow  of  a  deceased  gentleman  of  Ley- 
den  ;  and  although  the  lady  was  not  at  that  age  at  which  tender 
passions  are  usually  inspired  —  beijig^sjxtj  —  and  though  she 
could  not,  like  Mademoiselle  Mnon  de  I'Enclos,  then  at  Paris, 
boast  of  charms  which  defied  the  progress  of  time,  — for  Mrs. 
Silverkoop  was  as  red  as  a  boiled  lobster,  and  as  unwieldy  as  a 
porpoise  ;  and  altliough  her  mental  attractions  did  b}'  no  means 
make  up  for  her  personal  deficiencies,  —  for  she  was  jealous,  vio- 
lent, vulgar,  drunken,  and  stingy  to  a  miracle  :  yet  her  charms 
had  an  immediate  effect  on  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein ;  and 
hence,  perhaps,  the  reader  (the  rogue  !  how  well  he  knows  the 
world  !)  will  be  led  to  conclude  that  the  honest  widow  was  rich. 

Such,  indeed,  she  was  ;  and  Count  Gustavus,  despising  the 
difference  between  his  twenty  quarterings  and  her  twenty  thou- 
sand pounds,  laid  the  most  desperate  siege  to  her,  and  finished 
b}"^  causing  her  to  capitulate  ;  as  I  do  believe,  after  a  reasonable 
degree  of  pressing,  an}'  woman  will  do  to  any  man  :  such,  at 
least,  has  been  my  experience  in  the  matter. 

The  Count  then  mariled  ;  and  it  was  curious  to  see  how  he 
—  who,  as  we  have  seen  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Cat,  had  been  as 
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great  a  tiger  and  domestic  bully  as  any  extant  —  now.  by  de- 
grees, fell  into  a  quiet  submission  towards  his  enormous  Coun- 
tess ;  who  ordered  him  up  and  down  as  a  lady  orders  her 
footman,  who  permitted  him  speedily  not  to  have  a  wiU  of  his 
own,  and  who  did  not  allow  him  a  shilling  of  her  nione}',  with- 
out receiving  for  the  same  an  accurate  account. 

How  was  it  that  he,  the  abject  slave  of  Madam  Silverkoop, 
had  been  victorious  over  Mrs.  Cat?  The  first  blow  is,  I  be- 
lieve, the  decisive  one  in  these  cases,  and  the  Countess  had 
stricken  it  a  week  after  their  marriage ;  —  establishing  a  su- 
premac}'  which  the  Count  never  afterwards  attempted  to  ques- 
tion. 

We  have  alluded  to  his  Excellency's  marriage,  as  in  duty 
^ bound,  because  it  will  be  necessary  to  account  for  his  appear- 
/  ance  hereafter  in  a  more  splendid  fashion  than  tliat  under  which 
/  he  has  hitherto  been  known  to  vis  ;   and  just  comforting  the 
/reader  b}-  the  knowledge  that  the  union,  though  prosperous  in 
/a  worldlj' point  of  view,  was,  in  reality,  extremely  unhappy, 
f  we  must  sa}'  no  more  from  this  time  forth  of  the  fat  and  legiti- 
mate Madam  de  Galgenstein.     Our  darling  is  Mrs.  Catherine, 
who  had  formerl}'  acted  in  her  stead ;  and  only  in  so  much  as 
the  fat  Countess  did  influence  in  an}'  way  the  destinies  of  our 
heroine,  or  those  wise  and  virtuous  persons  who  have  appeared 
and  are  to  follow  her  to  her  end,  shall  we  in  an}'  degree  allow 
her  name  to  figure  here.     It  is  an  awful  thing  to  get  a  glimpse, 
as  one  sometimes  does,  when  the  time  is  past,  of  some  little, 
little  wheel  which  works  the  whole  mighty  machiner}-  of  Fate, 
and  see  how  our  destinies  turn  on  a  minute's  delay  or  advance, 
or  on  the  turning  of  a  street,  or  on  somebody  else's  turning 
of  a  street,  or  on  somebody  else's  doing  of  something  else  in 
Downing  Street  or  in  Timbuctoo,  now  or  a  thousand  years  ago. 
I  Thus,  for  instance,  if  Miss  Foots,  in  the  3'ear  1695,  had  never 
I  been  the  lovely  inmate  of  a  Spielliaus  at  Amsterdam,  Mr.  Van 
I    Silverkoop  would  never  have  seen  her  ;  if  the  da}*  had  not  been 
extraordinarily  hot,  the  worthy  merchant  would   never  have 
gone  thither ;    if  he  had  not  been  fond  of  Rhenish  wine  and 
sugar,  he  never  would  have  called  for  any  such  delicacies  ;  if 
he  had   not  called  for  them.  Miss  Ottilia  Poots  would  never 
f  have  brought  tliem,  and  partaken  of  them  ;  if  he  had  not  been 
I  rich,  she  would  certainl}'  have  rejected  all  the  advances  made 
I  to  lier  by  Silverkoop  ;  if  he  had  not  been  so  fond  of  Rhenish 
j    and   sugar,  he  never  would  have  died  ;  and  Mrs.  Silverkoop 
would  have  been  neither  rich  nor  a  widow,  nor  a  wife  to  Count 
von  Galgenstein.     Nay,  nor  would  this  history  have  ever  been 
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I  written ;  for  if  Count  Galgenstein  had  not  married  the  rich 

/  widow,  Mrs.  Catlierine  would  never  have  — 

/        Oh,  my  dear  Madam !  you  thought  we  were  going  to  tell 

/  you.     Pooh  !  nonsense,  —  no  such  thing  !  not  for  two  or  three 

and  seventy  pages  or  so  —  when,  perhaps,  you  may  know  what 

Mrs.  Catherine  never  would  have  done. 

The  reader  Avill  remember,  in  the  second  chapter  of  these 

Memoirs,  the  announcement  that  Mrs.  Catherine  had  given  to 

the  world  a  child,  who  might  bear,  if  he  chose,  the  arms  of 

Galgenstein,  with  the  further  adornment  of  a  bar-sinister.    This 

child  had  been  put  out  to  nurse  some  time  before  its  mother's 

elopement  from  the  Count ;  and  as  that  nobleman  was  in  funds 

at  the  time  (having  had  that  success  at  play  which  we  duly 

r  chronicled) ,   he  paid  a  sum  of  no  less  than  twenty  guineas, 

I  which  was  to  be  the  yearly  reward  of  the  nurse   into  whose 

I  charge  the  boj'  was  put.     The  woman  grew  fond  of  the  brat ; 

/  and  when,  after  the  first  year,  she  had  no  further  news  or  remit- 

/   tances  from  father  or  mother,  she  determined,  for  a  while  at  least, 

to  maintain  the  infant  at  her  own  expense  :   for,  when  rebuked 

by  her  neighbors  on  this  score,  she  stoutly  swore  that  no  parents 

could  ever  desert  their  children,  and  that  some  day  or  other  she 

should  not  fail  to  be  rewarded  for  her  trouble  with  this  one. 

Under  this  strange  mental  hallucination  poor  Goody  Billings, 
who  had  five  children  and  a  husband  of  her  own,  continued  to 
give  food  and  shelter  to  little  Tom  for  a  period  of  no  less  than 
seven  years  ;  and  though  it  must  be  acknowledged  that  the 
young  gentleman  did  not  in  the  slightest  degree  merit  the  kind- 
nesses shown  to  him.  Goody  Billings,  who  was  of  a  very  soft 
and  pitiful  disposition,  continued  to  bestow  them  upon  him  : 
because,  she  said,  he  was  lonel}'  and  unprotected,  and  deserved 
them  more  than  other  children  who  had  fathers  and  mothers  to 
look  after  them.  If,  then,  any  difference  was  made  between 
Tom's  treatment  and  that  of  her  own  brood,  it  was  considerably 
in  favor  of  the  former  ;  to  whom  the  largest  proportions  of  trea- 
cle were  allotted  for  his  bread,  and  the  handsomest  supplies  of 
hasty-pudding.  Besides,  to  do  Mrs.  Billings  justice,  there  was 
hk  part}'  against  him  ;  and  that  consisted  not  only  of  her  husband 
I  and  her  five  children,  but  of  ever^'  single  person  in  the  neigh- 
I  borhood  who  had  an  opportunity-  of  seeing  and  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  Master  Tom. 

A  celebrated  philosopher  —  I  think  Miss  Edgeworth  —  has 
broached  the  consolatory  doctrine,  that  in  intellect  and  disposi- 
tion all  human  beings  are  entirel}-  equal,  and  that  circumstance 
and  education  are  the  causes  of  the  distinctions  and  divisions 
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which  afterwiuxls  unhappily  take  place  among  them.     Not  to  ar- 
gue  this  question,  which  places  Jack  Howard  and  Jack  Thurtell 
ou  an  exact  level,  —  which  would  have  us  to  believe  that  Lord 
Melbourne  is  by  natural  gifts  and  excellences  a  man  as  honest, 
brave,  and  far-sighted  as  the  Duke  of  Wellington, — which 
would  make  out  that  Lord  Lyndhurst  is,  in  point  of  principle, 
eloquence,  and  political  honesty,  no  better  than  Mr.  O'Con- 
nell,  —  not,  I  say,  arguing  this  doctrine,  let  us  simpl}-  state 
that  Master  Thomas  Billings  (for,  having  no  other,  he  took  the 
I  name  of  the  worthy  people  who  adopted  him)  was  in  his  long- 
/  coats  fearfully  passionate,  screaming  and  roaring  perpetuall}', 
'  and  showing  all  the  ill  that  he  could  show.     At  the  age  of  two, 
I  when  his  strength  enabled  him  to  toddle  abroad,  his  favorite 
I  resort  was  the  coal-hole  or  the  dung-heap  :  his  roarings  had  not 
I  diminished  in  the  least,  and  he  had  added  to  his  former  virtues 
I  two  new  ones,  —  a  love  of  fighting  and  stealing ;  both  which 
/  amiable  qualities  he  had  many  opportunities  of  exercising  every 
I  day.     He  fought  his  little  adoptive  brothers  and   sisters  ;    he 
kicked  and  cuffed  his  father  and  mother ;   he  fought  the  cat, 
/stamped  upon  the  kittens,  was  worsted  in  a  severe  battle  with 
/  the  hen  in  the  back-yard  ;  but,  in  revenge,  nearly  beat  a  little 
j  sucking-pig  to  death,  whom  he  caught  alone,  and  rambling  near 
his  favorite  haunt,  the  dunghill.     As  for  stealing,  he  stole  the 
eggs,  which  he  perforated  and  emptied ;   the  butter,  which  he 
ate  with  or  without  bread,  as  he  could  find  it ;  the  sugar,  which 
he  cunningly  secreted  in  the  leaves  of  a  Baker's  CJironicle,  that 
nobod}'  in  the  establishment  could  read  ;    and  thus  from  the 
pages  of  history  he  used  to  suck  in  all  he  knew  —  thieving  and 
Ipng  namel}' ;  in  which,  for  his  3'ears,  he  made  wonderful  prog- 
ress.    If  any  followers  of  Miss  Edgeworth  and  the  philoso- 
phers are  inclined  to  disbelieve  this  statement,  or  to  set  it  down 
as  overcharged  and  distorted,  let  them  be  assured  that  just  this 
very  picture  was,  of  all  pictures  in  the  world,  taken  from  nature. 
I,  Ikey  Solomons,  once  had  a  dear  littXe  brother  who  could 
steal  before  he  could  walk  (and  this  not  from  encouragement, 
—  for,  if  3'ou  know  the  world,  you  must  know  that  in  families 
of  our  profession  the  point  of  honor  is  sacred  at  home,  —  but 
from  pure  nature)  —  who  could  steal,  I  say,  before  he  could 
walk,  and  lie  before  he  could  speak  ;    and  who,  at  four  and 
a  half  3'ears  of  age,  having  attacked  my  sister  Rebecca  on 
some    question   of  lollipops,   had   smitten   her  on   the   elbow 

with  a  fire-shovel,  apologized  to  us  by  saying  simply,  " 

her,  I  wish  it  had  been  her  head  !  "     Dear,  dear  Aminadab ! 
I  think  of  you,  and  laugh  these  philosophers  to  scorn.     Na- 
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tore  made  you  for  that  career  which  you  fulfilled :  you  were 
from  your  birth  to  your  dying  a  scoundi'el ;  you  couldut  have 
been  anything  else,  however  your  lot  was  cast ;  and  blessed  it 
was  that  you  were  born  among  the  prigs, — for  had  you  been 
of  an}-  other  profession,  alas  !  alas  !  what  ills  might  you  have 
done?  As  I  have  heard  the  author  of  "  Richelieu,"  "Siamese 
Twins,"  &c.,  sa}',  "  Poeta  nascitm-,  nou  fit,"  which  means  that 
though  he  had  tried  ever  so  much  to  be  a  poet,  it  was  all  moon- 
shine :  in  the  like  manner,  I  say,  '•'-  Roagus  nascitur,  non  fit." 
We  have  it  from  nature,  and  so  a  fig  for  Miss  Edge  worth. 

In  this  manner,  then,  while  his  father,  blessed  with  a  wealth}- 
wife,  was  leading,  in  a  fine  house,  the  life  of  a  galley-slave  ; 
while  his  mother,  married  to  Mr.  Hayes,  and  made  an  honest 
woman  of,  as  the  saying  is,  was  passing  her  time  respectably 
in  Warwickshire,  Mr.  Thomas  Billings  was  inhabiting  the  same 
county,  not  cared  for  by  either  of  them  ;  but  ordained  by  Fate 
to  join  tiiem  one  da}',  and  have  a  mighty  influence  upon  the 
fortunes  of  both.  For,  as  it  has  often  happened  to  the  traveller 
in  the  York  or  the  Exeter  coach  to  fall  snugly  asleep  in  his 
corner,  and  on  awaking  suddenly  to  find  himself  sixty  or  seventy 
miles  from  the  place  where  Somnus  first  visited  him  :  as,  we 
say,  although  you  sit  still.  Time,  poor  wretch,  keeps  perpetually 
running  on,  and  so  must  run  day  and  night,  with  never  a  pause 
or  a  halt  of  five  minutes  to  get  a  drink,  until  his  dying  day ; 
let  the  reader  imagine  that  since  he  left  Mrs.  Hayes  and  all 
the  other  worthy  personages  of  this  history,  in  the  last  chapter, 
seven  years  have  sped  away  ;  during  which,  all  our  heroes  and 
heroines  have  been  accomplishing  their  destinies. 
''  Seven  years  of  country  carpentering,  or  other  trading,  on 
the  part  of  a  husband,  of  ceaseless  scolding,  violence,  and  dis- 
content on  the  part  of  a  wife,  are  not  pleasant  to  describe :  so 
we  shall  omit  altogether  any  account  of  the  early  married  life 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  Hayes.  The  "Newgate  Calendar" 
(to  which  excellent  compilation  we  and  the  other  popular  nov- 
elists of  the  day  can  never  be  sufficiently  grateful)  states  that 
Hayes  left  his  house  three  or  four  times  during  this  period, 
and,  urged  by  the  restless  humors  of  his  wife,  tried  several 
professions  ;  returning,  however,  as  he  grew  weary  of  each,  to 
/  his  wife  and  his  paternal  home.  After  a  certain  time  his  parents 
/  died,  and  by  their  demise  he  succeeded  to  a  small  property,  and 
\  the  carpentering  business,  which  he  for  some  time  followed. 

What,  then,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  become  of  Captain  Wood, 
or  Brock,  and  Ensign  Macshane?  —  the  only  persons  now  to  be 
accounted  for  in  our  cataloaue.     For  about  six  months  after 
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their  capture  and  release  of  Mr.  Ha^'es,  those  noble  gentlemen 
had  followed,  with  much  prudence  and  success,  that  trade  which 
the  celebrated  and  polite  Duval,  the  ingenious  Sheppard,  the 
dauntless  Turpin,  and  indeed  many  other  heroes  of  our  most 
popular  novels,  had  pursued,  or  were  pursuing,  in  their  time. 
And  so  considerable  were  said  to  be  Captain  AVood's  gains, 
that  reports  were  abroad  of  his  having  somewhere  a  buried 
treasui'e  ;  to  which  he  might  have  added  more,  had  not  Fate 
suddenly  cut  short  his  career  as  a  prig.  He  and  the  Ensign 
were  —  shame  to  sa}'  —  transported  for  steaUng  three  pewter- 
pots  off  a  railing  at  Exeter  ;  and  not  being  known  in  the  town, 
which  they  had  only  reached  that  morning,  they  were  detained 
by  no  further  charges,  but  simply  condemned  on  this  one. 
For  this  misdemeanor,  her  Majesty's  Government  vindictiveh' 
I  sent  them  for  seven  3-ears  be^'ond  the  sea ;  and,  as  the  fashion 
/  then  was,  sold  the  use  of  their  bodies  to  Virginian  planters 
I  during  that  space  of  time.  It  is  thus,  alas  !  that  the  strong  are 
alwa^'s  used  to  deal  with  the  weak,  and  many  an  honest  fellow 
has  been  led  to  rue  his  unfortunate  difference  with  the  law. 

Thus,  then,  we  have  settled  all  scores.  The  Count  is  in 
Holland  with  his  wife  ;  Mrs.  Cat  in  Warwickshire  along  with 
her  excellent  husband  ;  Master  Thomas  Billings  with  his  adop- 
tive parents  in  the  same  county  ;  and  the  two  militar}-  gentle- 
men watching  the  progress  and  cultivation  of  the  tobacco  and 
/  cotton  plant  in  the  New  World.  All  these  things  have  passed 
between  the  acts,  dingaring-a-dingaring-a-dingledino-le-ding,  the 
drop  draws  up,  and  the  next  act  begins.  By  the  wa}",  the  play 
ends  with  a  drop  :  but  that  is  neither  here  no*r  there. 


[Here,  as  in  a  theatre,  the  orchestra  is  supposed  to  play  something 
melodious.  The  people  get  up,  shake  themselves,  yawn,  and 
settle  down  in  their  seats  again.  "  Porter,  ale,  ginger-beer, 
cider,"  comes  round,  squeezing  through  the  legs  of  the  gentle- 
men in  the  pit.  Nobody  takes  anything  as  usual ;  and  lo  !  the 
curtain  rises  again.  " 'Sh,  'shsh, 'shshshhh  !  Hats  offl"  says 
everybody.] 


Mrs.  Haj'es  had  now  been  for  six  years  the  adored  wife  of 
Mr.  Ha^'cs,  and  no  offspring  had  arisen  to  bless  their  loves  and 
perpetuate  their  name.  She  had  obtained  a  complete  mastery 
over  her  lord  and  master  ;  and  having  had,  as  far  as  was  in  that 
gentleman's  power,  every  single  wish  gratified  that  she  could 
demand,  in  the  way  of  dress,  treats  to  Coventr}^  and  Birming- 
ham, drink,  nr\^  what  not  —  for,  though  n  hard  man,  'Tobp 
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Hayes  had  learned  to  spend  his  nioiie}'  pretty  freely  on  himself 

i  and  her  —  having  had  all  her  wishes  gratified,  it  was  natural 

,  that  she  should  begin  to  find  out  some   more  ;  and  the  next 

/whim  she  hit  upon  was  to  be  restored  to  her  child.     It  may 

/  be  as  well  to  state  that  she  had  never  informed  her  husband 

of  the  existence  of  that  phenomenon,  although  he  was  aware  of 

his  wife's  former  connection  with  the  Count,  —  Mrs.  Hayes, 

in   their   matrimonial  quarrels,  invariabl}'  taunting   him   with 

accounts  of  her  former  splendor  and  happiness,  and  with  his 

own  meanness    of   taste  in   condescending   to    take   up  with 

his  Excellency's  leavings. 

She  determined,  then  (but  as  yet  had  not  confided  her  deter- 
mination to  her  husband) ,  she  would  have  her  boy  ;  although 
in  her  seven  j-ears'  residence  within  twenty  miles  of  him  she 
had  never  once  thought  of  seeing  him :  and  the  kind  reader 
knows  that  when  his  excellent  lady  determines  on  a  thing  — 
a  shawl,  or  an  opera-box,  or  a  new  carriage,  or  twenty-four 
singing-lessons  from  Tamburini,  or  a  night  at  the  "Eagle 
Tavern"  C it}' Road,  or  a  ride  in  a  buss  to  Richmond  and  tea 
and  brandy-and- water  at  "  Rose  Cottage  Hotel"  —  the  reader, 
high  or  low,  knows  that  when  Mrs.  Reader  desires  a  thing, 
have  it  she  will ;  you  may  just  as  well  talk  of  avoiding  her  as 
of  avoiding  gout,  bills,  or  gray  hairs  —  and  that  you  know  is 
impossible.  I,  for  my  part,  have  had  all  three  —  ay,  and 
a  wife  too. 

I  say  that  when  a  woman  is  resolved  on  a  thing,  happen  it 
will :  if  husbands  refuse.  Fate  will  interfere  (^flectere  si  nequeo^ 
&c.  ;  but  quotations  are  odious) .  And  some  hidden  power  was 
working  in  the  case  of  Mrs.  Hayes,  and,  for  its  own  awful 
purposes,  lending  her  its  aid. 

I  Who  has  not  felt  how  he  works — the  dreadful,  conquering 
Spirit  of  111?  Who  cannot  see,  in  the  circle  of  his  own  society, 
the  fated  and  foredoomed  to  woe  and  evil  ?  Some  call  the  doc- 
trine of  destiny  a  dark  creed  ;  but,  for  me,  I  would  fain  try 
and  think  it  a  consolatory  one.  It  is  better,  with  all  one's  sins 
upon  one's  head,  to  deem  oneself  in  the  hands  of  Fate  than 
to  think  —  with  our  fierce  passions  and  weak  repentances  ; 
with  om-  resolves  so  loud,  so  vain,  so  ludicrously,  despicably 
weak  and  frail ;  with  our  dim,  wavering,  wretched  conceits 
about  virtue,  and  our  irresistible  propensity  to  wrong,  —  that 
we  are  the  workers  of  our  future  sorrow  or  happiness.  If  we 
depend  on  our  strength,  what  is  it  against  mighty  circumstance? 
If  we  look  to  ourselves,  what  hope  have  we?  Look  back  at 
the  whole  of  j'our  life,  and  see  how  Fate  has  mastered  you  and 
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it.  Tliiuk  of  your  disapijointnients  and  ^our  .sucL-esses.  Has 
your  striving  influenced  one  or  the  other?  A  fit  of  indigestion 
puts  itself  between  you  and  honors  and  reputation  ;  an  apple 
plops  on  your  nose,  and  makes  3'ou  a  world's  wonder  and  glory  ; 
a  fit  of  povert}'  makes  a  rascal  of  30U,  who  were,  and  are  still, 
an  honest  man  ;  clubs,  trumps,  or  six  lucky  mains  at  dice, 
make  an  honest  man  for  life  of  you,  who  ever  were,  will  be, 
and  are  a  rascal.  Who  sends  the  illness  ?  who  causes  the  apple 
to  fall?  who  deprives  you  of  your  worldly  goods?  or  who 
shuflfles  the  cards,  and  brings  trumps,  honor,  virtue,  and  pros- 
perity back  again  ?  You  call  it  chance  ;  ay,  and  so  it  is  chance 
that  when  the  floor  gives  way,  and  the  rope  stretches  tight,  the 
poor  wretch  before  St.  Sepulchre's  clock  dies.  Only  with  us, 
clear-sighted  mortals  as  we  are,  we  can't  see  the  rope  by  which 
we  hang,  and  know  not  when  or  how  the  drop  may  fall. 

But  revenons  a  nos  moutons  :  let  us  return  to  that  sweet  lamb. 
Master  Thomas,  and  the  milk-white  ewe,  Mrs.  Cat.  Seven 
years  had  passed  awa}',  and  she  began  to  think  that  she  should 
very  much  like  to  see  her  child  once  more.  It  was  written  that 
she  should  ;  and  you  shall  hear  how,  soon  after,  without  any 
great  exertions  of  hers,  back  he  came  to  her. 

In  the  month  of  Jul}',  in  the  year  1715,  there  came  down  a 
road  about  ten  miles  from  the  city  of  Worcester,  two  gentlemen  ; 
not  mounted.  Templar-like,  on  one  horse,  but  having  a  horse 
between  them  —  a  sorry  bay,  with  a  sorry  saddle,  and  a  large 
pack  behind  it ;  on  which  each  b}-  turn  took  a  ride.  Of  the 
two,  one  was  a  man  of  excessive  stature,  with  red  hair,  a  ver}- 
prominent  nose,  and  a  faded  mihtary  dress  ;  while  the  other,  an 
old  weather-beaten,  sober-looking  personage,  wore  the  costume 
of  a  civilian  —  both  man  and  dress  appearing  to  have  reached 
the  autumnal,  or  seedy  state.  However,  the  pair  seemed,  in 
spite  of  their  apparent  poverty,  to  be  passably  meny.  The  old 
gentleman  rode  the  horse,  and  had,  in  the  com"se  of  their  jour- 
ne}',  ridden  him  two  miles  at  least  in  ever}'  three.  The  tall 
one  walked  with  immense  strides  by  his  side  ;  and  seemed,  in- 
deed, as  if  he  could  have  quickly  outstripped  the  four-footed 
animal,  had  he  chosen  to  exert  his  speed,  or  had  not  affection 
for  his  comrade  retained  him  at  his  stirrup. 

A  short  time  previously  the  horse  had  cast  a  shoe ;  and  this 
the  tall  man  on  foot  had  gathered  up,  and  Avas  holding  in  his 
hand :  it  having  been  voted  that  the  first  blacksmith  to  whose 
shop  they  should  come  should  be  called  upon  to  fit  it  again  upon 
the  bay  horse. 

"Do  you  remimber  this  counthry,  Meejor?"  said  the  tall 
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man,  who  was  looking  about  him  very  much  pleased,  and  suck- 
Zing  a  flower.  "  I  think  thim  gi-een  cornfields  is  prettier  looking 
at  than  the  d tobacky  out  3'ondther,  and  bad  luck  to  it !  " 

"  I  recollect  the  place  right  well,  and  some  queer  pranks  we 
played  here  seven  years  agone,"  responded  the  gentleman  ad- 
dressed as  Major.  "You  remember  that  man  and  his  wife, 
whom  we  took  in  pawn  at  the  '  Three  Rooks  ? '  " 

"  And  the  landlady  onl}' hung  last  Michaelmas?"  said  the 
tall  man,  parenthetical!}'. 

"  Hang  the  landlad}' !  —  we've  got  all  we  ever  would  out  of 
Aer,  3'ou  know.  But  about  the  man  and  woman.  You  went 
after  the  chap's  mother,  and,  like  a  jackass,  as  you  are,  let  him 
loose.     Well,  the  woman  was  that  Catherine  that  3'ou've  often 

heard  me  talk  about.     I  like. the  wench,  her,  for  I  almost 

brought  her  up  ;  and  she  was  for  a  year  or  two  along  with  that 
scoundrel  Galgenstein,  who  has  been  the  cause  of  mj'  ruin." 

"  The  inferrnal  blackguard  and  ruffian  !  "  said  the  tall  man  ; 
who,  with  his  companion,  has  no  doubt  been  recognized  b}'  the 
reader. 

"  Well,  this  Catherine  had  a  child  by  Galgenstein ;  and 
somewhere  here  hard  by  the  woman  lived  to  whom  we  carried  the 
brat  to  nurse.  She  was  the  wife  of  a  blacksmith,  one  Billings  : 
it  won't  be  out  of  the  way  to  get  our  horse  shod  at  his  house,  if 
he  is  alive  still,  and  we  ma}'  learn  something  about  the  little 
beast.     I  should  be  glad  to  see  the  mother  well  enough." 

"  Do  I  remimber  her?"  said  the  Ensign.  "Do  I  remim-- 
ber  whiskej'?  Sure  I  do,  and  the  snivelling  sneak  her  husband, 
and  the  stout  old  lady  her  mother-in-law,  and  the  dirty  one- 
ej'ed  ruffian  who  sold  me  the  parson's  hat,  that  had  so  nearly 
brought  me  into  ti'ouble.  Oh  but  it  was  a  rare  rise  we  got 
out  of  them  chaps,  and  the  old  landlady  that's  hanged  too  ! " 
And  here  both  Ensign  Macshane  and  Major  Brock,  or  Wood, 
grinned,  and  showed  much  satisfaction. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  explain  the  reason  of  it.  We  gave 
the  British  public  to  understand  that  the  landlady  of  the  "  Three 
Rooks,"  at  Worcester,  was  a  notorious  fence,  or  banker  of 
thieves  ;  that  is,  a  purchaser  of  their  merchandise.  In  her 
hands  Mr.  Brock  and  his  companion  had  left  propert}'  to  the 
amount  of  sixty  or  seventy-  pounds,  which  was  secreted  in  a 
cunning  recess  in  a  chamber  of  the  "Three  Rooks,"  known 
only  to  the  landlad}'  and  the  gentlemen  who  banked  with  her ; 
and  in  this  i:)lace,  Mr.  Sicklop,  the  one-eyed  man  who  had 
joined  in  the  Hayes  adventure,  his  comrade,  and  one  or  two  of 
the  topping  prigs  of  the  county,  were  free.     Mr.  Sicklop  had 
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I  been  shot  dead  iu  a  night  attack  near  Bath ;  the  landlady  had 
r  been  suddenly  hanged,  as  an  accomplice  in  another  case  of  rob- 
'  bery ;  and  when,  on  their  return  from  Virginia,  our  two  heroes, 
/  whose  hopes  of  livelihood  depended  upon  it,  had  bent  their 
/   steps  towards  Worcester,  the}^  were  not  a  little  frightened  to 
hear  of  the  cruel  fate  of  the  hostess  and  man}'  of  the  amiable  fre- 
quenters of  the  "  Three  Rooks."     All  the  goodh"  company  were 
separated  ;  the  house  was  no  longer  an  inn.     Was  the  money 
gone  too  ?     At  least  it  was  worth  while  to  look  —  which  Messrs. 
Brock  and  Macshane  determined  to  do. 

The  house  being  now  a  private   one,  Mr.  Brock,  with   a 
genius  that  was  above  his  station,  visited  its  owner,  with  a  huge 
portfolio  under  his  arm,  and,  in  the  character  of  a  painter,  re- 
quested permission  to  take  a  particular  sketch  from  a  particular 
window.    The  Ensign  followed  with  the  artist's  materials,  (con- 
sisting simply  of  a  screw-driver  and  a  crow-bar)  ;  and  it  is 
,  hardly  necessary  to  say  that,  when  admission  was  granted  to 
them,  they  opened  the  well-known  door,  and  to  their  inexpres- 
sible satisfaction  discovered,  not  their  own  peculiar  savings  ex- 
actly, for  these  had  been  appropriated  instantly  on  hearing  of 
their  transportation,  but  stores  of  monc}-  and   goods   to   the 
amount  of  near  three  hundred  pounds  :  to  which  Mr.  Macshane 
I   said  the}'  had  as  just  and  honorable  a  right  as  anj'body  else. 
j  And  so  they  had  as  just  a  right  as  anybody  —  except  the  origi- 
I '  nal  owners  ;  but  who  was  to  discover  them  ? 

With  this  booty  they  set  out  on  their  journey — anywhere, 
for  the}^  knew  not  whither ;  and  it  so  chanced  that  when  their 
horse's  shoe  came  off,  they  were  within  a  few  furlongs  of  the 
cottage  of  Mr.  Billings,  the  blacksmith.  As  they  came  near, 
they  were  saluted  by  tremendous  roars  issuing  from  the  smithy. 
A  small  boy  was  held  across  the  bellows,  two  or  three  children 
of  smaller  and  larger  growth  were  holding  him  down,  and  many 
others  of  the  village  were  gazing  in  at  the  window,  while  a  man, 
half-naked,  was  lashing  the  little  boy  with  a  whip,  and  occasion- 
ing the  cries  heard  by  the  travellers.  As  the  horse  drew  up, 
the  operator  looked  at  the  new-comers  for  a  moment,  and  then 
proceeded  incontinently  with  his  work  ;  belaboring  the  child 
more  fiercely  than  ever. 

When  he  had  done,  he  turned  round  to  the  new-comers  and 
asked  how  he  could  serve  them?  whereupon  Mr.  Wood  (for 
such  was  the  name  he  adopted,  and  by  such  we  shall  call  him 
to  the  end)  wittily  remarked  that  however  he  might  wish  to 
serve  (hem,  he  seemed  mightily  inclined  to  serve  that  young 
gentleman  first. 
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*'It's  no  joking  matter,"  said  the  blacksmith:  "if  I  don't 
serve  him  so  now,  he'll  be  worse  off  in  his  old  age.  He'll  come 
to  the  gallows,  as  sure  as  his  name  is  Bill  —  never  mind  what 
his  name  is."  And  so  saying,  he  gave  the  urchin  another  cut ; 
which  elicited,  of  course,  another  scream. 

"  Oh  !  his  name  is  Bill?  "  said  Captain  Wood. 

"  His  name's  not  Bill !  "  said  the  blacksmith,  sulkily.     "He's 

no  name  ;  and  no  heart,  neither.      My  wife  took  the  brat  in, 

jseven  years  ago,  from  a  beggarly  French  chap  to  nurse,  and 

/she  kept  him,  for  she  was  a  good  soul"  (here  his  eyes  began  to 

/  wink),  "  and  she's  —  she's  gone  now  "  (here  he  began  fairly  to 

blubber).     "And  d him,  out  of  love  for  her,  I  kept  him 

too,  and  the  scoundrel  is  a  liar  and  a  thief.  This  blessed  day, 
merely  to  vex  me  and  m}'  boys  here,  he  spoke  ill  of  her  he  did, 

and  I'll  —  cut  —  his life  —  out  —  I  —  will !  "  and  with  each 

word  honest  Mulciber  applied  a  whack  on  the  body  of  little  Tom 
Billings  ;  who,  by  shrill  shrieks,  and  oaths  in  treble,  acknowl- 
edged the  receipt  of  the  blows. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Mr.  Wood,  "set  the  boy  down,  and 
the  bellows  a-going ;  my  horse  wants  shoeing,  and  the  poor  lad 
has  had  strapping  enough." 

The  blacksmith  obeyed,  and  cast  poor  Master  Thomas  loose. 

As  he  staggered  awa^'  and  looked  back  at  his  tormentor,  his 

j  countenance  assumed  an  expression  which  made  Mr.  Wood  sa}', 

[  grasping  hold  of  Macshane's  arm,  "It's  the  bo3',  it's  the  boy'. 

I  when  his  mother  gave  Galgenstein  the  laudanum,  she  had  the 

self-same  look  with  her  !  " 

"  Had  she  really  now?"  said  Macshane.  "  And  pree,  Mee- 
jor,  who  was  his  mother  ?  " 

"  Mrs.  Cat,  you  fool !  "  answered  Wood. 

"  Then,  upon  my  secred  word  of  honor,  she's  a  mighty  fine 
kitten  anyhow,  my  dear.     Aha  ! " 

"  The}^  don't  drown  such  kittens,"  said  Mr.  Wood,  archlj- ; 
and  Macshane,  taking  the  allusion,  clapped  his  finger  to  his 
nose  in  token  of  perfect  approbation  of  his  commander's  senti- 
ment. 

While  the  blacksmith  was  shoeing  the  horse,  Mr.  Wood 
asked  him  man}-  questions  concerning  the  lad  whom  he  had  just 
been  chastising,  and  succeeded,  beyond  a  doubt,  in  establishing 
his  identity'  with  the  child  whom  Catherine  Hall  had  brought 
into  the  world  seven  3'ears  since.  Billings  told  him  of  all  the 
Ivii'tues  of  his  vtdfe,  and  the  manifold  crimes  of  the  lad:  how  he 
I  stole,  and  fought,  and  lied,  and  swore  ;  and  though  the  young- 
est under  his  roof,  exercised  the  most  baneful  influence  over  all 
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the  rest  of  his  family.     He  was  determined  at  last,  he  said,  to 
put  him  to  the  parish,  for  he  did  not  dare  to  keep  hira. 

"  He's  a  fine  whelp,  and  would  fetch  ten  pieces  in  Virginny," 
sighed  the  Ensign. 

"  Crimp,  of  Bristol,  would  give  five  for  him,"  said  Mr. 
Wood,  ruminating. 

"  Why  not  take  him?"  said  the  Ensign. 

"Faith,  why  not?"  said  Mr.  Wood.  "His  keep,  mean- 
while, will  not  be  sixpence  a  day."  Then  turning  round  to  the 
blacksmith,  "Mr.  Billings,"  said  he,  "  3'ou  will  be  surprised, 
perhaps,  to  hear  that  I  know  everything  regarding  that  poor 
lad's  history.  His  mother  was  an  unfortunate  lady  of  high 
family,  now  no  more  ;  his  father  a  German  nobleman,  Count 
de  Galgenstein  by  name." 

"The  very  man!"  said  Billings:  "a  young,  fair-haired 
man,  who  came  here  with  the  child,  and  a  dragoon  sergeant." 

"Count  de  Galgenstein  b}'  name,  who,  on  the  point  of 
death,  recommended  the  infant  to  me." 

"And  did  he  pay  3'ou  seven  years'  boarding?"  said  Mr. 
Billings,  who  was  quite  alive  at  the  very  idea. 
\         "Alas,  sir,  not  a  jot!  he  died,  sir,  six  hundred  pounds  in 
,    my  debt;  didn't  he.  Ensign?" 

"  Six  hundred,  upon  ni}'  secred  honor !  I  remember  when 
he  got  into  the  house  along  with  the  poll —  " 

"  Psha  !  what  matters  it?"  here  broke  out  Mr.  Wood,  look- 
ing fiercely  at  the  Ensign.     "  Six  hundred  pounds  he  owes  me  : 
how  was  he  to  pa}-  3'Ou  ?     But  he  told  me  to  take  charge  of  this 
1    boy,  if  I  found  him ;  and  found  him   I  have,  and  will  take 
I   charge  of  him,  if  3'ou  will  hand  him  over." 

'         "Send  our  Tom!"  cried  Billings.     And  when  that  youth 

appeared,   scowling,   and  yet  trembling,   and  prepared,   as  it 

seemed,   for  another  castigation,   his  father,  to  his   surprise, 

.  asked  him  if  he  was  willing  to  go  along  with  those  gentlemen, 

jor  whether  he  would  be  a  good  lad  and  stay  with  him. 

Mr.  Tom  replied  immediately^  "  I  won't  be  a  good  lad,  and 
I'd  rather  go  to than  sta}'  with  you  !  " 

"  Will  you  leave  your  brothers  and  sisters?"  said  BiUings, 
looking  very  dismal. 

"  Hang  m^^  brothers  and  sisters — I  hate  'em  ;  and,  besides, 
I  haven't  got  any  !  " 

"  But  you  had  a  good  mother,  hadn't  you,  Tom?" 

Tom  paused  for  a  moment. 

"Mother's  gone,"  said  he,  "  and  you  flog  me,  and  I'll  go 
with  these  men." 
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"Well,  then,  go  thy  ways,"  said  Billings,  etarting  up  in  a 
passion :  "go  thy  ways  for  a  gi-aceless  reprobate ;  and  if  this 
gentleman  will  take  you,  he  may  do  so." 

After  some  further  parley,  the  conversation  ended,  and  the 
next  morning  Mr.  Wood's  party  consisted  of  three  :  a  little  bo}' 
being  mounted  upon  the  bay  horse,  in  addition  to  the  Ensign 
or  himself ;  and  the  whole  company  went  journeying  towards 
Bristol. 

We  have  said  that  Mrs.  Hayes  had,  on  a  sudden,  taken  a 
fit  of  maternal  affection,  and  was  bent  upon  being  restored  to 
her  child  ;  and  that  benign  destiny  which  watched  over  the  life 
of  this  lucky  lady  instantly  set  about  gratifying  her  wish,  and, 
without  cost  to  herself  of  coach-hii-e  or  saddle-horse,  sent  the 
young  gentleman  very  quickly  to  her  arms.  The  village  in 
which  the  Hayeses  dwelt  was  but  a  very  few  miles  out  of  the 
road  from  Bristol ;  whither,  on  the  benevolent  mission  above 
hinted  at,  our  party  of  worthies  were  bound :  and  coming, 
towards  the  afternoon,  in  sight  of  the  house  of  that  very  Jus- 
tice Ballance  who  had  been  so  nearly  the  ruin  of  Ensign  Mac- 
shane,  that  officer  narrated,  for  the  hundredth  time,  and  with 
much  glee,  the  circumstances  which  had  then  befallen  him,  and 
the  manner  in  which  Mrs.  Hayes,  the  elder,  had  come  forward 
to  his  rescue. 

"Suppose  we  go  and  see  the  old   girl?"  suggested  Mr. 
Wood.     "No  harm  can  come  to  us  now."     And  his  comrade 
always  assenting,  they  wound  their  wa}-  towards  the  village, 
and  reached  it  as  the  evening  came  on.     In  the  public-house 
where  they  rested.  Wood  made  inquiries  concerning  the  Haj'es 
family  ;  was  informed  of  the  death  of  the  old  couple,  of  the 
establishment  of  John  Hayes  and  his  wife  in  their  place,  and 
of  the  kind  of  life  that  these  latter  led  together.    When  all  these 
points  had  been  imparted  to  him,  he  ruminated  much:  an  ex- 
pression of  sublime  triumph  and  exultation  at  length  lighted 
^p  his  features.     "I  think,  Tim,"  said  he  at  last,  "that  we 
/can  make  more  than  five  pieces  of  that  bo3\" 
I        "Oh,    in   coorse !  "   said   Timothy   Macshane,  Esq.;   who 
/  always  agreed  with  his  "  Meejor." 

"In  coorse,  you  fool!  and  how?  I'll  tell  you  how.  This 
Hayes  is  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  —  " 

"And  we'll  nab  him  again  —  ha,  ha!"  roared  out  Mac- 
shane. "  By  my  secred  honor,  Meejor,  there  never  was  a  gin- 
eral  like  you  at  a  strathyjam  !  " 

"Peace,  you  bellowing  donkev,  and  don't  wake  the  child. 
12 
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The  man  is  well  to  do,  his  wife  rules  hira,  and  they  have  no 
children.  Now,  either  she  will  be  very  glad  to  have  the  boy 
back  again,  and  pay  for  the  finding  of  him,  or  else  she  has  said 
nothing  about  him,  and  will  pay  us  for  being  silent  too  :  or,  at 
I  any  rate,  Hayes  himself  will  be  ashamed  at  finding  his  wife  the 
mother  of  a  child  a  year  older  than  his  marriage,  and  will  pay 
for  the  keeping  of  the  brat  away.  There's  profit,  my  dear,  in 
any  one  of  the  cases,  or  my  name's  not  Peter  Brock." 
'  When  the  Ensign  understood  this  wondrous  argument,  he 
would  fain  have  fallen  on  his  knees  and  worshipped  his  friend 
and  guide.  They  began  operations,  almost  immediately,  by 
an  attack  on  Mrs.  Hayes.  On  hearing,  as  she  did  in  private 
interview  with  the  ex-corporal  the  next  morning,  that  her  son 
was  found,  she  was  agitated  by  both  of  the  passions  which 
Wood  attributed  to  her.  She  longed  to  have  the  boj'  back, 
and  would  give  any  reasonable  sum  to  see  him  ;  but  she  dreaded 
exposure,  and  would  pay  equally  to  avoid  that.  How  could 
she  gain  the  one  point  and  escape  the  other? 

Mrs.  Ha3^es  hit  upon  an  expedient  which,  I  am  given  to  un- 
derstand, is  not  uncommon  now-a-days.  She  suddenly  discov- 
ered that  she  had  a  dear  brother,  who  had  been  obliged  to  fly 
the  country  in  consequence  of  having  joined  the  Pretender,  and 
had  died  in  France,  leaving  behind  him  an  only  son.  This 
boy  her  brother  had,  with  his  last  breath,  recommended  to  her 
protection,  and  had  confided  him  to  the  charge  of  a  brother 
officer  who  was  now  in  the  countr}',  and  would  speedily  make 
his  appearance  ;  and,  to  put  the  story  beyond  a  doubt,  Mr. 
Wood  wrote  the  letter  from  her  brother  stating  all  these  partic- 
ulars, and  Ensign  Macshane  received  full  instructions  how  to 
perform  the  part  of  the  "  brother  officer."  What  consideration 
Mr.  Wood  received  for  his  ser\aces,  we  cannot  say  ;  only  it  is 
well  known  that  Mr.  Hayes  caused  to  be  committed  to  gaol 
a  young  apprentice  in  his  service,  charged  with  having  broken 
open  a  cujiboard  in  which  Mr.  Hayes  had  forty  guineas  in 
gold  and  silver,  and  to  which  none  but  he  and  his  wife  had 
access. 

Having  made  these  arrangements,  the  Corporal  and  his  little 
party  decamped  to  a  short  distance,  and  Mrs.  Catherine  was 
left  to  prepare  her  husband  for  a  speedy  addition  to  his  family, 
in  the  shape  of  this  darling  nephew.  John  Hayes  received  the 
news  with  anything  but  pleasure.  He  had  never  heard  of  any 
brother  of  Catherine's  ;  she  had  been  bred  at  the  workhouse, 
and  nobody  ever  hinted  that  she  had  relatives  :  but  it  is  easy 
for  a  lad}^  of  moderate  genius  to  invent  circximstances  ;  and 
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with  lies,  tears,  threats,  coaxings,  oaths,  and  other  blandish- 
ments, she  compelled  him  to  submit. 

Two  days  afterwards,  as  Mr.  Hayes  was  working  in  his  shop 
with  his  lady  seated  beside  him,  the  trampling  of  a  horse  was 
heard  in  his  court-yard,  and  a  gentleman,  of  huge  stature,  de- 
scended from  it,  and  strode  into  the  shop.  His  figure  was 
wrapped  in  a  large  cloak  ;  but  Mr.  Hayes  could  not  help  fancy- 
ing that  he  had  somewhere  seen  his  face  before. 

"  This,  I  preshoom,"  said  the  gentleman,  ''  is  Misther  Hayes, 
that  I  have  come  so  many  miles  to  see,  and  this  is  his  amiable 
lady?  I  was  the  most  intimate  frind,  madam,  of  your  laminted 
brother,  who  died  in  King  Lewis's  service,  and  whose  last 
touching  letthers  I  despatched  to  you  two  days  ago.  1  have 
with  me  a  further  precious  token  of  my  dear  friend,  Captain 
Hall  —  it  is  here." 

And  so  saying,  the  military  gentleman,  with  one  arm,  re- 
moved his  cloak,  and  stretching  forward  the  other  into  Hayes's 
face  almost,  stretched  likewise  forward  a  little  boy,  grinning 
and  sprawling  in  the  air,  and  prevented  only  from  falling  to 
the  ground  by  the  hold  which  the  Ensign  kept  of  the  waistband 
of  his  little  coat  and  breeches. 

"  Isn't  he  a  pretty  boy  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  sidling  up  to  her 
husband  tenderly,  and  pressing  one  of  Mr.  Hayes's  hands. 

About  the  lad's  beauty  it  is  needless  to  say  what  the  carpen- 
ter thought ;  but  that  night,  and  for  many,  many  nights  after, 
the  lad  stayed  at  Mr.  Hayes's. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

ENUMERATES    THE    ACCOMPLISHMENTS    OF    MASTER    THOMAS     BILL- 
INGS   INTRODUCES    BROCK    AS    DR.    WOOD AND    ANNOUNCES 

THE    EXECUTION    OF    ENSIGN    MACSHANE. 

We  are  obliged,  in  recording  tliis  history,  to  follow  accurately 
that  great  authority,  the  ' '  Calendarium  Newgaticum  Roago- 
rumque  Registerium,"  of  which  every  lover  of  literature  in  the 
present  day  knows  the  value  ;  and  as  that  remarkable  work 
totally  discards  all  the  unities  in  its  narratives,  and  reckons  the 
life  of  its  heroes  only  by  their  actions,  and  not  b}'  periods  of 
time,  we  must  follow  in  the  wake  of  this  mighty  ark  —  a  humble 
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cockboat.  When  it  pauses,  we  pause  ;  when  it  runs  ten  knots 
an  hour,  we  run  with  the  same  celerit}^ ;  and  as,  in  order  to 
carry  the  reader  from  the  penultimate  chapter  of  this  work 
unto  the  last  chapter,  we  were  compelled  to  make  him  leap 
over  a  gap  of  seven  blank  3^ears,  ten  3ears  more  must  like- 
wise be  granted  to  us  before  we  are  at  libert}'  to  resume  our 
history. 

During  that  period,  Master  Thomas  Billings  had  been  under 
the  especial  care  of  his  mother ;  and,  as  ma}'  be  imagined,  he 
rather  increased  than  diminished  the  accomplishments  for  which 
he  had  been  remarkable  while  under  the  roof  of  his  foster- 
father.  And  with  this  advantage,  that  while  at  the  blacksmith's, 
and  only  three  or  four  years  of  age,  his  virtues  were  necessarily 
appreciated  onl}'  in  his  family  circle,  and  among  those  few  ac- 
quaintances of  his  own  time  of  life  whom  a  3'outh  of  three  can 
be  expected  to  meet  in  the  alleys  or  over  the  gutters  of  a  small 
country  hamlet,  — in  his  mother's  residence,  his  circle  extended 
with  his  own  growth,  and  he  began  to  give  proofs  of  those 
powers  of  which  in  infanc}^  there  had  been  only  encouraging 
indications.  Thus  it  was  nowise  remarkable  that  a  child  of 
four  3'ears  should  not  know  his  letters,  and  should  have  had  a 
great  disiuclination  to  leani  them  ;  but  when  a  young  man  of 
fifteen  showed  the  same  creditable  ignorance,  the  same  unde- 
viating  dislike,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  he  possessed  much  reso- 
lution and  perseverance.  When  it  was  remarked,  too,  that,  in 
case  of  any  difference,  he  not  only  beat  the  usher,  but  by  no 
means  disdained  to  torment  and  bully  the  very  smallest  boys  of 
the  school,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  his  mind  was  comprehensive 
and  careful,  as  well  as  courageous  and  grasping.  As  it  was 
said  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  in  the  Peninsula,  that  he  had 
a  thought  for  everybody  —  from  Lord  Hill  to  the  smallest  drum- 
mer in  the  army  —  in  like  manner  Tom  Billings  bestowed  his 
attention  on' high  and  low  ;  but  in  the  shape  of  blows  :  he  would 
fight  the  strongest  and  kick  the  smallest,  and  was  always  at 
work  with  one  or  the  other.  At  thirteen,  when  he  was  removed 
from  the  establishment  whither  he  had  been  sent,  he  was  the 
cock  of  the  school  out  of  doors,  and  the  very  last  boy  in.  He 
used  to  let  the  little  boys  and  new-comers  pass  him  by,  and 
laugh  ;  but  he  always  belabored  them  unmercifully  afterwards  ; 
and  then  it  was,  he  said,  Ms  turn  to  laugh.  With  such  a  pug> 
nacious  turn,  Tom  Billings  ought  to  have  been  made  a  soldier 
and  might  have  died  a  marshal ;  but,  by  an  unlucky  ordinance 

of  fate,  he  was  made  a  tailor,  and  died  a never  mind  what 

for  the  present ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  he  was  suddenly  cut  oflE 
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at  a  very  earl}'  period  ol"  his  existence,  by  a  disease  which  has 
exercised  considerable  ravages  among  the  British  youth. 

By  consulting  the  authorit}'  above  mentioned,  we  find  that 
>  Ha3'es  did  not  confine  himself  to  the  profession  of  a  carpenter, 
j  or  remain  long  established  in  the  country- ;  but  was  induced,  by 
1  the  eager  spirit  of  Mrs.  Catherine  most  probably,  to  tr}'  his 
\  fortune  in  the  metropolis ;  where  he  lived,  flourished,  and  died. 
I  Oxford  Road,  Saint  Giles's,   and  Tottenham  Court,  were,  at 
various  periods  of  his  residence  in  town,  inhabited  b}-  him.     At 
one  place,  he  carried  on  the  business  of  green-gTocer  and  small- 
coalman  ;  in  another,  he  was  carpenter,  undertaker,  and  lender 
of  money  to  the  poor :  finally,  he  was  a  lodging-house  keeper 
in  the  Oxford  or  Tyburn  lioad ;  but  continued  to  exercise  the 
last-named  charitable  profession. 

Lending  as  he  did  upon  pledges,  and  carrying  on  a  pretty 
large  trade,  it  was  not  for  him,  of  course,  to  inquire  into  the 
pedigree  of  all  the  pieces  of  plate,  the  bales  of  cloth,  swords, 
watches,  wigs,  shoe-buckles,  «&c.,  that  were  confided  by  his 
friends  to  his  keeping  ;  but  it  is  clear  that  his  friends  had  the 
requisite  confidence  in  him,  and  that  he  enjo3'ed  the  esteem  of 
a  class  of  characters  who  still  live  in  history,  and  are  admired 
unto  this  very  day.  The  mind  loves  to  think  that,  perhaps,  in 
Mr.  Hayes's  back-parlor  the  gallant  Turpin  might  have  hob- 
and-nobbed  with  Mrs.  Catherine  ;  that  here,  perhaps,  the  noble 
Sheppard  might  have  cracked  his  joke,  or  quaffed  his  pint  of 
rum.  AVTio  knows  but  that  Macheath  and  Paul  Clifford  may 
have  crossed  legs  under  Hayes's  dinner-table  ?  But  why  pause 
to  speculate  on  things  that  might  have  been  ?  why  desert  reality 
for  fond  imagination,  or  call  up  from  their  honored  graves  the 
sacred  dead?  I  know  not :  and  yet,  in  sooth,  I  can  never  pass 
Cumberland  Gate  without  a  sigh,  as  I  think  of  the  gallant 
cavaliers  who  traversed  that  road  in  old  time.  Pious  priests 
accompanied  their  triumphs  ;  their  chariots  were  surrounded  by 
hosts  of  glittering  javelin-men.  As  the  slave  at  the  car  of  the 
Roman  conqueror  shouted,  "  Remember  thou  art  mortal !  "  be- 
fore the  eyes  of  the  British  warrior  rode  the  undertaker  and  his 
coffin,  telling  him  that  he  too  must  die  !  Mark  well  the  spot ! 
A  hundred  years  ago  Albion  Street  (where  comic  Power  dwelt, 
Milesia's  darling  son )  —  Albion  Street  was  a  desert.  The 
square  of  Connaught  was  without  its  penultimate,  and,  strictly 
speaking,  naught.  The  Edgware  Road  was  then  a  road,  'tis 
true  ;  with  tinkUng  wagons  passing  now  and  then,  and  fra- 
grant walls  of  snowy  hawthorn  blossoms.  The  ploughman 
whistled  over  Nutford  Place  ;  down  the  green  solitudes  of  Sov 
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creign  Street  the  meiTy  milkmaid  led  the  lowing  kine.  Here, 
then,  in  the  midst  of  green  fields  and  sweet  air  —  before  ever 
omnibuses  were,  and  when  Pineapple  Turnpike  and  Terrace 
were  alike  unknown  —  here  stood  T3burn  :  and  on  the  road 
towards  it,  perhaps  to  enjoy  the  prospect,  stood,  in  the  year 
1725,  the  habitation  of  Mr.  John  Hayes. 

One  fine  morning  in  the  3ear  1725,  Mrs.  Hayes,  who  had 
been  abroad  in  her  best  hat  and  riding-hood ;  Mr.  Hayes,  who 
for  a  wonder  had  accompanied  her ;  and  Mrs.  Springatt,  a 
lodger,  who  for  a  remuneration  had  the  honor  of  sharing  Mrs. 
Hayes's  friendship  and  table  :  all  returned,  smiling  and  rosy,  at 
about  half-past  ten  o'clock,  from  a  walk  which  they  had  taken 
to  Bayswater.  Many  thousands  of  jieople  were  likewise  seen 
flocking  down  the  Oxford  Road  ;  and  you  would  rather  have 
thought,  from  the  smartness  of  their  appearance  and  the  pleas- 
ure depicted  in  their  countenances,  that  they  were  just  issuing 
from  a  sermon,  than  quitting  the  ceremony  which  the}'  had  been 
to  attend. 

The  fact  is,  that  they  had  just  been  to  see  a  gentleman 
hanged,  —  a  cheap  pleasure,  which  the  Hayes  family  never 
denied  themselves ;  and  they  returned  home  with  a  good  appe- 
tite to  breakfast,  braced  by  the  walk,  and  tickled  into  hunger 
»s  it  were  by  the  spectacle.  I  can  recollect,  when  I  was  a  gyp 
at  Cambridge,  that  the  "  men"  used  to  have  breakfast-parties 
for  the  very  same  purpose ;  and  the  exhibition  of  the  morning 
acted  infallibly  upon  the  stomach,  and  caused  the  young  stu- 
dents to  eat  with  much  voracity. 

Well,  Mrs.  Catherine,  a  handsome,  well-dressed,  plump,  rosy 
woman,  of  three  or  four  and  tliirty  (and  when,  my  dear,  is  a 
woman  handsomer  than  at  that  age?)  came  in  (luite  merrily 
from  her  walk,  and  entered  the  back-parlor,  which  looked  into 
a  pleasant  j'ard,  or  garden,  whereon  the  sun  was  shining  very 
ga^'ly  ;  and  where,  at  a  table  covered  with  a  nice  white  cloth, 
laid  out  with  some  silver  mugs,  too,  and  knives,  all  with  dif- 
ferent crests  and  patterns,  sat  an  old  gentleman  reading  in  an 
old  book. 

"Here  we  are  at  last.  Doctor,"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  "and 
here's  his  speech."  She  produced  the  little  halfpenny  tract, 
which  to  this  day  is  sold  at  the  gallows-foot  upon  the  death  of 
ever}'  offender.  "I've  seen  a  many  men  turned  ofi",  to  be 
sure  ;  but  I  never  did  see  one  who  bore  it  more  like  a  man  than 
he  did." 

"My  dear,"  said  the  gentleman  addressed  as  Doctor,  "he 


f' 


CATHERINE:    A   STORY.  367 

was  as  cool  and  as  brave  as  steel,  and  no  more  minded  hanging 
than  tooth-drawing." 

"  It  was  the  drink  that  ruined  him,"  said  Mrs.  Cat. 

"Drink,  and  bad  company'.  I  warned  him,  my  dear,  —  I 
warned  him  years  ago :  and  directly  he  got  into  Wild's  gang, 
I  knew  that  he  had  not  a  year  to  run.  Ah,  wliy,  m}'  love,  will 
men  continue  such  dangerous  courses,"  continued  the  Doctor, 
with  a  sigh,  "'  and  jeopardy  their  lives  for  a  miserable  watch  or 
a  snuff-box,  of  which  Mr.  Wild  takes  three-fourths  of  the  prod- 
uce? But  here  comes  the  breakfast;  and,  egad,  I  am  as 
hungry  as  a  lad  of  twent}-." 

Indeed,  at  this  moment  Mrs.  Hayes's  servant  appeared  with 
a  smoking  dish  of  bacon  and  greens  ;  and  Mr.  HaAcs  himself 
ascended  from  the  cellar  (of  which  he  kept  the  key) ,  bearing 
with  him  a  tolerably  large  jug  of  small  beer.  To  this  repast 
the  Doctor,  Mrs.  Springatt  (the  other  lodger),  and  Mr.  and 
JSIrs.  Haj'es,  proceeded  with  gi'eat  alacrity.  A  fifth  cover  was 
laid,  but  not  used;  the  company  remarking  that  "  Tom  had 
very  likeh'  found  some  acquaintances  at  T3-bm"n,  with  whom  he 
might  choose  to  pass  the  morning." 

Tom  was  Master  Thomas  Billings,  now  of  the  age  of  sixteen  : 
slim,  smart,  five  feet  ten  inches  in  height,  handsome,  sallow  in 
complexion,  black-eyed,  and  black-haired.  Mr.  BilUngs  was 
apprentice  to  a  tailor,  of  tolerable  practice,  who  was  to  take 
him  into  partnership  at  the  end  of  his  term.  It  was  supposed, 
and  with  reason,  that  Tom  would  not  fail  to  make  a  fortune  m 
this  business  ;  of  which  the  present  head  was  one  Beinkleider, 
a  German.  Beinkleider  was  skilful  in  his  trade  (after  the  man- 
ner of  his  nation,  which  in  breeches  and  metaphysics  —  in  in- 
expressibles and  incomprehensibles  —  may  instruct  all  Europe) , 
but  too  fond  of  his  pleasure.  Some  promissory-notes  of  his  had 
found  their  way  into  Ha^'es's  hands,  and  had  given  him  the 
means  not  only  of  providing  Master  Billings  with  a  cheaj) 
apprenticeship,  and  a  cheap  partnership  aftei-wards ;  but  would 
empower  him,  in  one  or  two  3'ears  after  the  young  partner  had 
joined  the  firm,  to  eject  the  old  one  altogether.  So  that  there 
was  ever^'  prospect  that,  when  Mr.  Billings  was  twcntj'-one 
3'ears  of  age,  poor  Beinkleider  would  have  to  act,  not  as  his 
master,  but  his  journeyman. 

Tom  was  a  ver}'  precocious  3'outh  ;  was  supplied  b3-  a  doting 
mother  with  plent3-  of  pocket-mone3',  and  spent  it  with  a  number 
of  livel3'  companions  of  both  sexes,  at  plays,  bull-baitings,  fairs, 
Jolh'  parties  on  the  river,  and  such  like  innocent  anmsements. 
He  could  throw  a  main,  too,  as  well  as  his  elders ;  had  pinked 
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his  man,  in  a  row  at  Madam  King's  in  the  Piazza ;  and  was 
much  respected  at  the  Roundhouse. 

Mr.  Hayes  was  not  very  fond  of  this  promising  young  gen- 
tleman ;  indeed,  lie  had  the  baseness  to  bear  malice,  because,  in 
a  quarrel  which  occurred  about  two  years  previously,  he,  Hayes, 
being  desirous  to  chastise  Mr.  Billings,  had  found  himself  not  onh- 
/  quite  incompetent,  but  actually  at  the  mercy  of  the  boy ;  who 
"I    struck  him  over  the  head  with  a  joint-stool,  felled  him  to  the 
'    ground,  and  swore  he  would  have  his  life.    The  Doctor,  who  was 
then  also  a  lodger  at  Mr.  Hayes's,  interposed,  and  restored  the 
combatants,   not  to  friendship,  but  to   peace.     Hayes   never 
afterwards  attempted  to  lift  his  hand  to  the  3'oung  man,  but 
contented  himself  with  hating  him  profoundly.     In  this  senti- 
/ment  Mr.  Billings  participated  cordially ;  and,  quite  unlike  Mr. 
/Hayes,  who   never  dared  to  show  his  dislike,  used  on  every 
I  occasion  when  they  met,  by  actions,  looks,  words,  sneers,  and 
I  curses,  to  let  his  step-father  know  the  opinion  which  he  had  of 
!   him.    Why  did  not  Hayes  discard  the  boy  altogether  ?    Because, 
[  if  he  did  so,  he  was  reall}'  afraid  of  his  life,  and  because  he 
r  trembled  before  Mrs.  Ha3'es,  his  lad}^,  as  the  leaf  trembles  be- 
'  fore  the  tempest  in  October.     His  breath  was  not  his  own,  but 
hers ;    his  money,  too,  had  been  chiefly  of  her  getting,  —  for 
though  he  was  as  stingy  and  mean  as  mortal  man  can  be,  and 
\so  likely  to  save  much,  he  had  not  the  genius  for  getting  which 
jMrs.  Hayes  possessed.    She  kept  his  books  (for  she  had  learned 
Ito  read  and  wa-ite  by  this  time),  she  made  his  bargains,  and  she 
'directed  the  operations  of  the  poor-spirited   little  capitalist. 
*  When  bills  became  due,  and  creditors  pressed  for  time,  then 
,  she  brought  Ha3'es's  own  professional  merits  into  play.     The 
I  man  was  as  deaf  and  cold  as  a  rock ;  never  did  poor  trades- 
man gain  a  penny  from  him  ;  never  were  the  bailiifs  delayed  one 
/  single  minute  from  their  prey.     The  Beinkleider  business,  for 
,  I  instance,  showed  pi'ctty  well  the  genius  of  the  two.     Ila^'es  was 
j    for  closing  with  him  at  once  ;  but  his  wife  saw  the  vast  profits 
'    which  might  be  drawn  out  of  him,  and  arranged  the  apprentice- 
ship and  the  partnership  before  alluded  to.    The  woman  heartil}^ 
scorned  and  spit  upon  her  husband,  who  fawned  upon  her  like 
a  spaniel.     She  loved  good  cheer  ;  she  did  not  want  for  a  certain 
kind  of  generosit}'.     The  only  feeling  that  Hayes  had  for  any 
one  except  himself  was  for  his  wife,  whom  he  held  in  a  cowardly 
awe  and  attachment :    he  liked  drink,  too,  which  made   him 
chirping  and  merry,  and  accepted  willingly  an}'  treats  that  his 
acquaintances  might  offer  him ;    but  he  would  sufler  agoniee 
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when  his  wife  brought  or  ordered  from  the  cellar  a  bottle  of 
wine. 

j      And  now  for  the  Doctor.     He  was  about  seventy  years  of 

kge.     He  had  been  much  abroad  ;  he  was  of  a  sober,  cheerful 

/aspect ;  he  dressed  handsomely  and  quietly  in  a  broad  hat  and 

i  cassock  ;  but  saw  no  company  except  the  few  friends  whom  he 

'  met  at  the  coffee-house.     He  had  an  income  of  about  a  hundred 

;  pounds,  which  he  pi-omised  to  leave  to  young  Billings.    He  was 

amused  with  the  lad,  and  fond  of  his  mother,  and  had  boarded 

with  them  for  some  years  past.     The  Doctor,  in  fact,  was  our 

old  friend  Corporal  Brock  ;  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wood  now,  as  he  had 

;  been  Major  Wood  fifteen  years  back. 

Any  one  who  has  read  the  former  part  of  this  history  must 

have  seen  that  we  have  spoken  throughout  with  invariable  re- 

j  spect  of  Mr.  Brock;  and  that  in  every  circumstance  in  which 

I  he  has  appeared,  he  has  acted  not  only  with  prudence,  but  often 

ji  with  genius.     The  early  obstacle  to  Mr.  Brock's  success  was 

I  want  of  conduct  simply.     Drink,  women,  play  —  how  many  a 

brave  fellow  have  they  ruined  !  —  had  pulled  Brock  down  as 

often  as  his  merit  had  carried  him  up.     When  a  man's  passion 

for  play  has  brought  him  to  be  a  scoundrel,  it  at  once  ceases  to 

be  hiu-tful  to  him  in  a  worldl}'  point  of  view ;  he  cheats,  and 

wins.     It  is  only  for  the  idle  and  luxurious  that  women  retain 

'  their  fascinations  to  a  very  late  period  ;  and  Brock's  passions 

had  been  whipped  out  of  him  in  Virginia  ;  where  much  ill  health, 

ill  treatment,  hard  labor,  and  hard  food,  speedily  put  an  end  to 

them.     He  forgot  there  even  how  to  drink ;  rum  or  wine  made 

this  poor  declining  gentleman  so  ill  that  he  could  indulge  in 

them  no  longer ;  and  so  his  three  vices  were  cured.     Had  he 

been  ambitious,  there  is  little  doubt  but  that  Mr.  Brock,  on  his 

return  from  transportation,  might  have  risen  in  the  world  ;  but 

\  he  was  old  and  a  philosopher :  he  did  not  care  about  rising. 

I  Living  was  cheaper  in  those   days,   and   interest   for   money 

I  higher :  when  he  had  amassed  about  six  hundred  pounds,  he 

^  purchased  an  annuity  of  seventy-two  pounds,  and  gave  out  — 

why  should  he  not  ?  —  that  he  had  the  capital  as  well  as  the 

:   interest.     After  leaving  the  Hayes  family  in  the  country,  he 

found  them  again  in  London :  he  took  up  his  abode  with  them, 

and  was  attached  to  the  mother  and  the  son.     Do  3'ou  suppose 

that   rascals   have   not   affections   like   other   people?   hearts, 

madam  —  ay,  hearts  —  and  family  ties  which  they  cherish  ?   As 

the  Doctor  lived  on  with  this  charming  family,  he  began  to 

regret  that  he  had  sunk  all  his  money  in  annuities,  and  could 
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not,  as  he  repeatedly  vowed  he  would,  leave  his  savings  to  his 
adopted  children. 

He  felt  an  indescribable  pleasure  ("  stiave  marimagno"  &c.) 
in  watching  the  storms  and  tempests  of  the  Hayes  menage. 
He  used  to  encourage  Mrs.  Catherine  into  anger  when,  hapl}', 
that  lady's  fits  of  calm  would  last  too  long  ;  he  used  to  warm 
up  the  disputes  between  wife  and  husband,  mother  and  son, 
and  enjo}'  them  beyond  expression  :  they  served  him  for  daily 
amusement ;  and  he  used  to  laugh  until  the  tears  ran  down  his 
venerable  cheeks  at  the  accounts  which  young  Tom  continually 
brought  him  of  his  pranks  abroad  among  watchmen  and  con- 
stables, at  taverns  or  elsewhere. 

When,  therefore,  as  the  party  were  discussing  their  bacon 
and  cabbage,  before  which  the  Rev.  Doctor  with  much  gravity 
said  grace.  Master  Tom  entered.  Doctor  Wood,  who  had  before 
been  rather  gloomy,  immediately  l)rightened  up,  and  made  a 
place  for  Bilhngs  between  himself  and  Mrs.  Catherine. 

"  How  do,  old  cock?  "  said  that  young  gentleman  familiarly. 
"How  goes  it,  mother?"  And  so  saying,  he  seized  eagerly 
upon  the  jug  of  beer  which  Mr.  Hayes  had  drawn,  and  from 
which  the  latter  was  about  to  help  himself,  and  poured  down 
his  throat  exactly  one  quart. 

"Ah!  "  said  Mr.  Billings,  drawing  breath  after  a  draught 
which  he  had  learned  accurately  to  gauge  from  the  habit  of 
drinking  out  of  pewter  measures  which  held  precisel}'  that 
quantity.  —  "Ah!"  said  Mr.  Billings,  drawing  breath,  and 
wiping  his  mouth  with  his  sleeves,  *'  this  is  very  thin  stutf,  old 
Squaretoes  ;  but  my  coppers  have  been  red-hot  since  last  night, 
and  they  wanted  a  sluicing." 

"Should  you  like  some  ale,  dear?"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  that 
'  fond  and  judicious  parent. 

"  A  quart  of  brandy,  Tom?  "  said  Dr.  Wood.  "  Your  papa 
will  run  down  to  the  cellar  for  it  in  a  minute." 

"  I'll  see  him  hanged  first! "  cried  Mr.  Hayes,  quite  fright- 
ened. 

"  Oh,  fie,  now,  you  unnatural  father!  "  said  the  Doctor. 

The  very  name  of  father  used  to  put  Mr.  Hayes  in  a  fury. 
"  I'm  not  his  father,  thank  heaven  !  "  said  he. 

"  No,  nor  nobody  else's,"  said  Tom. 

Mr.  Hayes  only  muttered  "  Base-born  brat!  " 

"  His  father  was  a  gentleman,  —  that's  more  than  you  ever 
were!"  screamed  Mrs.  Hayes.  "His  father  was  a  man  of 
spirit ;  no  cowardly  sneak  of  a  carpenter,  Mr.  Haj^es  !  Tom 
has  noble  blood  in  his  veins,  for  all  he  has  a  tailor's  appearance  / 
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/  and  if  his  mother  had  had  her  right,  she  would  be  now  in  a 
■   coach-and-SLx." 

"I  wish  I  could  find  my  father,"  said  Tom  ;  "  for  I  think 

Polly  Briggs  and  I  would  look  mighty  well  in  a  coach-and-six." 

'  Tom  fancied  that  if  his  father  was  a  Count  at  the  time  of  his 

birth,  he  must  be  a  prince  now ;  and,  indeed,  went  among  his 

companions  by  the  latter  august  title. 

"Ay,  Tom,  that  you  would,"  cried  his  mother,  looking  at 
him  fondly. 

"  With  a  sword  by  my  side,  and  a  hat  and  feather,  there's 
never  a  lord  at  St.  James's  would  cut  a  finer  figure." 

After  a  little  more  of  this  talk,  in  which  Mrs.  Hayes  let  the 
company  know  her  high  opinion  of  her  son  ■ —  who,  as  usual, 
;  took  care  to  show  his  extreme  contempt  for  his  step-father  — 
I  the  latter  retired  to  his  occupations  ;  the  lodger,  Mrs.  Springatt, 
I  who  had  never  said  a  word  all  this  time,  retired  to  her  apart- 
ment on  the  second  floor ;  and,  pulling  out  their  pipes  and 
tobacco,  the  old  gentleman  and  the  3'oung  one  solaced  them- 
selves with  half  an  hour's  more  talk  and  smoking ;  while  the 
thrifty  Mrs.  Hayes,  opposite  to  them,  was  bus}'  with  her  books. 

"What's  in  the  confessions?"  said  Mr.  Billings  to  Doctor 
Wood.  "  There  were  six  of  'em  besides  Mac  :  two  for  sheep, 
four  housebreakers  ;  but  nothing  of  consequence,  I  fancy." 

"  There's  the  paper,"  said  Wood,  archly.  "  Read  for  your- 
self, Tom." 

Mr,  Tom  looked  at  the  same  time  very  fierce  and  very 
foolish  ;  for,  though  he  could  drink,  swear,  and  fight,  as  well 
as  an}'  lad  of  his  inches  in  England,  reading  was  not  among  his 

accomplishments.     "  I  tell  3'ou  what,  Doctor,"  said  he,  " 

you  !  have  no  bantering  with  me,  — for  I'm  not  the  man  that 

will  bear  it,  me !  "  and  he  threw  a  tremendous  swaggering 

look  across  the  table. 

' '  I  want  you  to  learn  to  read.  Tommy  dear.  Look  at  3'our 
mother  there  over  her  books  :  she  keeps  them  as  neat  as  a 
scrivener  now,  and  at  twenty  she  could  make  never  a  stroke." 

"  Your  godfather  speaks  for  3'our  good,  child  ;  and  for  me, 
thou  knowest  that  I  have  promised^hee  a  gold-headed  cane  and 
periwig  on  the  first  day  that  thou  canst  read  me  a  column  of  the 
Flying  Post" 

"Hang  the  periwig !"  said  Mr.  Tom,  testily.  "Let  my 
godfather  read  the  paper  himself,  if  he  has  a  liking  for  it." 

Whereupon  the  old  gentleman  put  on  his  spectacles,  and 
glanced  over  the  sheet  of  whitoy-lirown  paper,  which,  orna- 
mented with  a  picture  of  a  gallows  at  the  top,  contained  the 
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biographies  of  the  seven  unh;cky  individuals  who  had  that  morn- 
ing suffered  the  penalty  of  the  law.  With  the  six  heroes  who 
came  first  in  the  list  we  have  nothing  to  do  ;  but  have  before 
us  a  copy  of  the  paper  containing  the  Ufe  of  No.  7,  and  which 
the  Doctor  read  with  an  audible  voice : 

"CAPTAIN  MAC  SHANE. 

'*The  seventh  victim  to  his  own  crimes  was  the  famous 
\  highwayman,  Captain  Macshane,  so  well  known  as  the  Iiish 
f  Fire-eater. 

"  The  Captain  came  to  the  ground  in  a  fine  white  lav>'n  shirt 
and  nightcap  ;  and,  being  a  Papist  in  his  religion,  was  attended 
by  Father  O'Flahert}',  Popish  priest,  and  chaplain  to  the  Ba- 
varian Envoy. 

"  Captain  Macshane  was  born  of  respectable  parents,  in  the 
town  of  Clonakiltj',  in  Ireland,  being  descended  from  most  of 
the  kings  in  that  country.  He  had  the  honor  of  serving  their 
Majesties  King  William  and  Queen  Mary,  and  her  Majesty 
Queen  Anne,  in  Flanders  and  Spain,  and  obtained  much  credit 
from  my  Lords  Marlborough  and  Peterborough  for  his  valor. 
I  "  But  being  placed  on  half-pay  at  the  end  of  the  war.  Ensign 
'Macshane  took  to  evil  courses  ;  and,  frequenting  the  bagnios 
and  dice-houses,  was  speedily  brought  to  ruin. 

"  Being  at  this  pass,  he  fell  in  with  the  notorious  Captain 
I    Wood,  and  they  two  together  committed  many  atrocious  rob- 
/ /  beries  in  the  inland  counties  ;  but  these  being  too  hot  to  hold 
/  them,   they  went  into  the   west,   where  they  were  unknown. 
/Here,   however,   the  day  of  retribution  arrived;    for,  having 
/  stolen  three  pewter-pots  from  a  public-house,  they,  under  false 
/  names,  were  tried  at  Exeter,  and  transported  for  seven  years 
beyond  the  sea.     Thus  it  is   seen  that  J  ustice  never  sleeps  ; 
but,  sooner  or  later,  is  sure  to  overtake  the  criminal. 
\[        "  On  their  return  from  Virginia,  a  quarrel  about  booty  arose 
y^   between  these  two,  and  Macshane  killed  Wood  in  a  combat  that 
took  place  between  them  near  to  the  town  of  Bristol ;  but  a 
wagon  coming  up,  Macshane  was  obliged  to  fly  without  the  ill- 
gotten  wealth  :  so  true  is  it,  tliat  wickedness  never  prospers. 

"Two  days  afterwards,  Macshane  met  the  coach  of  Miss 
Macraw,  a  .Scotch  lady  and  heiress,  going,  for  lumbago  and 
gout,  to  the  Bath.  He  at  first  would  have  robbed  this  lady ;  _ 
but  such  were  his  arts,  that  he  induced  her  to  maiTy  him  ;  and 
they  lived  together  for  seven  years  in  the  town  of  Eddenboro, 
in  Scotland,  —  he  passing  under  the  name  of  Colonel  Geraldine. 
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The  lady  dying,  and  Macshane  having  expended  all  her  wealth, 
he  was  obliged  to  resume  his  former  evil  courses,  in  order  to 
isave  himself  from  starvation  ;  whei'eupon  he  robbed  a  Scotch 
[lord,  by  name  the  Lord  of  Whistlebinkie,  of  a  mull  of  snuff; 
lor  which  crime  he  was  condemned  to  the  Tolbooth  prison 
at  Eddenboro,  in  Scotland,  and  whipped  many  times  in 
publick. 

' '  These  deserved  punishments  did  not  at  all  alter  Captain 
Macshane's  disposition  ;  and  on  the  1 7th  of  February  last,  he 
stopped  the  Bavarian  Envoy's  coach  on  Blackheath,  coming 
from  Dover,  and  robbed  his  Excellency  and  his  chaplain  ;  taking 
from  tlie  former  his  mone}',  watches,  star,  a  fur-cloak,  his 
sword  (a  very  valuable  one)  ;  and  from  the  latter  a  Romish 
missal,  out  of  which  he  was  then  reading,  and  a  case-bottle.", 

"  The  Bavarian  Envoy  !  "  said  Tom  parenthetically.  "  My 
master,  Beinkleider,  was  his  lordship's  regimental  tailor  in 
Germany,  and  is  now  malving  a  court  suit  for  him.  It  will 
be  a  matter  of  a  hundred  pounds  to  him,  I  warrant." 

Eh-.  Wood  resumed  his  reading.  "  Hum  —  hum  !  A  Romish 
missal,  out  of  which  he  was  reading,  and  a  case-bottle. 

"  By  means  of  the  famous  Mr.  Wild,  this  notorious  criminal 
was  brought  to  justice,  and  the  case-bottle  and  missal  have  been 
restored  to  Father  O'Flaherty. 

"  During  his  confinement  in  Newgate,  Mr.  Macshane  could 
not  be  brought  to  express  any  contrition  for  his  crimes,  except 
that  of  having  killed  his  commanding  officer.  For  this  Wood 
I  he  pretended  an  excessive  sorrow,  and  vowed  that  usquebaugh 
I  had  been  the  cause  of  his  death,  —  indeed,  in  prison  he  partook 
i  of  no  other  liquor,  and  drunk  a  bottle  of  it  on  the  day  before 
i  his  death. 

"  He  was  visited  by  several  of  the  clergy  and  gentry  in  his 
cell ;  among  others,  b}'  the  Popish  priest  whom  he  had  robbed. 
Father  O'Flaherty,  before  mentioned,  who  attended  him  like- 
wise in  his  last  moments  (if  that  idolatrous  worship  may  be 
called  attention) ;  and  likewise  by  the  Father's  patron,  the 
1  Bavarian  Ambassador,  his  Excellency  Coant  Maximilian  da 
I  Galgenstein." 

As  old  Wood  came  to  these  words,  he  paused  to  give  them 
utterance. 

"What!  Max?"  screamed  Mrs.  Hayes,  letting  her  ink- 
[ bottle  fall  over  her  ledgers. 

"  Why,  be  hanged  if  it  ben't  my  father  !  "  said  Mr.  Billings. 

*'Your  father,  sure  enough,  unless  there  be  others  of  his 
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name,  and  unless  the  scoundrel  is  hanged,"  said  the  Doctor  — 
sinking  his  voice,  however,  at  the  end  of  the  sentence. 

Mr.  Billings  broke  his  pipe  in  an  agon}-  of  joy.     "  I  think 
we'll  have  the  coach  now,  mother,"  sa3's  he  ;  "  and  I'm  blessed 
,  if  P0II3'  Briggs  shall  not  look  as  fine  as  a  duchess." 

"  Polly  Briggs  is  a  low  slut,  Tom,  and  not  fit  for  the  likes 
/   of  3'ou,  his  Excellency's  son.     Oh,  fie  !     You  must  be  a  gentle- 
}    man  now,  sirrah  ;  and  I  doubt  whether  I  shan't  take  you  away 
/     from  that  odious  tailor's  shop  altogether." 

To  this  proposition  Mr.   Billings  objected  altogether ;  for, 
besides  Mrs.  Briggs  before  alluded  to,  the  young  gentleman 
was  much  attached  to  his  master's  daughter,  Mrs.   Margaret 
'   Gretel,  or  Gretchen  Beinkleider. 

"  No,"  says  he.  "  There  will  be  time  to  think  of  that  here- 
after, ma'am.  If  my  Pa  makes  a  man  of  me,  vfhy,  of  course, 
the  shop  may  go  to  the  deuce,  for  what  I  care ;  but  we  had 
better  wait,  look  you,  for  something  certain,  before  we  give  up 
such  a  pretty  bird  in  the  hand  as  this." 

^'  He  speaks  like  Solomon,"  said  the  Doctor. 
"  I  always  said  he  would  be  a  credit  to  his  old  mother, 
didn't  I,  Brock?"  cried  Mrs.  Cat,  embracing  her  son  very 
affectionatel}'.  "  A  credit  to  her;  a}^  I  warrant,  a  real  bless- 
ing !  And  dost  thou  want  any  money,  Tom  ?  for  a  lord's  son 
must  not  go  about  without  a  few  pieces  in  his  pocket.  And  I 
tell  thee,  Tommy,  thou  must  go  and  see  his  lordship ;  and  thou 
shalt  have  a  piece  of  brocade  for  a  waistcoat,  thou  shalt ;  a}^ 
and  the  silver-hilted  sword  I  told  thee  of:  but  oh,  Tomm}', 
,  Tommy  !  have  a  care,  and  don't  be  a-drawing  of  it  in  naughty 

—  ■;  company  at  the  gaming-houses,  or  at  the " 

"A  drawing  of  fiddlesticks,  mother!  If  I  go  to  see  my 
father,  I  must  have  a  reason  for  it ;  and  instead  of  going  with 
a  sword  in  m}-  hand,  I  shall  take  something  else  in  it." 

"  The  lad  is  a  lad  of  nous,"  cried  Dr.  Wood,  "  although  his 
mother  does  spoil  him  so  cruelly.     Look  you,  Madam  Cat :  did 

J  you  not  hear  what  he  said  about  Beinkleider  and  the  clothes  ? 
Tommy  will  just  wait  on  the  Count  with  his  lordship's  breeches. 
I  A  man  may  learn  a  deal  of  news  in  the  trying  on  of  a  pair  of 
breeches." 

And  so  it  was  agreed  that  in  this  manner  the  son  should 
at  first  make  his  appearance  before  his  father.  Mrs.  Cat  gave 
him  the  piece  of  brocade,  which,  in  the  course  of  the  day, 
was  fashioned  into  a  smart  waistcoat  (forBeinkleider's  shop  was 
close  by,  in  Cavendish  Square).  Mrs.  Gretel,  with  many  blushes, 
tied  a  fine  blue  ribbon  round  his  neck ;  and,  in  a  pair  of  silk 
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stockings,  with  gold  buckles  to  his  shoes,  Master  Billings  looked 
a  very  proper  young  gentleman. 

"  And,  Tommy,"  said  his  mother,  blushing  and  hesitating, 
"  should  Max  —  should  his  lordship  ask  after  your  —  want  to 
know  if  your  mother  is  alive,  you  can  say  she  is,  and  well,  and 
often  talks  of  old  times.  And,  Tommy  "  (after  another  pause), 
"you  needn't  say  anything  about  Mr,  Hayes;  only  say  I'm 
quite  well." 

Mrs.  Hayes  looked  at  him  as  he  marched  down  the  street,  a 
long,  long  way.  Tom  was  proud  and  gay  in  his  new  costume, 
and  was  not  unUke  his  father.  As  she  looked,  lo !  Oxford 
Street  disappeared,  and  she  saw  a  green  common,  and  a  village, 
and  a  little  inn.  There  was  a  soldier  leading  a  pair  of  horses 
about  on  the  green  common ;  and  in  the  inn  sat  a  cavalier, 
/so  3oung,  so  merry,  so  beautiful !  Oh,  what  slim  white  hands 
fhe  had;  and  winning  words,  and  tender,  gentle  blue  eyes! 
Was  it  not  an  honor  to  a  country  lass  that  such  a  noble  gentle- 
man should  look  at  her  for  a  moment?  Had  he  not  some  charm 
about  him  that  she  must  needs  obey  when  he  whispered  in  her 
ear,  "Come,  follow  me!"  As  she  walked  towards  the  lane 
that  morning,  how  well  she  remembered  each  spot  as  she  passed 
it,  and  the  look  it  wore  for  the  last  time  !  How  the  smoke  was 
rising  from  the  pastures,  how  the  fish  were  jumping  and  plash- 
ing in  the  mill-stream  !  There  was  the  church,  with  all  its 
windows  lighted  up  with  gold,  and  yonder  were  the  reapers 
sweeping  down  the  brown  corn.  She  tried  to  sing  as  she  went 
up  the  hill  —  what  was  it?  She  could  not  remember;  but  oh, 
how  well  she  remembered  the  sound  of  the  horse's  hoofs,  as  the}' 
came  quicker,  quicker —  nearer,  nearer  !  How  noble  he  looked 
on  his  great  horse  !  Was  he  thinking  of  her,  or  were  they  all 
silly  words  which  he  spoke  last  night,  merely  to  pass  away  the 
time  and  deceive  poor  girls  with?  Would  he  remember  them, 
would  he? 

"  Cat  my  dear,"  here  cried  Mr.  Brock,  alias  Captain,  cdias 
Dr.  Wood,  "  here's  the  meat  a-getting  cold,  and  I  am  longing 
for  m}^  breakfast." 

As  they  went  in  he  looked  her  hard  in  the  face.  "  What, 
still  at  it,  you  sill}-  girl?  I've  been  watching  you  these  five 
minutes,  Cat ;  and  be  hanged  but  I  think  a  word  from  Galgen- 
stein,  and  you  would  follow  him  as  a  fly  does  a  treacle-pot?  " 

They  went  in  to  breakfast ;  but  though  there  was  a  hot 
shoulder  of  mutton  and  onion-sauce  —  Mrs.  Catherine's  favor- 
ite dish  —  she  never  touched  a  morsel  of  it. 
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In  the  meanwhile  Mr.  Thomas  Billings,  in  his  new  clothes 
which  his  mamma  had  given  him,  in  his  new  ribbon  which  the 
fair  Miss  Beinkleider  had  tied  round  his  neck,  and  having  his 
Excellenc3''s  breeches  wrapped  in  a  silk  handkerchief  in  his  right 
hand,  turned  down  in  the  direction  of  Whitehall,  where  the 
Bavarian  Envo^y  lodged.     But,  before  he  waited  on  him,  Mr. 
BiUings,  being  excessively  pleased  with  his  personal  appear- 
ance, made  an  early  visit  to  Mrs.  Briggs,   who   lived  in  the 
/neighborhood  of  Swallow  Street;  and  who,  after   expressing 
,  herself  with  much  enthusiasm   regarding  her  Tommy's  good 
I  looks,  immediately  asked  him  what  he  would  stand  to  drink? 
f   Raspberry  gin  being  suggested,  a  pint  of  that  liquor  was  sent 
for ;  and  so  great  was  the  confidence  and  intimacy  subsisting 
between  these  two  young  people,  that  the  reader  will  be  glad 
to  hear  that  Mrs.  Polly  accepted  ever^^  shilling  of  the  money 
which  Tom   Billings  had  received  from  his  mamma  the  day 
before  ;  nay,  could  with  difficult}'  be  prevented  from  seizing  upon 
the  cut-velvet  breeches  which  he  was  carrying  to  the  nobleman 
for  whom  they  were  made.     Having  paid  his  adieux  to  Mrs. 
Polly,  Mr.  Billings  departed  to  visit  his  father. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

INTERVIEW   BETWEEN   COUNT    GALGENSTEIN   AND    MASTER  THOMAS 
BILLINGS,  WHEN   HE    INFORMS  THE   COUNT  OF   HIS   PARENTAGE. 

I  don't  know  in  all  this  miserable  world  a  more  miserable 
spectacle  than  that  of  a  young  fellow  of  five  or  six  and  fort}'. 
The  British  arm}',  that  nursery  of  valor,  turns  out  many  of  the 
young  fellows  I  mean :  who,  having  flaunted  in  dragoon  nni- 
tbrms  from  seventeen  to  six-and-thirty  ;  having  bought,  sold, 
or  swapped  during  that  period  some  two  hundred  horses ; 
having  played,  say  fifteen  thousand  games  at  billiards  ;  having 
drunk  some  six  thousand  bottles  of  wine  ;  having  consumed  a 
reasonable  number  of  Nugee  coats,  split  many  dozen  pairs  of 
Jiigh-heeled  Iloby  boots,  and  read  the  newspaper  and  the  army- 
list  duly,  retire  from  the  service  when  they  have  attained  their 
eighth  lustre,  and  saiuiter  through  the  world,  trailing  from 
London  to  Cheltenham,  and  from  Boulogne  to  Paris,  and  from 
Paris  to  Baden,  theii*  idleness,  their  ill-health,  and  their  ennui. 
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"  In  the  morning  of  youtU,"  and  when  seen  along  with  whole 
troops  of  their  companions,  these  flowers  look  gaudy  and  bril- 
liant enough  ;  but  there  is  no  object  more  dismal  than  one  of 
them  alone,  and  in  its  autumnal  or  seedy  state.  My  friend, 
Captain  Popjoy,  is  one  of  them  who  has  arrived  at  this  condi- 
tion, and  whom  everybody  knows  by  his  title  of  Father  Pop. 
j  i(A  kinder,  simpler,  more  empt^^-headed  fellow  does  not  exist. 
/  iHe  is  forty-seven  years  old,  and  appears  a  3-oung,  good-looking 
jiman  of  sixty.  At  the  time  of  the  Army  of  Occupation  he 
'  really  was  as  good-looking  a  man  as  an^-  in  the  Dragoons.  He 
now  uses  all  sorts  of  stratagems  to  cover  the  bald  place  on  his 
head,  by  combing  certain  thin  gra}'  side-locks  over  it.  He  has, 
in  revenge,  a  pair  of  enormous  moustaches,  which  he  dyes  of 
the  richest  blue-black.  His  nose  is  a  good  deal  larger  and 
redder  than  it  used  to  be  ;  his  eyelids  have  grown  flat  and 
heav}'^ ;  and  a  little  pair  of  red,  watery  e3eballs  float  in  the 
midst  of  them  :  it  seems  as  if  the  light  which  was  once  in  those 
sickly  green  pupils  had  extxavasated  into  the  white  part  of  the 
eye.  If  Pop's  legs  are  not  so  firm  and  muscular  as  thej'  used 
to  be  in  those  dajs  when  he  took  such  leaps  into  WJiite's  buck- 
skins, in  revenge  his  waist  is  much  larger.  He  wears  a  very 
good  coat,  however,  and  a  waistband,  which  he  lets  out  after 
dinner.  Before  ladies  he  blushes,  and  is  as  silent  as  a  school- 
boy. He  calls  them  "  modest  women."  His  society  is  chiefly 
among  young  lads  belonging  to  his  former  profession.  He 
knows  the  best  wine  to  be  had  at  each  tavern  or  cafe,  and  the 
waiters  treat  him  with  much  respectful  familiarity.  He  knows 
the  names  of  every  one  of  them  ;  and  shouts  out,  "  Send  Mark- 
well  here  !  "  or,  ' '  Tell  Cuttriss  to  give  us  a  bottle  of  the  yellow 
seal!"  or,  "Dizzy  voo,  Monsure  Borrel,  noo  donny  shampang 
frappy,"  &c.  He  always  makes  the  salad  or  the  punch,  and 
dines  out  three  hundred  days  in  the  year :  the  other  days  you 
see  him  in  a  two-franc  eating-house  at  Paris,  or  prowling  about 
Rupert  Street  or  St.  Martin's  Court,  where  3'ou  get  a  capital 
cut  of  meat  for  eightpence.  He  has  decent  lodgings  and 
;  scrupulously  clean  linen  ;  his  animal  functions  are  still  tolerably 
/  well  preserved,  his  spiritual  have  evaporated  long  since  ;  he 
/  sleeps  well,  has  no  conscience,  believes  himself  to  be  a  respec- 
table fellow,  and  is  tolerably  happy  on  the  days  when  he  is 
asked  out  to  dinner. 

Poor  Pop  is  not  very  high  in  the  scale  of  created  beings ; 
but,  if  you  fancy  there  is  none  lower,  you  are  in  egregious 
error.  There  was  once  a  man  who  had  a  mysterious  exhibi- 
tion of  an  animal  quite  unknown  to  naturalists,  called  "the 


868  CATHERINE:    A  STORY. 

wusBcr."  Those  curious  individuals  who  desired  to  see  the 
wusser  were  introduced  into  an  apartment  where  appeared  be- 
fore them  nothing  more  than  a  httle  lean,  shrivelled,  hideous, 
blear-eyed,  mangy  pig.  Every  one  cried  out  ''^  Swindle!" 
and  "Shame!"  "Patience,  gentlemen,  be  heasy,"  said  the 
showman:  "look  at  that  there  hanimal :  it's  a  perfect  phe- 
nomaly  of  hugliness  :  I  engage  you  never  see  such  a  pig." 
Nobody  ever  had  seen.  "Now,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "I'll 
keep  my  promise,  has  per  bill ;  and  bad  as  that  there  pig  is, 
look  at  "this  here"  (he  showed  another).  "  Look  at  this  here, 
and  you'll  see  at  once  that  it's  a  wusser."  In  like  manner  the 
Popjoy  breed  is  bad  enough,  but  it  serves  only  to  show  off  the 
Galgenstein  race  ;  which  is  wusser. 

Galgenstein  had  led  a  very  gay  life,  as  the  sa^dng  is,  for 
the  last  fifteen  years  ;  such  a  gay  one,  that  he  had  lost  all 
capacity  of  enjoyment  by  this  time,  and  only  possessed  inclina- 
tions without  powers  of  gratifying  them.  He  had  grown  to  be 
exquisitely  curious  and  fastidious  about  meat  and  drink,  for 
instance,  and  all  that  he  wanted  was  an  appetite.  He  carried 
about  with  him  a  French  cook,  who  could  not  make  him  eat ; 
a  doctor,  who  could  not  make  him  well ;  a  mistress,  of  whom 
he  was  heartily  sick  after  two  days  ;  a  priest,  who  had  been 
a  favorite  of  the  exemplary  Dubois,  and  by  turns  used  to  tickle 
him  by  the  imposition  of  a  penance,  or  by  the  repetition  of  a 
\JSi\e  from  the  recueil  of  Noce,  or  La  Fare.  All  his  appetites 
were  wasted  and  worn  ;  onl}'  some  monstrosity  would  galvanize 
them  into  momentary  action.  He  was  in  that  effete  state  to 
which  many  noblemen  of  his  time  had  arrived  ;  who  were  ready 
to  believe  in  ghost-raising  or  in  gold-making,  or  to  retire  into 
monasteries  and  wear  hair-shirts,  or  to  dablile  in  conspiracies, 
or  to  die  in  love  with  little  cook-maids  of  fifteen,  or  to  pine 
for  the  smiles  or  at  the  frowns  of  a  prince  of  the  blood,  or  to 
go  mad  at  the  refusal  of  a  chamberlain's  key.  The  last  grati- 
fication he  remembered  to  have  enjoyed  was  that  of  riding  bare- 
headed in  a  soaking  rain  for  three  hours  by  the  side  of  his 
Grand  Duke's  mistress's  coach  ;  taking  the  pas  of  Count  Kriih- 
winkel,  who  challenged  him,  and  was  run  through  the  body  for 
this  very  dispute.  Galgenstein  gained  a  rheumatic  gout  by  it, 
which  put  him  to  tortures  for  many  months  ;  and  was  further" 
gratified  with  the  post  of  English  Envoy.  He  had  a  fortune, 
he  asked  no  salary,  and  could  look  the  envoy  ver}'  well.  Father 
O'Flaherty  did  all  the  duties,  and  furthermore  acted  as  a  spy 
over  the  ambassador  —  a  sinecure  post;  for  the  man  had  no 
feelings,  wishes,  or  opinions  —  absolutely  none. 
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"Upon  my  life,  father,"  said  this  worthy  man,  "I  care  for 
nothing.  You  have  been  talking  for  an  hour  about  the  Regent's 
death,  and  the  Duchess  of  Phalaris,  and  si}'  old  Fleury,  and 
what  not :  and  I  care  just  as  much  as  if  you  told  me  that  one 
of  my  Bauers  at  Galgenstein  had  killed  a  pig ;  or  as  if  my 
lacky.  La  Rose  yonder,  had  made  love  to  my  mistress." 

"  He  does  !  "  said  the  reverend  gentleman. 

"  Ah,  Monsieur  I'Abbe  !  "  said  La  Rose,  who  was  arranging 
his  master's  enormous  court  periwig,  "you  are,  helas !  wrong. 
Monsieur  le  Comte  will  not  be  angi-y  at  my  sajdng  that  I  wish 
the  accusation  were  true." 

The  Count  did  not  take  the  slightest  notice  of  La  Rose's 
wit,  but  continued  his  own  complaints. 

"  I  tell  you.  Abbe,  I  care  for  nothing.  I  lost  a  thousand 
guineas  t'other  night  at  basset ;  I  wish  to  my  heart  I  could 
have  been  vexed  about  it.  P^gad !  I  remember  the  day  when 
to  lose  a  hundred  made  me  half  mad  for  a  month.  Well,  next 
day  I  had  my  revenge  at  dice,  and  threw  thirteen  mains. 
There  was  some  delay ;  a  call  for  fresh  bones,  I  think ;  and 
would  you  believe  it?     I  fell  asleep  with  the  box  in  my  hand  !  " 

"A  desperate  case,  indeed,"  said  the  Abbe. 

"If  it  had  not  been  for  Krahwinkel  I  should  have  been  a 
dead  man,  that's  positive.     That  pinking  him  saved  me." 

"  I  make  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  the  Abbe.  "  Had  your  Ex- 
cellency not  run  him  through,  he,  without  a  doubt,  would  have 
done  the  same  for  you." 

"  Psha !  you  mistake  my  words.  Monsieur  I'Abb^"  (yawn- 
ing) .     "I  mean  —  what  cursed  chocolate  !  —  that  I  was  dying 

for  want  of  excitement.     Not  that  I  care  for  dying ;  no,  d 

me,  if  I  do  !  " 

"  When  you  do,  your  Excellency  means,"  said  the  Abbe,  a 
fat,  gray-haired  Irishman,  from  the  Irlandois  College  at  Paris. 

His  Excellency  did  not  laugh,  nor  understand  jokes  of  any 
kind ;  he  was  of  an  undeviating  stupidity,  and  only  replied, 
'l"  Sir,  I  mean  what  I  say.  I  don't  care  for  living  :  no,  nor  for 
'  dying  either ;  but  I  can  speak  as  well  as  another,  and  I'll 
thank  you  not  to  be  correcting  my  phrases  as  if  I  were  one 
of  your  cursed  school-boys,  and  not  a  gentleman  of  fortune 
and  blood." 

Herewith  the  Count,  who  had  uttered  four  sentences  about 
himself  (he  never  spoke  of  anything  else),  sunk  back  on  his 
pillows  again,  quite  exhausted  by  his  eloquence.  The  Abbe, 
who  had  a  seat  and  a  table  by  the  l)edside,  resumed  the  labors 
which  had  brought  him  into  the  room  in  the  morning,  aad 

1^ 
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busied  himself  with  papers,  which  occasionally  he  handed  orer 
to  his  superior  for  approval. 

Presently  Monsieur  La  Rose  appeared. 
"Here  is  a  person  with   clothes  from  Mr.    Beinkleider's. 
Will  your  Excellency  see  him,  or  shall  I  bid  him  leave  the 
clothes?" 

The  Count  was  very  much  fatigued  by  this  time ;  he  had 
signed  three  papers,  and  read  the  first  half-dozen  lines  of  a  pair 
of  them. 

' .       "  Bid  the  fellow  come  in,  La  Rose  ;  and,  hark  ye,  give  me 

/  my  wig :  one  must  show  one's  self  to  be  a  gentleman  before 

/  these  scoundrels."     And  he  therefore  mounted  a  large  chestnut- 

/   colored,  orange-scented  pyramid  of  horse-hair,  which  was  to 

',    awe  the  new-comer. 

I         He  was  a  lad  of  about  seventeen,  in  a  smart  waistcoat  and 

f     a  blue  ribbon :  our  frieud  Tom  Billings,  indeed.     He  carried 

I     under  his  arm  the  Count's  destined  breeches.     He  did  not  seem 

/     in  the  least  awed,  however,  by  his  Excellency's  appearance, 

but  looked  at  him  with  a  great  degree  of  curiosit}-  and  boldness . 

In  the  same  manner  he  surve3'ed  the  chaplain,  and  then  nodded 

to  him  with  a  kind  look  of  recognition. 

"  Where  have  I  seen  the  lad?"  said  the  father.     "Oh,  I 
have  it !     My  good  friend,  you  were  at  the  hanging  yesterday, 
I  think?" 
/  Mr.  Billings  gave  a  very  significant  nod  with  his  head.     "  I 

never  miss,"  said  he. 

"  What  a  young  Turk  !  And  pray,  sir,  do  you  go  for  pleas- 
ure, or  for  business?" 

"  Business  !  what  do  you  mean  by  business?" 
"  Oh,    I    did   not   know   whether    you   might   be   brought 
up  to  the  trade,  or  your  relations  be  undergoing  the  opera- 
tion." 

"  My  relations,"  said  Mr.  Billings,  proudly,  and  staring  the 
Count  full  in  the  face,  "  was  not  made  for  no  such  thing.  I'm 
a  tailor  now,  but  I'm  a  gentleman's  son :  as  good  a  man,  ay,  as 
his  lordship  there:  for  yow  a' n't  his  lordship  —  you're  the  Pop- 
ish priest  you  are  ;  and  we  were  very  near  giving  you  a  touch 
of  a  few  Protestant  stones,  master." 

The  Count  began  to  be  a  little  amused ;  he  was  pleased  to 
see  the  Abbe  look  alarmed,  or  even  foolish. 

"  Egad,  Abbe,"  said  he,  "  you  turn  as  white  as  a  sheet." 
"  I  don't  fancy  being  murdered,  ray  lord,"  said  the  Abbe, 
hastily;  "and  murdered  for  a  good  work.     It  was  but  to  be 
useful  to  yonder  poor  Irishman,  who  saved  me  as  a  prisoaer  in 
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Flanders,  when  Marlborough  would  have  hung  me  up  like  poor 
Macshane  himself  was  yesterday." 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  Count,  bursting  out  with  some  energ}',  "  I 
was  thinking  who  the  fellow  could  be,  ever  since  he  robbed  me 
on  the  Heath.  I  recollect  the  scoundrel  now  :  he  was  a  second 
in  a  duel  I  had  here  in  the  year  6." 

"Along  with  Major  Wood,  behind  Montague  House,"  said 
Mr.  Billings.  "  /'ve  heard  on  it."  And  here  he  looked  more 
knowing  than  ever. 

"  You  !  "  cried  the  Count,  more  and  more  surprised.  "  And 
pray  who  the  devil  are  you  ?  " 

"  My  name's  Billings." 

"Bilhngs?"  said  the  Count. 

"  I  come  out  of  "Warwickshire,"  said  Mr.  Billings. 

"Indeed!" 

"  I  was  born  at  Birmingham  town." 

"  Were  3'ou  reallj' !  " 

"  My  mother's  name  was  Hayes,"  continued  Billings,  in  a 
solemn  voice.  "  I  was  put  out  to  nurse  along  with  .John  Bill- 
ings, a  blacksmith ;  and  my  father  run  awa}-.  Now  do  you 
know  who  I  am?" 

"  Why,  upon  honor,  now,"  said  the  Count,  who  was  amused, 
—  "  upon  honor,  Mr.  Billings,  I  have  not  that  advantage." 

"  Well,  then,  my  lord,  you're  my  father  !  " 

Mr.  Billings,  when  he  said  this,  came  forward  to  the  Count 
with  a  theatrical  air  ;  and,  flinging  down  the  breeches  of  which 
he  was  the  bearer,  held  out  his  arms  and  stared,  Jiaving  very 
little  doubt  but  that  his  lordship  would  forthwith  spring  out  of 
bed  and  hug  him  to  his  heart.  A  similar  piece  of  naivete  many 
fathers  of  families  have,  I  have  no  doubt,  remarked  in  their 
children ;  who,  not  caring  for  their  parents  a  single  doit,  con- 
ceive, nevertheless,  that  the  latter  are  bound  to  show  all  sorts 
of  affection  for  them.  His  lordship  did  move,  but  backwards 
towards  the  wall,  and  began  puUing  at  the  bell-rope  with  an 
expression  of  the  most  intense  alarm. 

"  Keep  back,  sirrah  !  —  keep  back  !  Suppose  I  am  your 
father,  do  you  want  to  murder  me?  Good  heavens,  how  the 
boy  smells  of  gin  and  tobacco !  Don't  turn  away,  ni}-  lad  !  sit 
down  there  at  a  proper  dist<ance.  And,  La  Rose,  give  him 
some  eau-de-Cologne,  and  get  a  cup  of  coffee.  Well,  now,  go 
on  with  your  stor}'.  Egad,  my  dear  Abbe,  I  think  it  is  very 
likely  that  what  the  lad  says  is  true." 

"  If  it  is  a  family  conversation,"  said  the  Abbe,  "  I  had 
better  leave  you." 
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/       *'  Oh,  for  heaven's  sake,  no !     I  could  not  stand  the  boy 
/   alone.      Now,   Mister,    ah  !  —  What's-your-name  ?      Have   the 
goodness  to  tell  j-our  stor}." 

Mr.   Billings  was  wofully  disconcerted  ;  for  his  mother  and 
he  had  agreed  that  as  soon  as  his  father  saw  him  he  would  be 
I  recognized  at  once,  and.  mayhap,  made  heir  to  the  estates  and 
1   title  ;  in  which,  being  disappointed,  he  very  sulkil}^  went  on  with 
I    his  narrative,  and  detailed  man}^  of  those  events  with  which  the 
;    reader  has  already  been  made  acquainted.     The  Count  asked 
the  boy's  mother's  Christian  name,  and  being  told  it,  his  mem- 
ory at  once  returned  to  him. 

'*What!  are  you  little  Cat's  son?"  said  his  Excellency. 
"By  heavens,  mon  cher  Abbe,  a  charming  creature,  but  a  ti- 
gress —  positively  a  tigress.  I  recollect  the  whole  affair  now. 
She's  a  little,  fresh,  black-haired  woman,  a'n't  she?  with  a  sharp 
nose  and  thick  e^'ebrows,  ay?  Ah  !  yes,  yes,"  went  on  my  lord, 
"  I  recollect  her,  I  recollect  her.  It  was  at  Birmingham  I  first 
met  her :  she  was  my  Lady  Trippet's  woman,  wasn't  she  ? " 

"  She  was  no  such  thing,"  said  Mr.  Billings,  hotly.  "  Her 
aunt  kept  the  '  Bugle  Inn '  on  Waltham  Green,  and  your  lord- 
ship seduced  her." 

"  Seduced  her !  Oh,  'gad,  so  I  did.  Stap  me,  now,  I  did. 
Yes,  I  made  her  jump  on  my  black  horse,  and  bore  her  off  like 

—  like  -^neas  bore  away  his  wife  from  the  siege  of  Rome  !  hey, 
I'Abbe?" 

"  The  events  were  precisely  similar,"  said  the  Abbe.  "  It 
is  wonderful  what  a  memory  you  have  ! " 

"  I  was  always  remarkable  for  it,"  continued  his  Excellency. 
"  Well,  where  was  I,  — at  the  black  horse?  Yes,  at  the  black 
horse.  Well,  I  mounted  her  on  the  black  horse,  and  rode  her 
m  croupe.,  egad  —  ha,  ha  !  —  to  Binningham  ;  and  there  we 
billed  and  cooed  together  like  a  pair  of  turtle-doves  :  yes  —  ha ! 

—  that  we  did  !  " 

"  And  this,  I  suppose,  is  the  end  of  some  of  the  billings'?" 
said  the  Abbe,  pointing  to  Mr.  Tom. 

"  Billings  !  what  do  3'ou  mean  ?  Yes  —  oh  —  ah  —  a  pun,  a 
calembourg.  Fi  done,  M.  I'Abbe."  And  then,  after  the  wont 
of  very  stupid  people,  M.  de  Galgenstein  went  on  to  explain 
to  the  Abbe  his  own  pun,  "  Well,  but  to  proceed,"  cries  he. 
"We  lived  together  at  Birmingham,  and  I  was  going  to  be 
married  to  a  rich  heiress,  egad !  when  what  do  you  think  this 
little  Cat  does  ?  She  murders  me,  egad  !  and  makes  me  man- 
quer  the  marriage.  Twenty  thousand,  I  think  it  was  ;  and  I 
wanted  the  money  in  tJjose  days.     Now,  wasn't  she  an  abomi- 
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nable  monster,  that  mother  of  3'ours,  hej',  Mr.  a  —  What's- 
jour-name  ?  " 

''She  served  you  right!"  said  Mr.  Billings,  with  a  great 
oath,  starting  up  out  of  all  patience. 

''  Fellow  !  "  said  his  Excellency,  quite  aghast,  "  do  3'ou  know 
to  whom  you  speak  ?  —  to  a  nobleman  of  seventy-eight  descents  ; 
a  count  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire  ;  a  representative  of  a  sov- 
ereign? Ha,  egad!  Don't  stamp,  fellow,  if  you  hope  for  my 
protection." 

"D — n  your  protection!"  said  Mr.  Billings,  in  a  fury. 
"  Curse  you  and  your  protection  too  !     I'm  a  free-born  Briton, 

and  no  French  Papist !     And    any  man  who  insults  my 

mother  —  ay,  or  calls  me  feller,  had  better  look  to  himself  and 
the  two  e3^es  in  his  head,  I  can  tell  him  !  "  And  with  this  Mr. 
Billings  put  himself  into  the  most  approved  attitude  of  the 
Cockpit,  and  invited  his  father,  the  reverend  gentleman,  and 
M.  La  Rose  the  valet,  to  engage  with  him  in  a  pugilistic  en- 
counter. The  two  latter,  the  Abbe  especially,  seemed  dread- 
fully frightened  ;  but  the  Count  now  looked  on  with  much 
interest ;  and  giving  utterance  to  a  feeble  kind  of  chuckle, 
which  lasted  for  about  half  a  minute,  said,  — 

"Paws  oft',  Pompey !  You  young  hang-dog,  3'ou  — egad, 
yes,  aha!  'pon  honor,  you're  a  lad  of  spirit?  some  of  your 
father's  spunk  in  you,  hey?  I  know  him  by  that  oath.  ^Vh}', 
sir,  when  I  was  sixteen,  I  used  to  swear  —  to  swear,  egad,  like  a 
Thames  waterman,  and  exactly  in  this  fellow's  way  !  Buss  me, 
my  lad;  no,  kiss  n\y  hand.  That  will  do" — and  he  held  out 
a  very  lean  yellow  hand,  peering  from  a  pair  of  yellow  ruffles. 
It  shook  ver}'  much,  and  the  shaking  made  all  the  rings  upon 
it  shine  only  the  more. 

"  Well,"  says  Mr.  Billings,  "  if  3'ou  wasn't  a-going  to  abuse 
me  nor  mother,  I  don't  care  if  I  shake  hands  with  3'Ou.  I  ain't 
proud !  " 

The  Abbe  laughed  with  great  glee ;  and  that  very  evening 
sent  off  to  his  court  a  most  ludicrous,  spici/  description  of  the 
whole  scene  of  meeting  between  this  amiable  father  and  child  ; 
in  which  he  said  that  young  Billings  was  the  eleve  favorite  of 
M.  Kitch,  Ecuver,  le  bourreau  de  Londres,  and  which  made 
the  Duke's  mistress  laugh  so  much  that  she  vowed  that  the 
Abbe  should  have  a  bishopric  on  his  return :  for,  with  such 
store  of  wisdom,  look  3'Ou,  my  son,  was  the  world  governed  in 
those  days. 

The  Count  and  his  offspring  meanwhile  conversed  with  some 
cordiality.     The  former  informed  the  latter  of  all  the  diseases  to 
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;  which  he  was  subject,  his  manner  of  curing  them,  his  great 

/  consideration  as  chamberlain  to  the  Duke  of  Bavaria ;  how  he 

I  wore  his  court  suits,  and  of  a  particular  powder  which  he  had 

I   invented  for  the  hair ;  how,  when  he  was  seventeen,  he  had  run 

I    awa}'  with  a  canoness,  egad  !  who  was  afterwards  locked  up  in 

a  convent,  and  grew  to  be  sixteen  stone  in  weight ;  how  he  re- 

f    membered  the  time  when  ladies  did  not  wear  patches  ;  and  how 

the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  boxed  his  ears  when  he  was  so 

high,  because  he  wanted  to  kiss  her. 

All  these  important  anecdotes  took  some  time  in  the  telling, 
and  were  accompanied  b}^  many  profound  moral  remarks  ;  such 
as,  "I  can't  abide  garlic,  nor  white-wine,  stap  me  !  nor  Sauer- 
kraut, though  his  Highness  eats  half  a  bushel  per  day.  I  ate  it 
the  first  time  at  court ;  but  when  the}^  brought  it  me  a  second 
time,  I  refused  —  refused,  split  me  and  gi'ill  me  if  I  didn't! 
Everybody  stared ;  his  Highness  looked  as  fierce  as  a  Turk  ; 
and  that  infernal  Kriihwinkel  (my  dear,  I  did  for  him  after- 
wards)—  that  cursed  Krahwinkel,  I  say,  looked  as  pleased  as 
possible,  and  whispered  to  Countess  Fritsch,  '  Blitzchen  Frau 
Grafinn,'  says  he,  '  it's  all  over  with  Galgenstein.'  What  did 
I  do?  I  had  the  entree^  and  demanded  it.  '  Altesse.'  says  1, 
falling  on  one  knee,  '  I  ate  no  Kraut  at  dinner  to-day.  You 
remarked  it :  I  saw  your  Highness  remark  it.' 

"  '  I  did,  M.  le  Comte,'  said  his  Highness,  gravely. 
"I  had  almost  tears  in  my  eyes;  but  it  was  necessary  to 
come  to  a  resolution,  3'ou  know.     '  Sir,'  said  I,   '  I  speak  with 
deep  grief  to  your  Highness,  who  are  my  benefactor,  my  friend, 
my  father  ;  but  of  this  I  am  resolved,  I  will  never  eat  Sauer- 
kraut MORE  :  it  don't  agree  with  me.     After  being  laid  up  for 
four  weeks  by  the  last  dish  of  Sauerkraut  of  which  I  partook,  I 
ma}"  say  with  confidence  —  it  don't  agree  with  me.     By  impair- 
,  ing  my  liealth,  it  impairs  my  intellect,  and  weakens  m}'  strength  ; 
I  and  both  I  would  keep  for  your  Highness's  service.' 
I        '"Tut,  tut! '  said  his  Highness.     '  Tut,  tut,  tut ! '    Those 
were  his  very  woixls. 

"  '  Give  me  my  sword  or  my  pen,'  said  I.  '  Give  me  my 
sword  or  my  pen,  and  with  these  Maximilian  de  Galgenstein  is 
ready  to  serve  you  ;  but  sure,  —  sure,  a  great  prince  will  pity 
the  weak  health  of  a  faithful  subject,  who  does  not  know  how 
to  eat  Sauerkraut?'  His  Highness  was  walking  about  the 
room  :  I  was  still  on  my  knees,  and  stretched  forward  my  hand 
to  seize  his  coat. 

"  '  Geht  zum  Teufel,  sir  ! '  said  he,  in  a  loud  voice  (it  means 
'  Go  to  the  deuce,'  my  dear),  —  '  Geht  zum  Teufel,  and  eat  what 
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you  like  !  *  With  this  he  went  out  of  the  room  abruptly ;  leav- 
ing in  my  hand  one  of  his  buttons,  which  I  keep  to  this  daj'. 
As  soon  as  I  was  alone,  amazed  by  his  great  goodness  and 
bount}-,  I  sobbed  aloud  —  cried  like  a  child"  (the  Count's  eyes 
filled  and  winked  at  the  very  recollection),  "  and  when  I  went 
back  into  the  card-room,  stepping  up  to  Kriihwinkel,  '  Count,' 
sa3-s  I,  '  who  looks  foolish  now?  '  —  Hey  there,  La  Rose,  give 
me  the  diamond  —  Yes,  that  was  the  very  pun  I  made,  and 
very  good  it  was  thought.  '  Krahwinkel,'  says  I,  '  who  looks 
foolish  now  ? '  and  from  that  day  to  this  I  was  never  at  a  court- 
day  asked  to  eat  Sauerkraut  —  never. 

"  Hey  there,  La  Rose  !  Bring  me  that  diamond  snuff-box  in 
the  drawer  of  my  secretaire  ;  "  and  the  snuff-box  was  brought. 
"  Look  at  it,  my  dear,"  said  the  Count,  "  for  I  saw  j^ou  seemed 
to  doubt.  There  is  the  button  —  the  very  one  that  came  off 
his  grace's  coat." 

Mr.  Billings  received  it  and  twisted  it  about  with  a  stupid 
air.  The  story  had  quite  mystified  him  ;  for  he  did  not  dare  yet 
to  think  his  father  was  a  fool  —  his  respect  for  the  aristocracy 
prevented  him. 

When  the  Count's  communications  had  ceased,  which  they 
did  as  soon  as  the  story  of  the  Sauerkraut  was  finished,  a  silence 
of  some  minutes  ensued.  Mr.  Billings  was  trying  to  compre- 
hend the  circumstances  above  narrated  ;  his  lordship  was  ex- 
hausted ;  the  chaplain  had  quitted  the  room  directly  the  word 
Sauerkraut  was  mentioned  —  he  knew  what  was  coming.  His 
lordship  looked  for  some  time  at  his  son  ;  who  returned  the 
gaze  with  his  mouth  wide  open.  ''  Well,"  said  the  Count  — 
"  well,  sir?  What  are  you  sitting  there  for?  If  you  have  noth- 
ing to  say,  sir,  you  had  better  go.  I  had  you  here  to  amuse 
me  —  split  me  —  and  not  to  sit  there  staring  !  " 

Mr.  Billings  rose  in  a  fury. 

"  Hark  ye,  my  lad,"  said  the  Count,  "  tell  La  Rose  to  give 
thee  five  guineas,  and,  ah  —  come  again  some  morning.  A 
nice,  well-grown  young  lad,"  mused  the  Count,  as  Master 
Tommy  walked  wondering  out  of  the  apartment ;  "  a  pretty 
fellow  enough,  and  intelligent  too." 

"  Well,  he  is  an  odd  fellow,  my  father,"  thought  Mr.  Billings, 
as  he  walked  out,  having  received  the  sum  offered  to  him.  And 
he  immediately  went  to  call  upon  his  friend  Polly  Briggs,  from 
whom  he  had  separated  in  the  morning. 

What  was  the  result  of  their  interview  is  not  at  all  neces- 
sary to  the  progress  of  this  history.  Having  made  her, 
however,   acquainted  with  the  particulars  of  his  visit  to  his 
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father,  he  went  to  his  mothai''s  and  related  to  her  all  that 
had  occurred. 

Poor  thing,  she  was  very  differently  interested  in  the  issue 
of  it! 


CHAPTER  X. 

SHOVriNG     HOW   GALGENSTEIN     AND     MRS.    CAT     RECOGNIZE    EACH 

OTHER     IN     MARYLEBONE     GARDENS AND     HOW   THE     COUNT 

DRIVES    HER   HOME   IN   HIS    CARRIAGE. 

About  a  month  after  the  touching  conversation  above 
related,  there  was  given,  at  Marylebone  Gardens,  a  grand 
concert  and  entertainment,  at  which  the  celebrated  Madame 
''Amenaide,  a  dancer  of  the  theatre  at  Paris,  was  to  perform, 
under  the  patronage  of  several  English  and  foreign  nolilemen  ; 
among  whom  was  his  Excellency  the  Bavarian  Envoy.  Madame 
Amenaide  was,  in  fact,  no  other  than  the  maifyresse  en  litre  of  the 
Monsieur  de  Galgenstein,  who  had  her  a  great  bargain  from  the 
Duke  de  Rohan-Chabot  at  Paris. 

It  is  not  our  purpose  to  make  a  great  and  learned  display 
here,  otherwise  the  costumes  of  the  compan}'  assembled  at  this 
fete  might  afford  scope  for  at  least  half  a  dozen  pages  of  fine 
writing ;  and  we  might  give,  if  need  were,  specimens  of  the 
very  songs  and  mnsic  sung  on  the  occasion.  Does  not  the 
Burney  collection  of  music,  at  the  British  Museum,  afford  one 
an  ample  store  of  songs  from  which  to  choose?  Are  there  not 
the  memoirs  of  Colley  Gibber?  those  of  Mrs.  Clark,  the  daughter 
of  Colle>"?  Is  there  not  Congreve,  and  Farquhar  —  na}',  and 
at  a  pinch,  the  "  Dramatic  Biography,"  or  even  the  Spectator^ 
from  which  the  observant  genius  might  borrow  passages,  and 
construct  pretty  antiquarian  figments?  Leave  we  these  trifles 
to  meaner  souls  !  Our  business  is  not  with  the  breeches  and 
periwigs,  with  the  hoops  and  patches,  but  with  the  divine 
hearts  of  men,  and  the  passions  which  agitate  them.  What 
need,  therefore,  have  we  to  say  that  on  this  evening,  after  the 
dancing,  the  music,  and  the  fireworks,  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein 
felt  the  strange  and  welcome  pangs  of  appetite,  and  was  pick- 
ing a  cold  chicken,  along  with  some  other  friends,  in  an  arbor 
—  a  cold  chicken,  with  an  accompaniment  of  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne—  when  he  was  led  to  remark  that  a  very  handsome, 
fdump  little  person,  in  a  gorgeous  stiff  damask  gown  and  pett»- 
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coat,  was  sauntering  up  and  down  the  walk  running  opposite 
his  supping-place,  and  bestowing  continual  glances  towards  his 
Excellency.  The  lady,  whoever  she  was,  was  in  a  mask,  such 
as  ladies  of  high  and  low  fashion  wore  at  public  places  in  those 
days,  and  had  a  male  companion.  He  was  a  lad  of  onl}'  seven- 
teen, marvellouslj"  well  dressed  —  indeed,  no  other  than  the 
Count's  own  son,  Mr.  Thomas  Billings  ;  who  had  at  length  re- 
ceived from  his  mother  the  silver-hilted  sword,  and  the  wig, 
which  that  affectionate  parent  had  promised  to  him. 

In  the  course  of  the  month  which  had  elapsed  since  the  in- 
terview that  has  been  described  in  the  former  chapter,  Mr. 
Billings  had  several  times  had  occasion  to  wait  on  his  father  ; 
but  though  he  had,  according  to  her  wishes,  frequently  alluded 
to  the  existence  of  his  mother,  the  Count  had  never  at  any 
time  expressed  the  slightest  wish  to  renew  his  acquaintance 
with  that  lady ;  who,  if  she  had  seen  him,  had  only  seen  him 
by  stealth. 

The  fact  is,  that  after  Billings  had  related  to  her  the  par- 
ticulars of  his  first  meeting  with  his  Excellency ;  which  ended, 
like  many  of  the  latter  visits,  in  nothing  at  all ;  Mrs.  Hayes 
had  found  some  pressing  business,  which  continually  took  her 
to  Whitehall,  and  had  been  prowling  from  da}^  to  da}'  about 
Monsieur  de  Galgenstein's  lodgings.  Four  or  five  times  in  the 
week,  as  his  Excellency  stepped  into  his  coach,  he  might  have 
remarked,  had  he  chosen,  a  woman  in  a  black  hood,  who  was 
looking  most  eagerly  into  his  eyes :  but  those  eyes  had  long 
since  left  off  the  practice  of  observing  ;  and  Madam  Catherine's 
visits  had  so  far  gone  for  nothing. 

I  On  this  night,  however,  inspired  by  gayety  and  drink,  the 
Count  had  been  amazingly  stricken  by  the  gait  and  ogling  of 
the  lady  in  the  mask.  The  Reverend  O'Flaherty,  who  was 
with  him,  and  had  observed  the  figure  in  the  black  cloak,  recog- 

'nized,  or  thought  he  recognized,  her.  "It  is  the  woman  who 
dogs  your  Excellency  ever}^  da}',"  said  he.  "  She  is  with  that 
tailor  lad  who  loves  to  see  people  hanged  —  your  Excellency's 
son,  I  mean."  And  he  was  just  about  to  warn  the  Count  of  a 
conspiracy  evidently  made  against  him,  and  that  the  son  had 
])rought,  most  likely,  the  mother  to  play  her  arts  upon  him  — 
he  was  just  about,  I  say,  to  show  to  the  Count  the  folly  and 
danger  of  renewing  an  old  liaison  witli  a  woman  such  as  he  had 
described  Mrs.  Cat  to  be,  when  his  Excellency,  starting  up, 
and  inteiTupting  his  ghostly  adviser  at  the  very  beginning  of 
his  sentence,  said,  "Egad,  I'Abbe,  you  are  right  —  it  is  my 
son,  and  a  might}'  smart-looking   creature  with   him.      Hey ! 
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Mr.  Whiit's-3'our-name  —  Toin,  you  rogue,  don't  you  know 
your  own  father ? "  And  so  sajing,  and  cocking  his  beaver 
on  one  side,  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein  strutted  jauntily  after 
Mr.  Billings  and  the  lady. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  the  Count  had  formally  recognized 
his  son. 

"  Tom,  you  rogue,"  stopped  at  this,  and  the  Count  came  up. 
He  had  a  white  velvet  suit,  covered  over  with  stars  and  orders, 
a  neat  modest  wig  and  bag,  and  peach-colored  silk-stockings 
with  silver  clasps.  The  lady  in  the  mask  gave  a  start  as  his 
Excellenc}'  came  forward.  "  Law,  mother,  don't  squeege  so," 
said  Tom.  The  poor  woman  was  trembling  in  ever}^  limb  ; 
but  she  had  presence  of  mind  to  ' '  squeege  "  Tom  a  gi'eat  deal 
harder ;  and  the  latter  took  the  hint,  I  suppose,  and  was  silent. 

The  splendid  Count  came  up.  Ye  gods,  how  his  embroidery 
glittered  in  the  lamps  !  What  a  roj'al  exhalation  of  musk  and 
bergamot  came  from  his  wig,  his  handkerchief,  and  his  grand 
lace  ruffles  and  frills !  A  broad  yellow  riband  passed  across 
his  breast,  and  ended  at  his  hip  in  a  shining  diamond  cross  — 
a  diamond  cross,  and  a  diamond  sword-hilt !  Was  anj^thing 
ever  seen  so  beautiful  ?  And  might  not  a  poor  woman  tremble 
when  such  a  noble  creature  drew  near  to  her,  and  deigned, 
from  the  height  of  his  rank  and  splendor,  to  look  down  upon 
her?  As  Jove  came  down  to  Semele  in  state,  in  his  habits  of 
ceremony,  with  all  the  grand  cordons  of  his  orders  blazing 
about  his  imperial  person  —  thus  dazzling,  magnificent,  trium- 
phant, the  great  Galgenstein  descended  towards  Mrs.  Catherine. 
Her  cheeks  glowed  red  hot  under  her  coy  velvet  mask,  her  heart 
thumped  against  the  whalebone  prison  of  her  stays.  What 
a  delicious  storm  of  vanity  was  raging  in  her  bosom  !  What  a 
rush  of  long-pent  recollections  burst  forth  at  the  sound  of  that 
enchanting  voice ! 

As  you  wind  up  a  hundred-guinea  chronometer  with  «,  two- 
penny watch-key  —  as  b}'  means  of  a  dirty  wooden  plug  you 
set  all  the  waters  of  Versailles  a-raging,  and  splashing,  and 
storming  —  in  like  manner,  and  by  like  humble  agents,  were 
Mrs.  Catherine's  tumultuous  passions  set  going.  The  Count, 
we  have  said,  slipped  up  to  his  son,  and  merely  saying,  "  How 
do,  Tom?"  cut  the  young  gentleman  altogether,  and  passing 
round  to  the  lady's  side,  said,  "Madam,  'tis  a  charming  even- 
ing —  egad  it  is  !  "  She  almost  fainted  :  it  was  the  old  voice. 
There  he  was,  after  seventeen  3'ears,  once  more  at  her  side  ! 

Now  I  know  what  I  could  have  done.  I  can  turn  out  a 
quotation  from  Sophocles  (by  looking  to  the  index)  as  well  aa 
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another :  I  can  throw  oil'  ii  bit  of  line  writing  too,  with  passion, 
similes,  and  a  moral  at  tlie  end.  What,  pra^',  is  the  last  sen- 
tence bnt  one  but  the  ver}^  finest  writing?  Suppose,  for  ex- 
ample, I  had  made  Maximilian,  as  he  stood  b}^  the  side  of 
Catherine,  look  up  towards  the  clouds,  and  exclaim,  in  the 
words  of  the  voluptuous  Cornelius  Nepos, 

^Aevaoi  ve<f>e\ai 

'Apdctif^ev  (pavipaX  ^ 

Apoffepav  (pvaiv  ivdyrirot,  k.  t.  A. 

Or  suppose,  again,  I  had  said,  in  a  style  still  more  popular :  — ■ 
The  Count  advanced  towards  the  maiden.  They  both  were 
mute  for  a  while  ;  and  only  the  beating  of  her  heart  interrupted 
that  thrilling  and  passionate  silence.  Ah,  what  j'ears  of  buried 
joys  and  fears,  hopes  and  disappointments,  arose  from  their 
graves  in  the  far  past,  and  in  those  brief  moments  flitted  before 
the  united  ones !  How  sad  was  that  delicious  retrospect,  and 
oh,  how  sweet !  The  tears  that  rolled  down  the  cheek  of  each 
were  bubbles  from  the  choked  and  moss-grown  wells  of  youth  ; 
the  sigh  that  heaved  each  bosom  had  some  lurking  odors  in  it 
—  memories  of  the  fragrance  of  boyhood,  echoes  of  the  hymns 
of  the  young  heart !  Thus  is  it  ever  —  for  these  blessed  recol- 
lections the  soul  always  has  a  place  ;  and  while  crime  perishes, 
and  sorrow  is  forgotten,  the  beautiful  alone  is  eternal. 

"O  golden  legends,  written  in  the  skies!"  mused  De  Gal- 
genstein,  "  ye  shine  as  ye  did  in  the  olden  dajs  !  We  change, 
but  ye  speak  ever  the  same  language.  Gazing  in  }■  our  abysmal 
depths,  the  feeble  ratioci — " 


There,  now,  are  six  columns*  of  the  best  writing  to  be 
found  in  this  or  any  other  book.  Galgenstein  has  quoted 
Euripides  thrice,  Plato  once,  Lj'cophron  nine  times,  besides 
extracts  from  the  Latin  sj^ntax  and  the  minor  Greek  poets. 
Catherine's  passionate  embreathings  are  of  the  most  fashion- 
able order ;  and  I  call  upon  the  ingenious  critic  of  the  X 

newspaper  to  say  whether  they  do  not  possess  the  real  impress 
of  the  giants  of  the  olden  time  —  the  real  Platonic  smack,  in  a 

*  There  were  six  columns,  as  mentioned  by  the  accurate  Mr.  Solomons  ; 
but  we  have  withdrawn  two  pages  and  three-quarters,  because,  although 
our  correspondent  has  been  excessively  eloquent,  according  to  custom,  we 
were  anxious  to  come  to  the  facts  of  the  story. 

Mr.  Solomons,  by  sending  to  our  office,  may  have  the  cancelled  pas' 
sages.  — O  V 
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word  ?     Not  that  I  want  in  the  least  to  show  off ;  but  it  is  as 

well,  every  now  and  then,  to  show  the  public  what  one  can  do. 

Instead,  however,  of  all  this  rant  and  nonsense,  how  much 

I  finer  is  the  speech  that  the  Count  really  did  make  ?     ' '  It  is  a 

I  very  fine  evening,  —  egad  it  is  !  "     The  ' '  egad  "  did  the  whole 

I  business :  Mrs.  Cat  was  as  much  in  love  with  him  now  as  ever 

I  she  had  been  ;    and,  gathering  up  all  her  energies,  she  said, 

/  "  It  is  dreadful  hot  too,  I  think  ; "  and  with  this  she  made  a 

\   curtsy. 

I         "Stifling,  split  me!"  added  his  Excellency.      "What  do 
I   you  say,  madam,  to  a  rest  in  an  arbor,  and  a  drink  of  some- 
thing cool ? " 

"  Sir !  "  said  the  lady,  drawing  back. 
I  "  Oh,   a   drink  —  a  drink   by  all   means,"  exclaimed  Mr. 

I     BiUings,  who  was  troubled  with  a  perpetual  thirst.     "Come, 

\      mo ,  Mrs.  Jones,  I  mean :  j^ou're  fond  of  a  glass  of  cold 

punch,    j^ou   know ;   and  the  rum  here   is   prime,  I  can   tell 
you." 

The  lady  in  the  mask  consented  with  some  difficulty  to  the 
proposal  of  Mr.  Billings,  and  was  led  by  the  two  gentlemen 
into  an  arbor,  where  she  was  seated  between  them ;  and  some 
wax-candles  being  lighted,  punch  was  brought. 

She  drank  one  or  two  glasses  very  eagerly,  and  so  did  her 
I  two  companions;    although  it  was   evident  to  see,   from  the 
/  flushed  looks  of  both  of  them,  that  they  had  little  need  of  any 
[/  such  stimulus.     The  Count,  in  the  midst  of  his  champagne,  it 
''   must  be  said,  had  been  amazingly  stricken  and  scandalized  by 
the  appearance  of  such  a  youth  as  Billings  in  a  public  place, 
(    with  a  lady  under  his  arm.     He  was,  the  reader  will  therefore 
^  !  understand,  in  the  moral  stage  of  liquor ;  and  when  he  issued 
out,  it  was  not  merely  with  the  intention  of  examining  Mr. 
Billings's  female  companion,  but  of  administering  to  him  some 
sound  correction  for  venturing,  at  his  early  period  of  life,  to 
form  any  such  acquaintances.     On  joining  Billings,  his  Excel- 
lency's first  step  was  naturally  to  examine  the  lady.      After 
they  had  been  sitting  for  a  while  over  their  punch,  he  bethouglit 
him  of  his  original  purpose,  and  began  to  address  a  number  of 
moral  remarks  to  his  son. 

We  have   already  given  some  specimens  of  Monsieur  de 

Galgenstein's  sober  conversation  ;  and  it  is  hardly  necessar}'  to 

( trouble  the  reader  with  any  further  reports  of  his  speeches. 

'  They  were  intolerably  stupid  and  dull ;   as  egotistical  as  his 

;  morning  lecture  had  been,  and  a  hundred  times  more  rambling 

and  prosy.     If  Cat  had  been  in  the  possession  of  her  sober 
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senses,  she  would  have  seen  in  five  minutes  that  her  ancient 
lover  was  a  ninny,  and  have  left  him  with  scorn  ;  but  she  was 
under  the  charm  of  old  recollections,  and  the  sound  of  that  sill)' 
voice  was  to  her  magical.  As  for  Mr.  Billings,  he  allowed  his 
Excellency  to  continue  his  prattle  ;  only  frowning,  yawning, 
cursing  occasionally,  but  drinking  continually. 

80  the  Count  descanted  at  length  upon  the  enormity  of 
young  Billings's  early  liaisons ;  and  then  he  told  his  own,  in 
the  year  four,  with  a  burgomaster's  daughter  at  Ratisbon,  when 
he  was  in  the  Elector  of  Bavaria's  service  —  then,  after  Blen- 
heim, when  he  had  come  over  to  the  Duke  of  Marlborough, 
when  a  physician's  wife  at  Bonn  poisoned  herself  for  him, 
(fee.  &c.  ;  of  a  piece  with  the  story  of  the  canoness,  which  has 
been  recorded  before.  All  the  tales  were  true.  A  clever, 
ugly  man  every  now  and  then  is  successful  with  the  ladies  ;  but 
a  handsome  fool  is  irresistible.    Mrs.  Cat  listened  and  listened. 

I  Good  heavens !  she  had  heard  all  these  tales  before,  and 
recollected  the  place  and  the  time  —  how  she  was  hemming 
a  handkerchief  for  Max ;  who  came  round  and  kissed  her, 
vowing  that  the  ph3'sician's  wife  was  nothing'  compared  to  her 
—  how  he  was  tired,  and  l^'ing  on  the  sofa,  just  come  home 

/  from   shooting.      How  handsome  he  looked  !   Cat  thought  he 

[   was  on]y  the  handsomer  now ;    and   looked   more  gi'ave  and 

I   thoughtful,  the  dear  fellow  ! 

The  garden  was  filled  with  a  vast  deal  of  company  of  all 
kinds,  and  parties  were  passing  every  moment  before  the  arbor 
where  our  trio  sat.  About  half  an  hour  after  his  Excellency 
had  quitted  his  own  box  and  party,  the  Rev.  Mr.  O'Flaherty 
came  discreetly  round,  to  examine  the  proceedings  of  his  diplo- 
matical  chef.  The  lady  in  the  mask  was  listening  with  all  her 
might ;  Mr.  Billings  was  drawing  figures  on  the  table  with 
punch ;  and  the  count  talking  incessantly.  The  Father  Con- 
fessor listened  for  a  moment ;  and  then,  with  something  re- 
semliling  an  oath,  walked  away  to  the  entry  of  the  gardens, 
where  his  Excellency's  gilt  coach,  with  three  footmen,  was 
waiting  to  carry  him  back  to  London.  "  Get  me  a  chair, 
Joseph,"  said  his  Reverence,  who  infinitely  preferred  a  seat 
gratis  in  the  coach.  "That  fool,"  muttered  he,  "will  not 
.move  for  this  hour."  The  reverend  gentleman  knew  that, 
/when  the  Count  was  on  the  subject  of  the  physician's  wife, 

/  his  discourses  were  intolerably  long ;  and  took  upon  himself. 

/  therefore,  to  disappear,  along  with  the  rest  of  the  Count's 
party  ;  who  procured  other  conveyances,  and  returned  to  their 
homes. 
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After  this  quiet  shadow  had  passed  before  the  Count's  box, 
many  groups  of  persons  passed  and  repassed  ;  and  among  them 
was  no  other  than  Mrs.  Polly  Briggs,  to  whom  we  have  been 
already  introduced.  Mrs.  Polly  was  in  compan}'  with  one  or 
two  other  ladies,  and  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  gentleman  with 
large  shoulders  and  calves,  a  fierce  cock  to  his  hat,  and  a 
shabby  genteel  air.  His  name  was  Mr.  Moffat,  and  his  present 
occupation  was  that  of  door-keeper  at  a  gambling-house  in 
Covent  Garden  ;  where,  though  he  saw  many  thousands  pass 
daily  under  his  eyes,  his  own  salary  amounted  to  no  more  than 
four-and-sixpence  weekly,  —  a  sum  quite  insufficient  to  main- 
tain him  in  the  rank  which  he  held. 

Mr.  Moffat  had,  however,  received  some  funds —  amounting, 
indeed,  to  a  matter  of  twelve  guineas  —  within  the  last  month, 
and  was  treating  Mrs.  Briggs  ver^^  generousl}'  to  the  concert. 
It  ma}'  be  as  well  to  saj'  that  ever}-  one  of  the  twelve  guineas 
had  come  out  of  Mrs.  Poll3^'s  own  pocket ;  who,  in  return,  had 
received  them  from  Mr.  Billings.  And  as  the  reader  ma}' 
remember  that,  on  the  day  of  Tommy's  first  interview  with  his 
fether,  he  had  previously  paid  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Briggs,  having 
under  his  arm  a  pair  of  breeches,  which  Mrs.  Briggs  coveted  — 
he  should  now  be  informed  that  she  desired  these  breeches,  not 
for  pincushions,  but  for  Mr.  Moffat,  who  had  long  been  in  want 
of  a  pair. 

Having  thus  episodically  narrated  Mr.  Moffat's  history,  let 
us  state  that  he,  his  lady,  and  their  friends,  passed  before  the 
Count's  arbor,  joining  in  a  melodious  chorus  to  a  song  which 
one  of  the  society,  an  actor  of  Betterton's,  was  singing :  — 

"  'Tis  my  will,  when  I'm  dead,  that  no  tear  shall  be  shed, 
No  '  Hie  jacet '  be  graved  on  my  stone ; 
But  pour  o'er  my  ashes  a  bottle  of  red, 
And  say  a  good  fellow  is  gone. 

My  brave  boys ! 
And  say  a  good  fellow  is  gone." 

"My  brave  boys"  was  given  with  vast  emphasis  by  the 
party ;  Mr.  Moffat"^  growling  it  in  a  rich  bass,  and  Mrs.  Briggs 
in  a  soaring  treble.  As  to  the  notes,  when  quavering  up  to 
the  skies,  they  excited  various  emotions  among  the  people  in 
the  gardens.  "  Silence  them  blackguards  !  "  shouted  a  barber- 
who  was  taking  a  pint  of  small  beer  along  with  his  lady.  "  Stop 
that  there  infernal  screeching ! "  said  a  couple  of  ladies,  who 
were  sipping  ratafia  in  company  with  two  pretty  fellows. 

"Dang  it,  it's  Polly!''  said  Mr.  Tom  Billings,  bolting  out 


CATHERINE:    A   STORY.  383 

of  the  box,  and  rushing  towards  the  sweet-voiced  Mrs.  Briggs. 

,  When  he  reached  her,  which  he  did  quickly,  and  made  his 

f  arrival  known  by  tipping  Mrs.  Briggs  slightly  on  the  waist,  and 

suddenly  bouncing  tlown  before  her  and  her  friend,  both  of  the 

latter  drew  back  somewhat  startled. 

^'Law,  Mr.  Billings  !"  says  Mrs.  Polly,  rather  coolly,  '"is 
it  you?     Who  thought  of  seeing  you  here ?  " 

''Who's  this  here  young  feller?"  says  towering  Mr.  MoflaL 
with  his  bass  voice. 

"  It's  Mr.  Billings,  cousin,  a  friend  of  mine,"  said  Mrs. 
Polly,  beseechingly. 

"  Oh,  cousin,  if  it's  a  friend  of  yours,  he  should  know  better 
how  to  conduct  himself,  that's  all.  Har  you  a  dancing-master, 
young  feller,  that  you  cut  them  there  capers  before  gentlemen  ?  " 
growled  Mr.  Moffat ;  who  hated  Mr.  Billings,  for  the  excellent 
reason  that  he  lived  upon  him. 

"Dancing-master  be  hanged!"  said  Mr.  Billings,  with 
becoming  spirit :  "  if  you  call  me  dancing-master,  I'll  pull  your 
nose." 

"  What !"  roared  Mr.  Moffat,  "pull  my  nose?  My  nose! 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  lad,  if  you  durst  move  me,  I'll  cut  your 
throat,  curse  me  ! " 

"Oh,  Moffy  —  cousin,  I  mean  —  'tis  a  shame  to  treat  the 
poor  boy  so.  Go  aw^aj-,  Tomm}' ;  do  go  away  ;  my  cousin's  in 
liquor,"  whimpered  Madani  Briggs,  who  really  thought  that  the 
great  door-keeper  would  put  his  threat  into  execution. 

"  Tommy  !  "  said  Mr.  Moffat,  frowning  horribly  ;  "  Tommy 

to  me  too  ?     Dog,  get  out  of  my  ssss "  sight  was  the  word 

which  Mr.  Moffat  intended  to  utter ;  but  he  was  interrupted  ; 
for,  to  the  astonishment  of  his  friends  and  himself,  Mr.  Billings 
did  actually  make  a  spring  at  the  monster's  nose,  and  caught  it 
so  firmly,  that  the  latter  could  not  finish  his  sentence. 

The  operation  was  performed  with  amazing  celerit}^ ;  and. 
having  concluded  it,  Mr.  Billings  sprang  back,  and  whisked 
from  out  its  sheath  that  new  silver-hilted  sword  which  his 
mamma  had  given  him.  "  Now,"  said  he,  with  a  fierce  kind 
of  calmness,  "now  for  the  throat-cutting,  cousin:  I'm  your 
man ! " 

How  the  brawl  might  have  ended,  no  one  can  say,  had  the 
two  gentlemen  actually  crossed  swords  ;  but  Mrs.  Polly,  with 
a  wonderful  presence  of  mind,  restored  peace  b}'  exclaiming, 
"  Hush,  hush  !  the  beaks,  the  beaks  !  "  Upon  which,  with  one 
common  instinct,  the  whole  party  made  a  rush  for  the  garden 
gates,  and  disappeared  into  the  fields.     Mrs.  Briggs  knew  her 

13 
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company  :  there  was  something  in  the  very  name  of  a  constable 
which  sent  them  all  a-flying. 

After  running  a  reasonable  time,  Mr.  Billings  stopped.  But 
the  great  Moffat  was  nowhere  to  be  seen,  and  Polly  Briggs  had 
likewise  vanished.  Then  Tom  bethought  him  that  he  would  go 
])ack  to  his  mother ;  but,  arriving  at  the  gate  of  the  gardens, 
was  refused  admittance,  as  he  had  not  a  shilling  in  his  pocket. 
'•  I've  left,"  says  Tommy,  giving  himself  the  airs  of  a  gentle- 
man, "  some  friends  in  the  gardens.  I'm  with  his  Excellency' 
the  Bavarian  henvy." 

"Then  you  had  better  go  away  with  him,"  said  the  gate 
people. 

"  But  I  tell  you  I  left  him  there,  in  the  grand  circle,  with  a 
lad}^ ;  and,  what's  more,  in  the  dark  walk,  I  have  left  a  silver- 
hilted  sword." 

"  Oh,  m}'  lord,  I'll  go  and  tell  him  then,"  cried  one  of  the 
porters,  "if you  will  wait." 

Mr.  Billings  seated  himself  on  a  post  near  the  gate,  and 
there  consented  to  remain  until  the  return  of  his  messenger. 
The  latter  went  straight  to  the  dark  walk,  and  found  the  sword, 
sure  enough.  But,  instead  of  returning  it  to  its  owner,  this 
discourteous  knight  broke  the  trenchant  blade  at  the  hilt ; 
and  flinging  the  steel  away,  pocketed  the  baser  silver  metal, 
and  lurked  off  by  the  private  door  consecrated  to  the  wait- 
ers and  fiddlers. 

In  the  meantime,  Mr.  Billings  waited  and  waited.  And  what 
was  the  conversation  of  his  worthy  parents  inside  the  garden  ? 
I  cannot  say  ;  but  one  of  the  waiters  declared  that  he  had  served 
the  great  foreign  Count  with  two  bowls  of  rack-punch,  and 
some  biscuits,  in  No.  3  :  that  in  the  box  vaih.  him  were  first 
a  young  gentleman,  who  went  away,  and  a  lady,  splendidly 
dressed  and  masked  :  that  when  the  lady  and  his  lordship  were 
alone,  she  edged  away  to  the  further  end  of  the  table,  and  the}' 
had  much  tallv :  that  at  last,  when  his  Grace  had  pressed  her 
very  much,  she  took  off  her  mask  and  said,  "Don't  30U  know 
me  now.  Max?"  that  he  cried  out,  "My  own  Catherine,  thou 
art  more  ])eautil\il  than  ever  ! "  and  wanted  to  kneel  down  and 
vow  eternal  love  to  her ;  but  she  begged  him  not  to  do  so  in  a 
place  where  all  the  world  would  see  :  that  then  his  Highness  paid, 
and  they  left  the  gardens,  the  lady  putting  on  her  mask  again. 

When  they  issued  IVom  the  gardens,  "  Ho  !  Joseph  La  Rose, 
my  coach  !  "  shouted  his  Excellency,  in  rather  a  husky  voice ; 
and  the  men  who  had  been  waiting  came  up  with  the  carriage. 
A  young  gentleman,  who  was  dozing  on  one  of  the  posts  at  tlie 
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cntrj,  woke  up  suddenly  at  the  blaze  of  the  torches  and  the 
noise  of  the  footmen.  The  Count  gave  his  arm  to  the  lady  in 
the  mask,  who  slipped  in  ;  and  he  was  whispering  La  Rose, 
when  the  lad  who  had  been  sleeping  hit  his  Excellency  on  the 
shoulder,  and  said,  "  I  sa}',  Count,  you  can  give  me  a  cast  home 
too,"  and  jumped  into  the  coach. 

When  Catherine  saw  her  son,  she  threw  herself  into  his 
arms,  and  kissed  him  with  a  burst  of  hysterical  tears  ;  of  which 
Mr.  Billings  was  at  a  loss  to  understand  the  meaning.  The 
Count  joined  them,  looking  not  a  little  disconcerted  ;  and  the 
pair  were  landed  at  their  own  door,  where  stood  Mr.  Hayes, 
in  his  nightcap,  ready  to  receive  them,  and  astounded  at  the 
splendor  of  the  equipage  in  which  his  wife  returned  to  him. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

OF  SOME   DOMESTIC   QUARRELS,  AND   THE   CONSEQUENCE  THEREOF. 

An  ingenious  magazine-writer,  who  lived  in  the  time  of  Mr. 
Brock  and  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  compared  the  latter  gen- 
tleman's conduct  in  battle,  when  he 

"  In  peaceful  thought  the  field  of  death  surveyed, 
To  fainting  sqiiadrons  lent  the  timely  aid ; 
Inspired  repulsed  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  rage  "  — 

Mr.  Joseph  Addison,  I  say,  compared  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
to  an  angel,  who  is  sent  by  Divine  command  to  chastise  a  guilty 
people  — 

"  And  pleased  his  Master's  orders  to  perform. 
Rides  on  the  whirlwind,  and  directs  the  storm." 

The  four  first  of  these  novel  lines  touch  off  the  Duke's  disposi- 
tion and  genius  to  a  tittle.  He  had  a  love  for  such  scenes  of 
strife  :  in  the  midst  of  them  his  spirit  rose  calm  and  supreme, 
soaring  (like  an  angel  or  not,  but  anyway-  the  compliment  is 
a  veryprettj'  one)  on  the  battle-clouds  majestic,  and  causing  to 
«bb  or  to  flow  the  might}-  tide  of  war. 

But  as  this  famous  simile  might  apply  with  equal  propriety' 
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to  a  bad  angel  as  to  a  good  one,  it  may  in  like  manner  be  em- 
ployed to  illustrate  small  quarrels  as  well  as  great  —  a  little 
family  squabble,  in  which  two  or  three  people  are  engaged,  ae 
well  as  a  vast  national  dispute,  argued  on  each  side  by  the  roar- 
ing throats  of  five  hundred  angry  cannon.  The  poet  means,  in 
fact,  that  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  had  an  immense  genius  for 
mischief. 

Our  friend  Brock,  or  Wood  (whose  actions  we  love  to  illus- 
trate by  the  very  handsomest  similes),  possessed  this  genius  in 
common  with  his  Grace  ;  and  was  never  so  happy,  or  seen  to  so 
much  advantage,  as  when  he  was  employed  in  setting  people 
by  the  ears.  His  spirits,  usually  dull,  then  rose  into  the  utmost 
gayety  and  good-humor.  When  the  doubtful  battle  flagged, 
he"  by  his  art  would  instantly  restore  it.  When,  for  instance, 
Tom's  repulsed  battalions  of  rhetoric  fled  from  his  mamma's 
fire,  a  few  words  of  apt  sneer  or  encouragement  on  Wood's  part 
would  Ining  the  fight  round  again  ;  or  when  Mr.  Hayes's  faint- 
ing squadrons  of  abuse  broke  upon  the  stubborn  squares  of 
Tom's  bristling  obstinacy,  it  was  Wood's  delight  to  rally  the 
.former,  and  In-ing  him  once  more  to  the  charge.  A  great 
/  share  had  this  man  in  making  those  bad  people  worse.  Many 
/  fierce  words  and  bad  passions,  many  falsehoods  and  knaveries 
I  on  Tom's  part,  much  bitterness,  scorn,  and  jealousy  on  the  part 
of  Hayes  and  Catherine,  might  be  attributed  to  this  hoary  old 
tempter,  whose  joy  and  occupation  it  was  to  raise  and  direct 
the  domestic  storms  and  whirlwinds  of  the  family  of  which  he 
was  a  member.  And  do  not  let  us  be  accused  of  an  undue 
propensity  to  use  sounding  words,  because  we  compare  three 
scoundrefs  in  the  Tyburn  Road  to  so  many  armies,  and  Mr. 
Wood  to  a  mighty  field-marshal.  My  dear  sir,  when  you  have 
well  studied  the  world  —how  supremely  great  the  meanest  thing 
in  this  world  is,  and  how  infinitely  mean  the  greatest  —  I  am 
mistaken  if  you  do  not  make  a  strange  and  proper  jumble  of  the 
sul)lime  and  the  ridiculous,  the  lofty  and  the  low.  I  have  looked 
at  the  world,  for  my  part,  and  come  to  the  conclusion  that  I  know 
not  which  is  which. 

Well,  then,  on  the  night  when  Mrs.  Hayes,  as  recorded  by 
us,  had  been  to  the  Marylebone  Gardens,  Mr.  Wood  had  found 
the  sincerest  enjoyment  in  plying  her  husband  with  drink ;  so 
that,  when  Catherine  arrived  at  home,  Mr.  Hayes  came  forward 
to  meet  her  in  a  manner  which  shoAved  that  he  was  not  only 
surly  but  drunk.  Tom  stepped  out  of  the  coach  first ;  and 
Hayes  asked  him,  with  an  oath,  where  he  had  been?  The  oath 
Mr.  Billings  sternly  flung  back  again  (with  another  in  its  com- 
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pany) ,  and  at  the  same  time  refused  to  give  his  step-father  any 
sort  of  answer  to  his  query. 

"  The  old  man  is  drunk,  mother,"  said  he  to  Mrs.  Hayes,  as 

he  handed  that  lady  out  of  the  coach  (before  leaving  which  she 

/had  to  withdraw  her  hand  rather  violently  from  the  grasp  of  the 

-•  Count,  who  was  inside).     Hayes  instantly  showed  the  correct- 

'  ness  of  his  surmise  by  slamming  the  door  courageously  in  Tom's 

'  face,  when  he  attempted  to  enter  the  house  with  his  mother. 

And  when  Mrs.  Catherine  remonstrated,  according  to  her  wont, 

in  a  very  angry  and  supercilious  tone,  Mr.  Hayes  replied  with 

equal  haughtiness,  and  a  regular  quarrel  ensued. 

People  were  accustomed  in  those  days  to  use  much  more 
simple  and  expressive  terms  of  language  than  are  now  thought 
poUte  ;  and  it  would  be  dangerous  to  give,  in  this  present  year 
1840,  the  exact  words  of  reproach  which  passed  between  Hayes 
and  his  wife  in  1726.  Mr.  Wood  sat  near,  laughing  his  sides 
out.  Mr.  Hayes  swore  that  his  wife  should  not  go  abroad  to 
tea-gardens  in  search  of  vile  Popish  noblemen  ;  to  which  Mrs. 
Hayes  replied  that  Mr.  Hayes  was  a  pitiful,  lying,  sneaking 
cur,  and  that  she  would  go  where  she  pleased.  Mr.  Hayes 
rejoined,  that  if  she  said  much  more,  he  would  take  a  stick  to 
her.  Mr.  Wood  whispered,  "And  serve  her  right."  Mrs. 
Hayes  thereupon  swore  she  had  stood  his  cowardly  blows  once 
or  twice  before,  but  that  if  ever  he  did  so  again,  as  sure  as  she 
was  born,  she  would  stab  him.  Mr.  Wood  said,  "Curse  me, 
but  I  like  her  spirit." 

Mr.  Hayes  took  another  line  of  argument,  and  said,  "The 
neighbors  would  talk,  madam." 

"  Ay,  that  they  will,  no  doubt,"  said  Mr.  Wood. 

"  Then  let  them,"  said  Catherine.  "  What  do  we  care  about 
the  neighbors?  Didn't  the  neighbors  talk  when  you  sent 
Widow  Wilkins  to  gaol  ?  Didn't  the  neighbors  talk  when  you 
levied  on  poor  old  Thomson?  You  didn't  mind  fhen^  Mr. 
Hayes." 

"Business,  ma'am,  is  business;  and  if  I  did  distrain  on 
Thomson,  and  lock  up  Wilkins,  I  think  you  knew  about  it  as 
much  as  I." 

"  I'  faith,  I  believe  you're  a  pair,"  said  Mr.  Wood. 

"  Pray,  sir,  keep  your  tongue  to  yourself.  Your  opinion 
isn't  asked  anyhow  —  no,  nor  your  company  wanted  neither," 
cried  Mrs.  Catherine,  with  proper  spirit. 

At  which  remark  Mr.  Wood  onl3-  whistled. 

"  I  have  asked  this  here  gentleman  to  pass  this  evening 
along  with  me.     We're  been  drinking  together,  ma'am.  " 
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"That  we  have,"  said  Mr.  Wood,  looking  at  Mrs.  Cat  with 
the  most  perfect  good-humor. 

"  I  say,  ma'am,  that  we've  been  a-drinking  together ;  and 
when  we've  been  a-drinking  together,  I  say  that  a  man  is  my 
friend.  Dr.  Wood  is  ray  friend,  madam  —  the  Rev.  Dr.  Wood. 
We've  passed  the  evening  in  company,  talking  about  politics, 
madam  —  politics  and  riddle-iddle-igion.  We've  not  been 
flaunting  in  tea-gardens,  and  ogling  the  men." 

"  It's  a  lie  !  "  shrieked  Mrs.  Hayes.  "  I  went  with  Tom  — 
you  know  I  did :  the  boy  wouldn't  let  me  rest  till  I  promised 
to  go." 

''  Hang  him,  I  hate  him,"  said  Mr.  Hayes :  "  he's  always  in 
my  way." 

"  He's  the  onl}^  friend  I  have  in  the  world,  and  the  only 
being  I  care  a  pin  for,"  said  Catherine. 

"  He's  an  impudent,  idle,  good-for-nothing  scoundrel,  and  I 
hope  to  see  him  hanged!"  shouted  Mr.  Haj-es.  "And  pray, 
madam,  whose  can'iage  was  that  as  3'ou  came  home  in?  I 
warrant  you  paid  something  for  the  ride  —  Ha,  ha  !  " 

"Another   lie!"    screamed    Cat,    and  clutched   hold   of  a 

supper-knife.     "  Say  it  again,  John  Haj^es,  and  by ,  I'll 

do  for  3'ou." 

"Do  for  me?  Hang  me,"  said  Mr.  Hayes,  flourishing  a 
stick,  and  perfectl}^  pot-valiant,  "  do  you  think  I  care  for 
a  bastard  and  a ?  " 

He  did  not  finish  the  sentence,  for  the  woman  ran  at  him 
like  a  savage,  knife  in  hand.  He  bounded  back,  flinging  his 
i  arras  about  wildly,  and  struck  her  with  his  staff  sharply  across 
the  forehead.  The  woman  went  down  instantly.  A  lucky 
:  blow  was  it  for  Hayes  and  her :  it  saved  him  from  death,  per- 
haps, and  her  from  raurder. 

All  this  scene  —  a  very  important  one  of  our  draraa  —  might 
have  been  described  at  much  greater  length ;  but,  in  truth,  the 
author  has  a  natural  horroi-  of  dwelling  too  long  upon  sucli 
hideous  spectacles  :  nor  would  the  reader  be  much  editied  by  a 
full  and  accurate  knowledge  of  what  took  place.  Tlie  quarrel, 
however,  though  not  more  violent  than  many  that  had  pre- 
viously taken  place  between  Hayes  and  his  wife,  was  about  to 
cause  vast  changes  in  the  condition  of  this  unhapi)y  pair. 

Hayes  was  at  the  first  moment  of  his  victory  very  much 
alarmed  ;  he  feared  that  he  had  killed  the  woman  ;  and  Wood 
started  up  rather  anxiously  too,  with  the  same  fancy.  But  she 
soon  began  to  recover.  Water  was  brought ;  her  head  was 
raised  and  bound  up  ;  and  in  a  short  time  Mrs.  Catherine  gave 
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vent  to  a  copious  fit  of  tears,  which  relieved  her  somewhat. 
These  did  not  affect  Hayes  mucli  —  they  rather  pleased  him, 
for  he  saw  he  had  got  the  better ;  and  although  Cat  fiercely 
turned  upon  him  when  he  made  some  small  attempt  towards 
reconciliation,   he   did  not  heed   her  anger,  but   smiled   and 
winked   in  a   self-satisfied  way   at  Wood.     The  coward  was 
quite  proud  of  his  victory ;  and  finding  Catherine  asleep,  or 
apparently  so,  when  he  followed  her  to  bed,  speedil}'  gave  him- 
self up  to  slumber  too,  and  had  some  pleasant  dreams  to  his 
portion. 
I        Mr.  Wood  also  went  sniggering  and  happy  up  stairs  to  his 
/   chamber.     The  quarrel  had  iDeen  a  real  treat  to  him  ;  it  excited 
'    the  old  man  —  tickled  him  into  good-humor ;  and  he  promised 
himself  a  rare  continuation  of  the  fun  when  Tom  should  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  circumstances  of  the  dispute.     As 
for  his  Excellenc}'  the  Count,  the  ride  from  Mar^'lebone  Gar- 
dens, and  a  tender  squeeze  of  the  hand  which  Catherine  per- 
/  mitted  to  him  on  parting,  had  so  inflamed  the  passions  of  the 
'    nobleman,  that  after  sleeping  for  nine  hours,  and  taking  his 
chocolate  as  usual  the  next  morning,  he  actually  delayed  to 
read  the  newspaper,  and  kept  waiting  a  toy-shop  lady  from 
Cornhill  (with  the  sweetest  bargain  of  mechlin  lace),  in  order 
to  discourse  to  his  chaplain  on  the  charms  of  Mrs.  Hayes. 
j        She,  poor  thing,  never  closed  her  lids,   except  when  she 
/  would  have  had  Mr.  Hayes  imagine  that  she  slumbered ;  but 
'    lay  beside  him,  tossing  and  tumbling,  with  hot  eyes  wide  open, 
and  heart  thumping,  and  pulse  of  a  hundred  and  ten,  and  heard 
the  heavy  hours  tolling ;  and  at  last  the  day  came  peering, 
haggard,   through   the   window-curtains,   and   found   her   still 
wakeful  and  wretched. 

Mrs.  Hayes  had  never  been,  as  we  have  seen,  especially 
/  fond  of  her  lord  ;  but  now,  as  the  day  made  visible  to  her  the 
sleeping  figure  and  countenance  of  that  gentleman,  she  looked 
at  him  with  a  contempt  and  loathing  such  as  she  had  never  felt 
even  in  all  the  years  of  her  wedded  life.  Mr.  Hayes  was  snor- 
ing profoundly :  by  his  bedside,  on  his  ledger,  stood  a  large 
greasy  tin  candlestick,  containing  a  lank  tallow-candle,  turned 
down  in  the  shaft ;  and  in  the  lower  part,  his  ke3-s,  purse,  and 
tobacco-pipe :  his  feet  were  huddled  up  in  his  greasy,  thread- 
bare clothes  ;  his  head  and  half  his  sallow  face  muffled  up  in  a 
red  woollen  nightcap  ;  his  beard  was  of  several  days'  gi'owth  ; 
his  mouth  was  wide  open,  and  he  was  snoring  profoundlj' :  on 
a  more  despicable  little  creature  the  sun  never  shone.  And 
to  this  sordid  wretch  was  Catherine  united  for  ever.     What  a 
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pretty  rascal  history  might  be  read  in  yonder  greasy  day-book, 
which  never  left  the  miser !  —  he  never  read  in  any  other.     Of 
what  a  treasure  were  yonder  ke3's  and  purse  the  keepers  !  not 
a  shilling  thej'  guarded  but  was  picked  from  the  pocket  of  neces- 
sity, plundered  from  needy  wantonness,  or  pitilessly  squeezed 
\  from  starvation.     "  A  fool,  a  miser,  and  a  coward  !     Why  was 
1 1  bound  to  this  wretch? "  thought  Catherine  ;  "  I,  who  am  high- 
-spirited and  beautiful  (did  not  he  tell  me  so?)  ;  I  who,  born  a 
beggar,   have  raised  myself  to  competence,  and   might  have 
mounted  —  who  knows  whither?  —  if  cursed  fortune  had  not 
balked  me !  " 

As  Mrs.  Cat  did  not  utter  these  sentiments,  but  onl}^  thought 
them,  we  have  a  right  to  clothe  her  thoughts  in  the  genteelest 
possible  language  ;  and,  to  the  best  of  our  power,  have  done  so. 
If  the  reader  examines  Mrs.  Hayes's  train  of  reasoning,  he  will 
not,  we  should  think,  fail  to  perceive  how  ingeniously  she  man- 
;  aged  to  fix  all  the  wrong  upon  her  husband,  and  yet  to  twist 
'  out  some  consolatory  arguments  for  her  own  vanity.  This 
perverse  argumentation  we  have  all  of  us,  no  doubt,  employed 
in  our  time.  How  often  have  we,  —  we  poets,  politicians, 
philosophers,  family-men, — found  charming  excuses  for  our 
own  rascalities  in  the  monstrous  wickedness  of  the  world  about 
us  ;  how  loudl}^  have  we  abused  the  times  and  our  neighbors  ! 
All  this  devil's  logic  did  Mrs.  Catherine,  lying  wakeful  in 
her  bed  on  the  night  of  the  Marylebone  fete,  exert  in  gloomy 
triumph. 

It  must,  however,  be  confessed,  that  nothing  could  be  more 
just  than  Mrs.  Haj^es's  sense  of  her  husband's  scoundrelism  and 
meanness  ;  for  if  we  have  not  proved  these  in  the  course  of  this 
histor}',  we  have  proved  nothing.     Mrs.  Cat  had  a  shrewd,  ob- 
ser\'ing  mind  ;  and  if  she  wanted  for  proofs  against  Ha_yes,  she 
had  but  to  look  before  and  about  her  to  find  them.     This  amia- 
ble pair  were  lying  in  a  large  walnut-bed,  with  faded  silk  fur- 
niture, which  had  been  taken  from  under  a  respectable  old 
invalid  widow,  who  had  become  security  for  a  prodigal  son  ; 
the  room  was  hung  round  with  an  antique  tapestry  (representing 
Rebecca  at  the  Well,  Bathsheba  Bathing,   Judith  and  Holo- 
fernes,  and  other  subjects  from  Holy  Writ),  which  had  been 
many  score  times  sold  for  fifty  pounds,  and  bought  back  by 
'  Mr.  Hayes  for  two,  in  those  accommodating  bargains  which  he 
,  made   with   young   gentlemen,  who    received   fifty  pounds  of 
I  money  and  fift}'  of  tapestrj'  in  consideration  of  their  hundred- 
'    pound  bills.     Against  this  tapestry,  and  just  cutting  off  Holo- 
fernes's  head,   stood  an  enormous  ominous   black  clock,  the 
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spoil  of  some  other  usurious  transaction.  Some  chairs,  and 
a  dismal  old  black  cabinet,  completed  the  furniture  of  this 
apartment :  it  wanted  but  a  ghost  to  render  its  gloom  com- 
plete. 

Mrs.   Hayes  sat  up  in  the  bed  sternl^^  regarding  her  hus- 
band.    There  is,  be  sure,  a  strong  magnetic  influence  in  wake- 
ful eyes  so  examining  a  sleeping  person  (do  not  you,  as  a  boy, 
remember  waking  of  bright  summer  mornings  and  finding  youi 
mother  looking  over  you  ?  had  not  the  gaze  of  her  tender  eyes 
stolen  into  your  senses  long  before  you  woke,  and  cast  over 
your  slumbering  spirit  a  sweet  spell  of  peace,  and  love,  and 
fresh-springing  jo}'?)     Some   such    influence  had  Catherine's 
looks  upon  her  husband  :  for,  as  he  slept  under  them,  the  man 
began  to  writhe  about  uneasily,  and  to  burrow  his  head  in  the 
pillow,  and  to  utter  quick,  strange   moans  and  cries,  such  as 
have  often  jarred  one's  ear  while  watching  at  the  bed  of  the 
'  feverish  sleeper.     It  was  just  upon  six,  and  presenth'  the  clock 
.began  to  utter  those  dismal  grinding  sounds,  which  issue  from 
'  clocks  at  such  periods,   and  which   sound  like  the  death-rattle 
f  of  the  departing  hour.      Then  the  bell  struck  the  knell  of  it ; 
and  with  this  Mr.   Haj'es    awoke,  and  looked   up,  and   saw 
Catherine  gazing  at  him. 
/      Their  eyes  met  for  an  instant,  and  Catherine  turned  away, 
/  burning  red,  and  looking  as  if  she  had  been  caught  in  the  com- 
'  mission  of  a  crime. 

A  kind  of  blank  terror  seized  upon  old  Hayes's  soul :  a  hor- 
rible ic}^  fear,  and  presentiment  of  coming  evil ;  and  3'et  the 
woman  had  but  looked  at  him.  He  thought  rapidh'  over  the 
occurrences  of  the  last  night,  the  quan-el,  and  the  end  of  it. 
He  had  often  struck  her  before  when  angry,  and  heaped  all 
kinds  of  bitter  words  upon  her ;  but,  in  the  morning,  she 
l)ore  no  malice,  and  the  previous  quarrel  was  forgotten,  or,  at 
least,  passed  over.  A\Ti3'  should  the  last  night's  dispute  not 
have  the  same  end?  Hayes  calculated  all  this,  and  tried  to 
smile. 

"  I  hope  we're  friends,  Cat?"  said  he.     "  You  know  I  was 
in  liquor  last  night,  and  sadly  put  out  by  the  loss  of  that  fifty 
pound.     They'll  ruin  me,  dear  —  I  know  they  wilL" 
Mrs.  Haj-es  did  not  answer, 

"I  should  like  to  see  the  countr}^  again,  dear,"  said  he,  in 
his  most  wheedling  way.  "  I've  a  mind,  do  30U  know,  to  call 
in  all  our  money?  It's  you  who've  made  every  farthing  of  it, 
that's  sure  ;  and  it's  a  matter  of  two  thousand  pound  b^-  this 
time.      Suppose  we  go   mto  Warwickshire,  Cat,  and   buy  a 
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/  farm,  and  live  genteeL  Shouldn't  you  like  to  live  a  lady  In 
your  own  county  again?  How  they'd  stare  at  Birmingham! 
hey,  Cat?" 

And  with   this  Mr.  Hayes  made  a  motion,  as  if  he  would 
/  seize  his  wife's  hand,  but  she  flung  his  back  again, 
■        "Coward!"  said  she,  "  3'ou  want  liquor  to  give  you  cour- 
age, and  then  3'ou've  only  heart  enough  to  strike  women." 

"  It  was  only  in   self-defence,  my  dear,"  said   Haj-es,  whose 

i courage  was  all  gone.      "  You  tried,  you  know,  to  —  to  —  " 

I  I      "To  stab  3'Ou;  and  I  wish  I  had!"  said  Mrs.  Hayes,  set- 

/  I  ting  her  teeth,  and  glaring  at  him  like  a  demon  ;  and  so  say- 

f      ing  she  sprung  out  of  bed.     There  was  a  great  stain  of  blood 

on  her  pillow.     "Look  at   it,"  said  she.     "That  blood's  of 

your  shedding ! "  and  at  this  Hayes  fairly  began  to  weep,  so 

utterly   downcast    and    frightened    was   the    miserable    man. 

)The  wretch's  tears  only  inspired   his  wife  with  a  still  greater 

I  rage  and  loathing ;  she  cared   not  so  much  for  the  blow,  but 

I  she  hated  the  man :  the  man  to  whom  she  was  tied  for  ever  — 

'  for  ever!     The  bar  between  her  and   wealth,  happiness,  love, 

rank  perhaps.     "If  I  were  free,"    thought  Mrs.   Hayes   (the 

thought  had  been  sitting  at  her  pillow  all  night,  and  whisper- 

mg  ceaselessly  into  her  ear)  — "  If  I  were   free,  Max  would 

marry  me  ;  I  know  he  would  ;  —  he  said  so  3'esterday  !  " 

As  if  by  a  kind  of  intuition,  old  Wood  seemed  to  read  all 

this  woman's  thoughts ;    for  he  said   that  day  with  a  sneer, 

\  that  he  would  wager  she  was  thinking    how   much  better  it 

I  would  be  to  be  a  Count's  lad\'than  a  poor  miser's  wife.     "  And 

I  faith,"  said  he,  "  a  Count  and  a  chariot-and-six  is  better  than 

!  an  old  skinflint  with  a  cudgel."     And  then  he  asked  her  if  her 

head  was  better,  and  supposed  that  she  was  used  to  beating ; 

and  cut  sundry  other  jokes,   which   made   the   poor  wretch's 

wounds  of  mind  and  bodj^  feel  a  thousand  times  sorer. 

Tom,    too,    was    made    acquainted   with   the    dispute,    and 

(swore  his  accustomed  vengeance  against  his  step-father.  Such 
feelings.  Wood,  with  a  dexterous  malice,  would  never  let  rest ; 
1  it  was  his  joy,  at  first  quite  a  disinterested  one,  to  goad  Cath- 
erine and  to  frighten  Hayes  s  though,  in  truth,  that  unfortunate 
creature  had  no  occasion  for  incitements  from  without  to  keep 
up  the  dreadful  state  of  terror  and  depression  into  which  he 
had  fallen. 

For,  from  the  morning  after  the  quarrel,  the  horrible  words 
and  looks  of  Catherine  never  left  Ilavos's  memory ;  but  a  cold 
fear  followed  him —  a  dreadful  prescience.     He  strovoto  over- 
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oome  this  fate  as  a  coward  would  —  to  kneel  to  it  for  compassion 
—  to  coax  and  wheedle  it  into  forgiveness,  lie  was  slavishly 
gentle  to  Catherine,  and  bore  her  tierce  taunts  with  mean  res- 
ignation. He  trembled  before  young  Billings,  w^ho  was  now 
established  in  the  house  (his  mother  said,  to  protect  her  against 
the  violence  of  her  husband),  and  suffered  his  brutal  language 
and  conduct  without  venturing  to  resist. 

The  young  man  and  his  mother  lorded  over  the  house ; 
Hayes  hardly-  dared  to  speak  in  their  presence  ;  seldom  sat  with 
the  famiJ}'  except  at  meals  ;  but  slipped  away  to  his  chamber 
(he  slept  apart  now  from  his  wife)  or  passed  the  evening  at  the 
public- house,  where  he  was  constrained  to  drink  —  to  spend 
some  of  his  beloved  sixpences  for  drink  ! 

And,  of  course,  the  neighbors  began  to  say,  "John  Hayes 
neglects  his  wife."  "  He  tyrannizes  over  her,  and  beats  her." 
*  •  Always  at  the  public-house,  leaving  an  honest  woman  alone 
at  home  ! " 

The  unfortunate  wretch  did  not  hate  his  wife.  He  was  used 
to  her  —  fond  of  her  as  much  as  he  could  be  fond  - —  sighed  to 
be  friends  with  her  again — repeatedl}^  would  creep,  whimper- 
ing, to  Wood's  room,  when  the  latter  was  alone,  and  beg  him 
to  bring  about  a  reconciliation.  The}'  were  reconciled,  as  much 
as  ever  thej-  could  be.  The  woman  looked  at  him,  thonght 
what  she  might  be  but  for  him,  and  scorned  and  loathed  him 
with  a  feeling  that  almost  amounted  to  insanity.  What  nights 
she  lay  awake,  weeping  and  cursing  herself  and  him  !  His 
humility  and  beseeching  looks  only  made  him  more  despicable 
and  hateful  to  her. 

j  If  Hayes  did  not  hate  the  mother,  however,  he  hated  the 
boy  —  hated  and  feared  him  dreadfully.  He  would  have  poi- 
soned him  if  he  had  had  tin;  courage ;  but  he  dared  not :  he 
dared  not  even  look  at  him  as  he  sat  there,  the  master  of  the 
house,  in  insolent  triumph.  O  God  !  how  the  lad's  brutal 
laughter  rung  in  Hayes's  ears  ;  and  how  the  stare  of  his  fierce, 
])old  black  eyes  pursued  him !  Of  a  truth,  if  Mr.  Wood  loved 
mischief,  as  he  did,  honestly  and  purely  for  mischief's  sake,  he 
had  enough  here.  There  was  mean  malice,  and  fierce  scorn, 
and  black  revenge,  and  sinful  desire,  boiling  up  in  the  hearts 
of  these  wretched  people,  enough  to  content  Mr.  Wood's  great 
master  himself. 

Hayes's  business,  as  we  have  said,  was  nominally  that  of  a 
carpenter ;  but  since,  for  the  last  few  years,  he  had  added  to  it 
that  of  a  lender  of  money,  the  carpenter's  trade  had  been  neg- 
lected altogether  for  one  so  much  more  profitable.     Mrs.  Hayes 
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'  had  exerted  herself,  with  imuh  beiietit  to  her  husband,  in  his 

I  usurious  business.     She  was  a  resolute,  clear-sighted,  keen  wo- 

I  man,  that  did  not  love  mone}',  but  loved  to  be  rich  and  push 

(  her  way  in  the  world.     She  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 

trade  now,  however,  and  told  her  husband  to  manage  it  himself. 

She  felt  that  she  was  separated  from  him  for  ever,  and  could  no 

more  be  brought  to  consider  her  interests  as  connected  with 

his  own. 

The  man  was  well  fitted  for  the  creeping  and  nigghng  of  his 
dastardl}'  trade  ;  and  gathered  his  moneys,  and  ))usied  himself 
with  his  lawyer,  and  acted  as  his  own  book-keeper  and  clerk, 
not  without  satisfaction.  His  wife's  speculations,  when  they 
worked  in  concert,  used  often  to  frighten  him.  He  never  sent 
out  his  capital  without  a  pang,  and  only  because  he  dared  noL 
question  her  superior  judgment  and  will.  He  began  now  to 
lend  no  more :  he  could  not  let  the  mone}^  out  of  his  sight. 
His  sole  pleasure  was  to  creep  up  into  his  room,  and  count  and 
recount  it.  When  Billings  came  into  the  house,  Hayes  had 
taken  a  room  next  to  that  of  Wood.  It  was  a  protection  to 
him ;  for  Wood  would  often  rebuke  the  lad  for  using  Hayes 
ill :  and  both  Catherine  and  Tom  treated  the  old  man  with 
deference. 

At  last  —  it  was  after  he  had  collected  a  good  deal  of  his 
money  —  Hayes  began  to  reason  with  himself,  ' '  Why  should 
I  stay  ?  —  stay  to  be  insulted  by  that  boy,  or  murdered  by  him  ? 
He  is  ready  for  any  ci'ime."  lie  determined  to  fly.  He  would 
send  Catherine  money  every  year.  No  —  she  had  the  furniture  ; 
let  her  let  lodgings  —  that  would  support  her.  He  would  go, 
and  live  awa}',  abroad  in  some  cheap  place  —  away  from  that 
bo}^  and  his  horrible  threats.  The  idea  of  freedom  was  agree- 
able to  the  poor  wretch  ;  and  he  began  to  wind  up  his  aflTairs  as 
quick!}'  as  he  could. 

Ha^'es  would  now  allow  no  one  to  make  his  bed  or  enter 
j  his  room  ;  and  Wood  could  hear  him  through  the  panels  fidget- 
!  iiig  perpetually  to  and  fro,  opening  and  shutting  of  chests, 
[  and  chnking  of  coin.  At  the  least  sound  he  would  start  up, 
I  and  would  go  to  Billings's  door  and  listen.  Wood  used  to  hear 
him  creei)ing  through  the  passages,  and  returning  stealthily  to 
his  own  chamber. 

One  day  the  woman  and  her  son  had  been  angrily  taunting 

him  in  the  presence  of  a  neighbor.     The  neighbor  retired  soon  ; 

and  Hayes,  who  had  gone  with  him  to  the  door,  heard,  on 

I  returning,  the  voice  of  Wood  in  the  parlor.      The  old   man 

1  iaughed  in  his  usual  saturnine  way,  and  said,  "  Have  a  oare. 
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/Mrs.  Cat ;  for  if  Hayes  were  to  die  suddenly,  by  the  laws,  the 
/neighbors  would  accuse  thee  of  his  death." 

Hayes  started  as  if  he  had  been  shot.  "He  too  is  in  the 
/plot,"  thought  he.  "  They  are  all  leagued  against  me:  they 
I  to 'II  kill  me:  they  are  onl}'  biding  their  time."  Fear  seized 
him,  and  he  thought  of  flying  that  instant  and  leaving  all ;  and 
he  stole  into  his  room  and  gathered  his  monej-  together.  But 
only  a  half  of  it  was  there  ;  in  a  few  weeks  all  would  have  come 
in.  He  had  not  the  heart  to  go.  But  that  night  Wood  heard 
Hayes  pause  at  his  door,  before  he  went  to  listen  at  Mrs. 
Catherine's.  "What  is  the  man  thinking  of  ?"  said  Wood, 
"  He  is  gathering  his  mone}-  together.  Has  he  a  hoard  yonder 
unknown  to  us  all  ?  " 

Wood  thought  he  would  watch  him.  There  was  a  closet 
between  the  two  rooms :  Wood  bored  a  hole  in  the  panel,  and 
peeped  through.  Hayes  had  a  brace  of  pistols,  and  four  or 
five  little  bags  before  him  on  the  table.  One  of  these  he  opened, 
and  placed,  one  by  one,  five-and-twent}' guineas  into  it.  Such 
a  sum  had  been  due  that  day  —  Catherine  spoke  of  it  only  in 
the  morning ;  for  the  debtor's  name  had  by  chance  been  men- 
tioned in  the  conversation.  Hayes  commonly'  kept  but  a  few 
guineas  in  the  house.  For  what  was  he  amassing  all  these? 
The  next  day,  Wood  asked  for  change  for  a  twent3-pound  bill. 
Hayes  said  he  had  but  three  guineas.  And  when  asked  b}' 
Catherine  where  the  money  was  that  was  paid  the  day  before, 
said  that  it  was  at  the  banker's.  "  The  man  is  going  to  fly," 
said  Wood  ;  "  that  is  sure  :  if  he  does,  I  know  him —  he  will 
leave  his  wife  without  a  shilling." 

He  watched  him  for  several  days  regularly :  two  or  thi'ee 

I  more  bags  were  added  to  the    former    number.      ' '  They  are 
pretty  things,  guineas,"  thought  Wood,  "  and  tell  no  tales,  like 
bank-bills."     And  he  thought  over  the  days  when  he  and  Mac- 
,  shane  used  to  ride  abroad  in  search  of  them. 

I  don't  know  what  thoughts  entered  into  Mr.  Wood's  brain  ; 
but  the  next  day,  after  seeing  3'oung  Billings,  to  whom  he 
actually  made  a  present  of  a  guinea,  that  young  man,  in  con- 
fversing  with  his  mother,  said,  "  Do  you  know,  mother,  that  if 
you  were  free,  and  married  the  Count,  I  should  be  a  lord? 
It's  the  German  law,  Mr.  Wood  saj's ;  and  j'ou  know  he  was 
Jin  them  countries  with  Marlborough." 

I      **  Ay,  that  he  would,"  said  Mr.  Wood,  "  in  Germany ;  but 
/  Germany  isn't   England ;    and   it's   no   use    talking  of   such 
\  things." 
I       "  Hush,  child,"  said  Mrs,  Hayes,  quite  eagerly:  "  how  Cftii 
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1  marry  the  Count?    Besides,  a'n't  I  married,  and  isn't  be  too 

great  a  lord  for  ine  ?  " 

' '  Too  great  a  lord  ?  —  not  a  whit,  mother.  If  it  wasn't  for 
Hayes,  I  might  be  a  lord  now.  He  gave  me  five  guineas  only 
last  week  ;  but  curse  the  skinflint  who  never  will  part  with  a 
shilling." 

/"  It's  not  so  bad  as  his  striking  your  mother,  Tom.  I  had 
my  stick  up,  and  was  ready  to  fell  him  t'other  night,"  added 
Mr.  Wood.  And  herewith  he  smiled,  and  looked  steadily  in 
Mrs.  Catherine's  face.  She  dared  not  look  again  ;  but  she  felt 
that  the  old  man  knew  a  secret  that  she  had  been  trying  to  hide 
from  herself.  Fool !  he  knew  it ;  and  Hayes  knew  it  dimly  : 
and  never,  never,  since  that  da}^  of  the  gala,  had  it  left  her, 
sleeping  or  waking.  When  Ha3'es,  in  his  fear,  had  proposed 
to  sleep  away  from  her,  slie  started  with  J03' :  she  had  been 
i  afraid  that  she  might  talk  in  her  sleep,  and  so  let  slip  her  hor- 
?  rible  confession. 

Old  Wood  knew  all  her  history  since  the  period  of  the 
'■  Marylebone  fete.  He  had  wormed  it  out  of  her,  day  b}'  da}' ; 
he  had  counselled  her  how  to  act ;  warned  her  not  to  yield  ;  to 
I  procure,  at  least,  a  certain  provision  for  lier  son,  and  a  hand- 
some settlement  for  herself,  if  she  determined  on  quitting  her 
husljand.  The  old  man  looked  on  the  business  in  a  proper 
philosophical  light,  told  her  bluntly  that  he  saw  she  was  bent 
upon  going  off  with  the  Count,  and  bade  her  take  precautions  ; 
else  she  might  be  left  as  she  had  been  before. 

Catherine  denied  all  these  charges  ;  but  she  saw  the  Count 
daily,  notwithstanding,  and  took  all  the  measures  which  Wood 
had  reconunended  to  her.  They  were  very  prudent  ones. 
Galgenstein  grew  hourl}'  more  in  love  :  never  had  he  felt  such 
^a  flame  ;  not  in  the  best  days  of  his  youth  ;  not  for  the  fairest 
princess,  countess,  or  actress,  from  Vienna  to  Paris. 

At  length  —  it  was  the  night  after  he  had  seen  Hayes  counting 
his  mone3'-bags  —  old  Wood  spoke  to  Mrs.  Ha3'es  very  seriousl}'. 
"  That  husband  of  3'ours,  Cat,"  said  he,  "•  meditates  some  trea- 
son ;  a}',  and  foucies  we  are  about  such.  He  listens  nightly  at 
your  door  and  at  mine  :  lie  is  going  to  leave  3'ou,  be  sui*e  oa't; 
and  if  he  leaves  3'Ou,  he  leaves  you  to  starve." 

"  I  can  be  rich  elsewhere,"  said  IVIrs.  Cat. 

"  What,  with  Max?" 

"  Ay,  with  Max :  and  why  not?"  said  Mrs.  Ha3'es. 

"  Why  not,  fool!  Do  you  recollect  Birmingham?  Do  you 
think  that  Galgenstein,  who  is  so  tender  now  )>ecause  he  hasnl 
won  30U,  will  be  faithful  because  he  has  f     Psha,  woman,  men 
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are  not  made  so !  Don't  go  to  him  until  you  are  sure :  if  you 
were  a  widow  now,  he  would  marry  you  ;  but  never  leave 
yourself  at  his  mercy :  if  you  were  to  leave  your  husband  to 
go  to  him,  he  would  desert  you  in  a  fortnight !  " 

She  might  have  been  a  Countess  !  she  knew  she  might,  but 

for  this  cursed  bamer  between  her  and  her  fortune.     Wood 

I    knew  what  she  was  thinking  of,  and  smiled  grimly. 

A       "Besides,"  he   continued,  "remember  Tom.     As  sure  as 

/you  leave  Hayes  without  some  security  from  Max,  the  boy's 

[    ruined  :  he  who  might  be  a  lord,  if  his  mother  had  but  —  Psha  ! 

never  mind  :  that  boy  will  go  on  the  road,  as  sure  as  m}'  name's 

Wood.     He's  a  Turpin  cock  in  his  eye,  my  dear —  a  regular 

Tyburn  look.     He  knows  too  many  of  that  sort  alreadj' ;   and 

is  too  fond  of  a  bottle  and  a  girl  to  resist  and  be  honest  when 

i    it  comes  to  the  pinch." 

"It's  all  true,  said  Mrs.  Hayes.     "Tom's  a  high  mettle- 
some  fellow,  and  would  no  more  mind  a  ride  on  Hounslow 
i    Heath  than  he  does  a  walk  now  in  the  Mall." 

"  Do  you  want  him  hanged,  my  dear?  "  said  Wood. 
"Ah,  Doctor!" 

"  It  is  a  pity,  and  that's  sure,"  concluded  Mr.  Wood,  knock- 
ing the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,   and    closing    this   interesting 
j  conversation.     "  It  is  a  pity  that  that  old  skinflint  should  be 
1  in  the  way  of  both  your  fortunes ;  and  he  about  to  fling  you 
4  over,  too  !  " 

I       Mrs,  Catherine  retired  musing,  as  Mr.  Billings  had  previousl}'^ 
I  done ;  a  sweet  smile  of  contentment  Hghted  up  the  venerable 
I    features  of  Dr.  Wood,  and  he  walked  abroad  into  the  streets 
as  happy  a  fellow  as  any  in  London. 


CHAPTER  Xn. 

TRKAT8  OV  LOVE,    AND   PREPARES   FOR   DEATH. 

And  to  begin  this  chapter,  we  cannot  do  better  than  quote 
a  part  of  a  letter  from  M.  I'Abbe  O'Flaherty  to  Madame  la 
Comtesse  de  X at  Paris  :  - 

"  Madam,  — The  little  Arouet  de  Voltaire,  who  hath  come 
*  hither  to  take  a  turn  in  England,'  as  I  see  by  the  post  of  this 
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morning,  hath  brought  me  a  charming  pacquet  from  youT  lady- 
ship's hands,  which  ought  to  render  a  reasonable  man  happ}' ; 
but,  alas  !  makes  your  slave  miserable.     I  think  of  dear  Paris 
(and  something  more  dear  than  all  Paris,  of  which,  Madam,  I 
may  not  venture  to  speak  further)  —  I  think  of  dear  Paris,  and 
find  mj'self  in  this  dismal   Vitehall.  where,  when  the  fog  clears 
up,  I  can  catch  a  glimpse  of  muddy  Thames,  and  of  that  fatal 
palace  which  the  kings  of  England  have  been  obliged  to  ex- 
change for  3'our   noble    castle  of  St.  Germains,   that  stands 
so  statel}-  by  silver  Seine.     Truly,  no  bad  bargain.     For  my 
part,  I  would  give  m^-  grand  ambassadorial  saloons,  hangings, 
gildings,  feasts,  valets,  ambassadors  and  all,  for  a  bicoque  in 
sight  of  the  Thuilleries'  towers,  or  my  little  cell  in  the  Irlandois. 
"  My  last   sheets  have  given    you  a  pretty  notion  of  our 
ambassador's  public  doings  :  now  for  a  prett}'  piece  of  private 
scandal  respecting  that  great  man.     Figure  to  3'ourself,  Madam, 
his   Excellenc}-  is  in  love  ;  actually  in   love,  talking  da}-  and 
,'  I  night  about  a  certain  fiiir  one  whom  he   hath  picked  out  of  a 
I  I  gutter ;  who  is  wellnigh  forty  years  old  ;  who  was  his  mistress 
I  /  when  he  was  in  England  a  captain  of  dragoons,  some  sixt}', 
I  (  sevent}',  or  a  hundred  years  since  ;  who  hath  had  a  son  by  him, 
I    !    moreover,  a  sprightly  lad,  apprentice  to  a  tailor  of  eminence 
i    \    that  has  the  honor  of  making  his  Excellency's  breeches. 

"  Since  one  fatal  night  when  he  met  this  fair  creature  at  a 
;  certain  place  of  publique  resort,  called  Mar^lebone  Gardens, 
our  Cyrus  has  been  an  altered  creature.  Love  hath  mastered 
this  brainless  ambassador,  and  his  antics  afford  me  food  for 
perpetual  mirth.  He  sits  now  opposite  to  me  at  a  table  inditing 
a  letter  to  his  Catherine,  and  cop3'ing  it  from  —  what  do  you 
think?  —  from  the  'Grand  Cyrus,'  */  swear ^  madam,  that  my 
happiness  would  be  to  offer  you  this  ha7id,  as  I  have  my  heart  long 
ago,  and  I  beg  you  to  bear  in  mind  this  declaration.^  I  have  just 
dictated  to  him  the  above  tender  words  ;  for  our  envoy,  I  need 
not  tell  you,  is  not  strong  at  writing  or  thinking. 

"  The  fair  Catherine,  I  must  tell  you,  is  no  less  than  a  car- 
penter's wife,  a  well-to-do  bom-geois,  living  at  the  Tyburn,  or 
Gallows  Road.  She  found  out  her  ancient  lover  very  soon  after 
our  aiTival,  and  hath  a  marvellous  hankering  to  be  a  Count's 
lady.  A  pretty  little  creature  is  this  Madam  Catherine.  Bil- 
lets, breakfasts,  pretty  walks,  presents  of  silks  and  satins,  pass 
daily  between  the  pair ;  but,  strange  to  say,  the  lady  is  as  vir- 
tuous as  Diana,  and  liatli  resisted  all  my  Count's  cajoleries 
hitherto.  The  poor  fellow  told  me,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that 
he  believed  he  should  have  carried  her  by  storm  on  the  very 
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first  night  of  their  meeting,  but  that  her  son  stepped  into  the 
, na y  ;  and  he  or  somebody  else  hath  been  in  the  way  ever  since. 
Madam  will  never  appear  alone.  I  believe  it  is  this  wondrous 
chastity  of  the  lady  that  has  elicited  this  wondrous  constancy 
of  the  gentleman.  She  is  holding  out  for  a  settlement ;  who 
knows  if  not  for  a  marriage  ?  Her  husband,  she  says,  is  ail- 
ing ;  her  lover  is  fool  enough,  and  she  herself  conducts  her 
negotiations,  as  I  must  honestly  own,  with  a  pretty  notion  of 
diplomac}'." 

This  is  the  only  part  of  the  reverend  gentleman's  letter  that 
directly  affects  this  history.  The  rest  contains  some  scandal 
concerning  greater  personages  about  the  court,  a  great  share  of 
abuse  of  the  Elector  of  Hanover,  and  a  pretty  description  of  a 
boxing-match  at  Mr.  Figg's  amphitheatre  in  Oxford  Road, 
where  John  Wells,  of  Edmund  Bury  (as  by  the  papers  may  be 
seen) ,  master  of  the  noble  science  of  self-defence,  did  engage 
with  Edward  Sutton,  of  Gravesend,  master  of  the  said  science  ; 
and  the  issue  of  the  combat. 

"  N.  B."  —  adds  the  Father,  in  a  postscript —  "  Monsieur 
Figue  gives  a  hat  to  be  cudgelled  for  before  the  Master  mount ; 
and  the  whole  of  this  fashionable  information  hath  been  given 
me  by  Monseigneur's  son.  Monsieur  Billings,  garf^on-tailleur, 
Chevalier  de  Galgenstein," 

Mr.  Billings  was,  in  fact,  a  frequent  visitor  at  the  Ambas- 
sador's house ;  to  whose  presence  he,  by  a  general  order,  was 
always  admitted.     As  for  the  connection  between  Mrs.  Cather- 
ine and  her  former  admirer,  the  Abbe's  history  of  it  is  perfectly 
[correct;  nor  can  it  be  said  that  this  wretched  woman,  whose 
V  tale  now  begins  to  wear  a  darker  hue,  was,  in  anything  but  soul, 
I  faithless  to  her  husband.     But  she  hated  him,  longed  to  leave 
,'  him,  and  loved  another :  the  end  was  coming  quickly,  and  every 
I  one  of  our  unknowing  actors  and  actresses  were  to  be  impli- 
j   cated,  more  or  less,  in  the  catastrophe. 

It  will  be  seen  that  IVIrs.  Cat  had  followed  pretty  closely 
the  injunctions  of  Mr.  Wood  in  regard  to  her  dealings  with  the 
Count :  who  grew  more  heart-stricken  and  tender  daily,  as  the 
completion  of  his  wishes  was  delayed,  and  his  desires  goaded 
by  contradiction.  The  Abbe  has  quoted  one  portion  of  a  letter 
written  by  him  ;  here  is  the  entire  performance,  extracted,  as 
the  hoi}'  father  said,  chiefly  from  the  romance  of  the  "Grand 
Cyrus : "  — 
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"UNHAPPY  MAXIMILIAN  UNTO   UNJUST  CATHERINA. 

*'  Madam,  —  It  must  needs  be  that  I  love  you  better  than  any 
ever  did,  since,  notwithstanding  your  injustice  in  calling  me 
perfidious,  I  love  you  no  less  than  I  did  before.  On  the  con- 
trary, my  passion  is  so  violent,  and  your  unjust  accusation 
makes  me  so  sensible  of  it,  that  if  you  did  but  know  the  resent- 
ments of  my  soule,  you  would  confess  yourselfe  the  most  cruell 
and  unjust  woman  in  the  world.  You  shall,  ere  long,  Madam, 
see  me  at  3-our  feete  ;  and  as  you  were  my  first  passion,  so  you 
will  be  my  last. 

"  On  my  knees  I  will  tell  you,  at  the  first  handsom  opportu- 
nity, that  the  grandure  of  my  passion  can  only  be  equalled  by 
your  beauty ;  it  hath  driven  me  to  such  a  fatall  necessity,  as 
that  I  cannot  hide  the  misery  which  you  have  caused.  Sure, 
the  hostil  goddes  have,  to  plague  me,  ordayned  that  fatal  mar- 
ridge,  by  which  you  are  bound  to  one  so  infinitly  below  you  in 
degree.  Were  that  bond  of  ill-omind  Hymen  cut  in  twayn  witch 
binds  you,  I  swear,  Madam,  that  my  happiniss  woulde  be  to  offer 
you  this  hande,  as  I  have  my  harte  long  agoe.  And  1  praye 
you  to  beare  in  minde  this  declaration,  which  I  here  sign  with 
my  hande,  and  witch  I  pra^j'  you  may  one  day  be  called  upon  to 
prove  the  truth  on.  Beleave  me.  Madam,  that  there  is  none  in 
the  world  who  doth  more  honor  to  your  vertue  than  myselfe, 
nor  who  wishes  your  happinesse  with  more  zeal  than  —  Maxi- 
milian. 

"From  ray  lodgings  in  Whitehall,  this  25th  of  February. 

"  To   THE     INCOMPARABLE    CaTHERINA,    THESE,    WITH    A     SCARLET    SATTEN 
PETTICOAT." 

The  Count  had  debated  about  the  sentence  promising  mar- 
riage in  event  of  Hayes's  death  ;  but  the  honest  Abbe  cut  these 
scruples  very  short  by  saying,  justly',  that,  because  he  wrote 
in  that  manner,  there  was  no  need  for  him  to  act  so  ;  that 
he  had  better  not  sign  and  address  the  note  in  full ;  and  that  he 
presumed  his  Excellency  was  not  quite  so  timid  as  to  fancy 
that  the  woman  would  follow  him  all  the  way  to  Germany, 
when  his  diplomatic  duties  would  be  ended;  as  they  would 
soon. 

The  receipt  of  this  billet  caused  such  a  flush  of  joy  and  exul- 
tation to  unhappy  happy  Mrs.  Catherine,  that  Wood  did  not 
fail  to  remark  it,  and  speedily  learned  the  contents  of  the  letter. 
Wood  had  no  need  to  bid  the  poor  wretch  guard  it  very  care- 
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j  fhlly :  it  never  from  lliat  day  furtli  left  Iht  ;  it  was  her  title  of 
I  nobility,  —her  pass  to  ruuk,  wealth,  happiness.  She  began  to 
j  look  down  on  her  neighbors  ;  her  manner  to  her  husband  grew 
more  than  ordinai'il}'  scornful ;  the  poor,  vain  wretch  longed  to 
tell  her  secret,  ajid  to  take  her  place  openly  in  the  world.  She 
a  Countess,  and  Tom  a  Count's  son !  She  felt  that  she  should 
royally  become  the  title  ! 

About  this  time  —  and  Hayes  was  very  much  frightened  at 
'  the  prevalence  of  the  rumor  —  it  suddenly  began  to  be  bruited 
'  about  in  his  quarter  that  he  was  going  to  quit  the  country. 
The  storj'  was  in  everybody's  mouth ;  people  used  to  sneer, 
when  he  turned  pale,  and  wept,  and  passionately  denied  it.  It 
was  said,  too,  that  Mrs.  Haj-es  was  not  his  wife,  but  his  mis- 
tress—  everybody  had  this  story, — his  mistress,  whom  he 
treated  most  cruelly,  and  was  about  to  desert.  The  tale  of  the 
blow  which  had  felled  her  to  the  ground  was  known  in  all  quar- 
ters. When  he  declared  that  the  woman  tried  to  stab  him, 
nobody  believed  him :  the  women  said  he  wou^d  have  been 
served  right  if  she  had  done  so.  How  had  these  stories  gone 
abroad?  ''  Three  da^^s  more,  and  I  will  fly,"  thought  Hayes  ; 
"  and  the  world  may  say  what  it  pleases." 

A}-,  fool,  fly  —  away  so  swiftly  that  Fate  cannot  overtake 
thee  :  hide  so  cunningly  that  Death  shall  not  find  thy  place  of 
refuge ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

BEFNO    A    PREPARATION    FOR   THE    END. 

The  reader,  doubtless,  doth  now  partly  understand  what 
dark  acts  of  conspiracy  are  iDeginning  to  gather  around  Mr. 
Hayes  ;  and  possibly  hath  comprehended  — 

1.  That  if  the  rumor  was  universally  credited  which  declared 
chat  Mrs.  Catherine  was  only  Hayes's  mistress,  and  not  his 
wife. 

She  might,  if  she  so  inclined,  marry  another  person  ;  and 
thereby  not  injure  her  fame  and  excite  wonderment,  but  actually 
/add  to  her  reputation. 

'  2.  That  if  all  the  world  did  steadfastly  believe  that  Mr.  Hayes 
intended  to  desert  this  wouitui,  after  having  cruellv  maltreated 
her. 

The  direction  \\  hich  his  journe}-  might  take  would  be  of  no 
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consequence  ;  and  he  might  go  to  llighgute,  to  Edinburgh,  to 
Constantinople,  nay,  down  %  well,  and  no  soul  would  care  to 
ask  whither  he  had  gone. 

These  points  Mr.  Hajes  had  not  considered  duly.  The  lat- 
ter case  had  been  put  to  him  and  annoyed  him,  as  we  have 
seen  ;  the  former  had  actuall}'  been  pressed  upon  him  b^^  Mrs. 
Hayes  herself;  who,  in  almost  the  onl}'  communication  she  had 
had  with  him  since  their  last  quarrel,  had  asked  him  angrily, 
I  in  the  presence  of  Wood  and  her  son,  whether  he  had  dared  to 
j  utter  such  lies,  and  how  it  came  to  pass  that  the  neighbors 
looked  scornfuU}'  at  her,  and  avoided  her  ? 

To  this  charge  Mr.  Hayes  pleaded,  very  meekly,  that  he  was 

not  guilty ;  and  young  Billings,  taking  him  b^^  the  collar,  and 

clinching  his  fist  in  his  face,  swore   a  dreadful  oath  that  he 

would  have  the  life  of  him,  if  he  dared  abuse  his  mother.    Mrs. 

!  Haj'cs  then  spoke  of  the  general  report  abroad,  that  he  was 

/going  to  desert  her  ;  which,  if  he  attempted  to  do,  Mr.  Billings 
vowed  that  he  would  follow  him  to  Jerusalem,  and  have  his 
blood.    These  threats,  and  the  insolent  language  of  joung  Bill- 
'    ings,  rather  calmed  Hayes  than  agitated  him  :  he  longed  to  be 
on  his  journey  ;  but  he  began  to  hope  that  no  obstacle  would  be 
placed  in  the  way  of  it.    For  the  first  time  since  many  da3's,  he 
/  began  to  enjoy  a  feeling  something  akin  to  security,  and  could 
/  look  with  tolerable  confidence  towards  a  comfortable  completion 
of  his  own  schemes  of  treason. 

/  These  points  being  duly  settled,  we  are  now  arrived,  0 
/  public,  at  a  point  for  which  the  author's  soul  hath  been  yearn- 
/  ing  ever  since  tliis  history  commenced.  We  are  now  come,  O 
/  critic,  to  a  stage  of  the  work  when  this  tale  begins  to  assume 
an  appearance  so  interestingly  horrific,  that  you  must  have  a 
heart  of  stone  if  30U  are  not  interested  by  it.  O  candid  and 
discerning  reader,  who  art  sick  of  the  hideous  scenes  of  brutal 
bloodshed  which  have  of  late  come  forth  from  pens  of  certain 
eminent  wits,*  if  you  turn  away  disgusted  from  the  book,  re- 
member that  this  passage  hath  not  been  written  for  you,  or 
such  as  you,  who  have  taste  to  know  and  hate  the  style  in  which 
it  hath  been  composed  ;  l)nt  for  the  public,  which  hath  no  such 
taste  :  —  for  the  public,  which  can  patronize  four  different  repre- 
sentations of  Jack  Sheppard,  — for  the  public,  whom  its  literary 
providers  have  gorged  with  blood  and  foul  Newgate  garbage, — 
and  to  whom  we  poor  creatures,  humbly  following  at  the  tail  of 
our  great  high-priests  and  prophets  of  the  press,  may,  as  iu  duty 

•  This  was  written  in  1840. 
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bound,  offer  some  small  gift  of  our  own  :  a  little  mite  truly,  but 
given  with  good  will.  Come  up,  then,  fair  Catherine,  and 
brave  Count;  —  appear,  gallant  Brock,  and  faultless  Billings; 
—  hasten  hither,  honest  John  Haj'es  ;  the  former  chapters  are 
but  flowers  in  which  we  have  been  decking  jovi  for  the  sacrifice. 
Ascend  to  the  altar,  3'e  innocent  lambs,  and  prepare  for  the 
final  act :  lo  !  the  knife  is  sharpened,  and  the  sacrificer  readj' ! 
Stretch  your  throats,  sweet  ones,  —  for  the  public  is  thirsty, 
and  must  have  blood  ! 


CHAPTER  THE  \.AST. 

That  Mr.  Haj-es  had  some  notion  of  the  attachment  of 
Monsieur  de  Galgenstein  for  his  wife  is  very  certain :  the  man 
could  not  but  perceive  that  she  was  more  gajl}' dressed,  and 
more  frequently  absent  than  usual ;  and  must  have  been  quite 
aware  that  from  the  day  of  the  quarrel  until  the  present  period, 
Catherine  had  never  asked  him  for  a  shilling  for  the  house  ex- 
penses. He  had  not  the  heart  to  oflTer,  however  ;  nor,  in  truth, 
did  she  seem  to  remember  that  money  was  due. 

She  received,    in  fact,  man^^  sums  from  the  tender  Count. 
Tom  was  likewise  liberally  provided  by  the  same  personage  ; 
\    who  was,  moreover,    continually  sending  presents  of  various 
kinds  to  the  person  on  whom  his  affections  were  centred. 

One  of  these  gifts  was  a  hamper  of  choice  mountain-wine, 
I   which  had  been   some  weeks   in  the  house,  and  excited  the 
'    longing  of   Mr.   Hayes ;    who  loved  wine  very  much.     This 
liquor  was  generally  drank  by  Wood  and  Billings,  who  ap- 
plauded it  greatly  ;  and  man}*  times,  in  passing  through  the 
back-parlor,  which  he  had  to  traverse  in  order  to  reach  the 
;  stair,  Haj'es  had  cast  a  tender  eye  towards  the  drink  ;  of  which, 
/  had  he  dared,  he  would  have  partaken. 

On  the  1st  of  March,  in  the  year  1726,  Mr.  Hayes  had 
gathered  together  almost  the  whole  sum  with  which  he  intended 
I  to  decamp  ;  and  having  on  that  ver}'  da}'  recovered  the  amount 
/  of  a  bill  which  he  thought  almost  hopeless,  he  returned  home  in 
tolerable  good-humor ;  and  feeling,  so  near  was  his  period  of 
departure,  something  like  securit}-.  Nobody  had  attempted  the 
least  violence  on  him  :  besides,  he  was  armed  with  pistols,  had 
bis  Biouey  in  bills  and  u  belt  about  his  person,   and  really 
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reasoned  with  himself  that  there  was  no  danger  for  him  to 
apprehend. 

He  entered  the  house  about  dusk,  at  five  o'clock.  Mrs. 
Hayes  was  absent  with  Mr.  Billings  ;  only  Mr,  Wood  was 
smoking,  according  to  his  wont,  in  the  little  back-parlor ;  and 
as  Mr.  Hayes  passed,  the  old  gentleman  addressed  him  in  a 
friendh'  voice,  and,  wondering  that  he  had  been  such  a  stranger, 
invited  him  to  sit  and  take  a  glass  of  wine.  There  was  a  light 
and  a  foreman  in  the  shop  ;  Mr.  Hayes  gave  his  injunctions  to 
that  person,  and  saw  no  objection  to  Mr.  Wood's  invitation. 

The  conversation,  at  first  a  little  stitf  between  the  two  gen^ 

tlemen,  began  speedily  to  grow  more  easy  and  confidential : 

:  and  so  pai'ticularly  bland  and  good-humored  was  Mr.  or  Doctor 

(  Wood,  that  his  companion  was  quite  caught,  and  softened  by 

the  charm  of  his  manner ;  and  the  pair  became  as  good  friends 

as  in  the  former  da^'s  of  their  intercourse. 

"I  wish  you  would  come  down  sometimes  of  evenings," 
quoth  Doctor  Wood  ;  "  for  though  no  book-learned  man,  Mr. 
Hayes,  look  you,  you  are  a  man  of  the  world,  and  I  can't  abide 
the  society  of  boys.  There's  Tom,  now,  since  this  tiff  with 
Mrs.  Cat,  the  scoundrel  plaj-s  the  Grand  Turk  here !  The 
pair  of  'em,  betwixt  them,  have  completely  gotten  the  upper 
hand  of  3'ou.  Confess  that  you  are  beaten.  Master  Ha^'es,  and 
don't  like  the  boy?" 

"  No  more  I  do,"  said  Hayes;  "and  that's  the  truth  on' t. 
;  A  man  dotli  not  like  to  have  his  wife's  sins  flung  in  his  face, 
nor  to  be  perpetually  bullied  in  his  own  house  by  such  a  fier}' 
sprig  as  that." 

"  Mischief,  sir,  —  mischief  only,"  said  Wood  :   "  'tis  the  fun 

of  youth,  sir,  and  will  go  off  as  age  comes  to  the  lad.     Bad  as 

you  may  think  him  —  and  he  is  as   skittish  and  fierce,  sure 

enough,   as  a  young  colt  —  there   is  good   stuff  in  him;  and 

though  he  hath,  or  fancies  he  hath,   the  right  to  abuse  every 

one,  by  the  Lord  he  will  let  none   others  do  so !     Last  week, 

/  now,  didn't  he  tell  Mrs.  Cat  that  you  served  her  right  in  the 

/  last  beating  matter  ?  and  weren't  they  coming  to  knives,  just 

as  in   your  case?     By  my  faith,   they  were.     A}^  and  at  the 

'  Braund's  Head,'  when  some  fellow  said  that  you  were  a  bloody 

Bluebeard,  and  would  murder  your  wife,  stab  me  if  Tom  wasn't 

[     up  in  an  instant  and  knocked  the  fellow  down  for  abusing  of 

!    you ! " 

I  The  first  of  these  stories  was  quite  true  ;  the  second  was 

j      only  a  charitable  invention  of  Mr.  Wood,  and  employed,  doubt- 
less, for  the  amiable  purpose  of  bringing  the  old  and  young  men 
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together.  The  scheme  partiallj'  succeeded  ;  for,  though  Hayes 
was  not  so  far  mollified  towards  Tom  as  to  entertain  any 
affection  for  a  young  man  whom  he  had  cordiall}'  detested  ever 
since  he  knew  him,  yet  he  felt  more  at  ease  and  cheerful  re- 
garding himself:  and  surely  not  without  reason.  While  in- 
dulging in  these  lienevolent  sentiments,  Mrs.  Catherine  and  her 

,  son  arrived,  and  found,  somewhat  to  their  astonishment,  Mr. 

;  Hayes  seated  in  the  back-parlor,  as  in  former  times  ;  and  the^^ 
were  invited  bj-  Mr.  Wood  to  sit  down  and  drink. 

We  have  said  that  certain  bottles  of  mountain-wine  were 
presented  by  the  Count  to  Mrs.  Catherine  :  these  were,  at  Mr. 
Wood's  suggestion,  produced  ;  and  Ha^-es,  who  had  long  been 
coveting  them,  was  charmed  to  have  an  opportunit}'  to  drink 
his  fill.  He  forthwith  began  bragging  of  his  great  powers  as  a 
drinker,  and  vowed  that  he  could  manage  eight  bottles  without 
becoming  intoxicated. 

Mr.  Wood  grinned  strangely,  and  looked  in  a  peculiar  way 
at  Tom  Billings,  who  grinned  too.  Mrs.  Cat's  eyes  were  turned 
towards  the  ground  ;  but  her  face  was  deadly  pale. 

The  party  began  drinking.  Hayes  kept  up  his  reputation 
as  a  toper,  and  swallowed  one,  two,  three  bottles  without 
wincing.  He  grew  talkative  and  merry,  and  began  to  sing 
songs  and  to  cut  jokes  ;  at  which  Wood  laughed  hugely,  and 
Billings  after  him.  Mrs.  Cat  could  not  laugh  ;  but  sat  silent. 
What  ailed  her?  Was  she  thinking  of  the  Count?  She  had 
been  with  Max  that  day,  and  had  promised  him,  for  the  next 

■  night  at  ten,  an  interview  near  his  lodgings  at  Whitehall.     It 

''was  the  first  time  that  she  would  see  him  alone.  They  were  to 
meet  (not  a  very  cheerful  place  for  a  love-tryst)  at  St.  Marga- 
ret's churchyard,  near  Westminster  Abbe}-.    Of  this,  no  doubt, 

:  Cat  was  thinking ;  but  what  could  she  mean  b}'  whispering  to 
Wood,  "  No,  no  !  for  God's  sake,  not  to-night !  " 

"  She  means  we  are  to  have  no  more  Uquor,"  said  Wood 
to  Mr.  Hayes,  who  heard  this  sentence,  and  seemed  rather 
alarmed. 

"That's  it,  —  no  more  liquor,"  said  Catherine,  eagerly; 
' '  you  have  had  enough  to-night.  Go  to  bed,  and  lock  your 
door,  and  sleep,  Mr.  Hayes." 

"  But  I  say  I've  not  had  enough  to  drink  !"  screamed  Hayes  ; 
"  I'm  good  for  five  bottles  more,  and  wager  I  will  drink  them 
too." 

"  Done,  for  a  guinea  !  "  said  Wood. 

\      "  Done,  and  done  !  "  said  Billings. 

*'Beyci?<  quiet!"  growled  Hayes,  scowling  at  the  lad.     "I 
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will  drink  what  I  please,  and  ask  no  counsel  of  yours.**  And 
he  muttered  some  more  curses  against  young  Billings,  which 
showed  what  his  feelings  were  towards  his  wife's  son  ;  and 
which  the  latter,  for  a  wonder,  only  received  with  a  scornful 
smile,  and  a  knowing  look  at  Wood. 

Well !  the  five  extra  bottles  were  brought,  and  drank  by 
Mr.  Hayes  ;  and  seasoned  by  many  songs  from  the  recueil  of 
Mr.  Thomas  D'Urfey  and  others.  The  chief  part  of  the  talk 
and  merriment  was  on  Hayes's  part ;  as,  indeed,  was  natural, 
—  for,  while  he  drank  bottle  after  bottle  of  wine,  the  other  two 
gentlemen  confined  themselves  to  small  beer,  —  both  pleading 
illness  as  an  excuse  for  their  sobriety. 

And  now  might  we  depict,  with  much  accuracy,  the  course 
of  Mr.  Hayes's  intoxication,  as  it  rose  from  the  merriment  of 
the  three-bottle  point  to  the  madness  of  the  four  —  from  the 
I  uproarious  quarrelsomeness  of  the  sixth  bottle  to  the  sickly 
I  stupidity  of  the  seventh ;  but  we  are  desirous  of  bringing  this 
tale  to  a  conclusion,  and  must  pretermit  all  consideration  of  a 
subject  so  curious,  so  instructive,  and  so  delightful.  Suffice  it 
{to  say,  as  a  matter  of  history,  that  Mr.  Hayes  did  actually 
Idrink  seven  bottles  of  mountain-wine ;  and  that  Mr.  Thomas 
/BilUngs  went  to  the  '■'■  Braund's  Head,"  in  Bond  Street,  and 
purchased  another,  which  Hayes  likewise  drank. 

"That'll  do,"  said  Mr.  Wood  to  young  Billings ;  and  they 
led  Hayes  up  to  bed,  whither,  in  truth,  he  was  unable  to  walk 
himself. 


Mrs.  Springatt,  the  lodger,  came  down  to  ask  what  the  noise 
was.  "  'Tis  only  Tom  Billings  making  merry  with  some  frienda 
from  the  country,"  answered  Mrs.  Hayes  ;  whereupon  Springati 
retired,  and  the  house  was  quiet. 


Some  scuffling  and  stamping  was  heard  about  eleven  o'clock 


/  After  they  had  seen  Mr.  Hayes  to  bed,  Billings  remembered 
/that  he  had  a  parcel  to  carry  to  some  person  in  the  neighbor- 
/  hood  of  the  Strand  ;  and,  as  the  night  was  remarkably  fine, 
/  he  and  Mr.  Wood  agreed  to  walk  together,  and  set  forth 
'  acoordingl}'. 
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[Here  follows  a  description  of  tiie  Thames  at  Midnight,  in  a  fine 
historical  style ;  with  an  account  of  Lambethi,  Westminster,  the  Savoy, 
Baynard's  Castle,  Arundel  House,  the  Temple ;  of  Old  London  Bridge, 
with  its  twenty  arches,  "  on  which  be  houses  builded,  so  that  it  seemeth 
rather  a  continuall  street  than  a  bridge  ; "  of  Bankside  and  the  "  Globe  " 
and  the  "  Fortune  "  Theatres ;  of  the  ferries  across  the  river,  and  of  the 
pirates  who  infest  the  same,  —  namely,  tinklermen,  petermen,  hebbermen, 
trawlermen  ;  of  the  fleet  of  barges  tliat  lay  at  the  Savoy  steps  ;  and  of  the 
long  lines  of  slim  wherries  sleeping  on  the  river-banks  and  basking  and 
shining  in  tlie  moonbeams.  A  combat  on  the  river  is  described,  that  takes 
place  between  tlie  crews  of  a  tinklerman's  boat  and  the  water-bailiff's. 
Shouting  his  war-cry,  "  St.  Mary  Overy  it  la  rescousse  !  "  the  water-bailiff 
sprung  at  tlie  throat  of  the  tinklerman  captain.  The  crews  of  both  vessels, 
as  if  aware  tliat  the  struggle  of  their  cliiefs  would  decide  the  contest,  ceased 
hostilities,  and  awaited  on  their  respective  poops  the  issue  of  the  death- 
shock.  It  was  not  long  coming.  "Yield,  dog!"  said  the  water-bailiff. 
Tlie  tinklerman  could  not  answer,  —  for  his  throat  was  grasped  too  tight 
in  the  iron  clench  of  the  city  champion ;  but  drawing  his  snickersnee,  he 
plunged  it  seven  times  in  the  bailiffs  chest :  still  tlie  latter  fell  not.  The 
death-rattle  gurgled  in  the  throat  of  his  opponent;  his  arms  fell  heavily  to 
his  side.  Foot  to  foot,  each  standing  at  the  side  of  his  boat,  stood  the  two 
brave  men,  —  theij  ivere  both  dead  !  "  In  the  name  of  St.  Clement  Danes," 
said  the  master,  "  give  way,  my  men  !  "  and,  thrusting  forward  his  halberd 
(seven  feet  long,  richly  decorated  with  velvet  and  brass  nails,  and  having 
the  city  arms,  argent,  a  cross  gules,  and  in  the  first  quarter  a  dagger  dis- 
played of  the  second), he  thrust  the  tinklerman's  boat  away  from  his  own; 
and  at  once  the  bodies  of  the  captains  plunged  down,  down,  down,  down 
in  the  unfathomable  waters. 

After  this  follows  another  episode.  Two  masked  ladies  quarrel  at  the 
door  of  a  tavern  overlooking  the  Thames  :  they  turn  out  to  be  Stella  and 
Vanessa,  who  have  followed  Swift  thither ;  who  is  in  the  act  of  reading 
"  Gulliver's  Travels  "  to  Gay,  Arbutlinot,  Bolingbroke,  and  Pope.  Two 
fellows  are  sitting  shuddering  under  a  doorway  ;  to  one  of  them  Tom  Bil- 
lings flung  a  sixpence.  He  little  knew  that  the  names  of  those  two  young 
men  were  —  Samuel  Johnson  and  Richard  Savage] 


ANOTHER  LAST  CHAPTER. 

Mr.  Hayes  did  not  join  the  family  the  next  day ;  and  it 
appears  that  the  previous  night's  reconciliation  was  not  very 
durable  ;  for  when  Mrs.  Springatt  asked  Wood  for  Hayes,  Mr. 
Wood  stated  that  Hayes  had  gone  away  without  saying  whither 
he  was  bound,  or  how  long  he  might  be  absent.  He  only  said, 
in  rather  a  sulky  tone,  that  he  should  probably  pass  the"  night 
at  a  friend's  house.  "  For  my  part,  I  know  of  no  friend  he 
hath,"  added  Mr.  Wood  ;  "  and  pray  heaven  that  he  may  not 
think  of  deserting  his  poor  wife,  whom  he  hath  beateu  and  ill- 
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/  used  so  already !  "     In  this  prayer  Mrs.  Springatt  Joined  ;  and 
:   SO  these  two  worthy  people  parted. 

What  business  Billings  was  about  cannot  be  said ;  but  he 
was  this  night  bound  towards  Marylebone  Fields,  as  he  was  the 
/  night  before  for  the  Strand  and  AVestminster ;  and,  although 
/  the  night  was  very  storm}'  and  rain}',  as  the  previous  evening 
I  had  been  fine,  old  Wood  good-naturedly  resolved  upon  accom- 
•     pan3ing  him  ;  and  forth  they  sallied  together. 

Mrs.  Catherine,  too,  had  Aer  business,  as  we  have  seen ;  but 
,    this  was  of  a  very  delicate  nature.     At  nine  o'clock,  she  had 
j     an  appointment  with  the  Count ;  and,  faithfull}^,  by  that  hour, 
J     bad  found  her  way  to  St.  Margaret's  churchyard,  near  West- 
minster Aobey,  where  she  awaited  Monsieur  de  Galgeustein. 

The  spot  was  convenient,  being  very  lonel}-,  and  at  the  same 
time  close  to  the  Count's  lodgings  at  Whitehall.     His  Excel- 
lency came,  but  somewhat  after  the  hour ;  for,  to  sa}-  the  truth, 
being  a  freethinker,  he  had  the  most  firm  belief  in  ghosts  and 
demons,  and  did  not  care  to  pace  a  churchyard  alone.     He  was 
comforted,  therefore,  when  he  saw  a  woman  muffled  in  a  cloak, 
who  held  out  her  hand  to  him  at  the  gate,  and  said,  "  Is  that 
f|you?"     He  took  her  hand, — it  was  very  clamm}' and  cold; 
jjand  at  her  desire  he  bade  his  confidential  footman,  who  had 
f '  attended  him  with  a  torch,  to  retire  and  leave  him  to  himself. 
The  torch-bearer  retired,  and  left  them  quite  in  darkness ; 
and  the  pair  entered  the  little  cemetery,  cautiously  threading 
their  way  among  the  tombs.     They  sat  down  on  one  under- 
neath a  tree  it  seemed  to  be  ;  the  wind  was  very  cold  and  its 
}   piteous  howling  was  the  only  noise  that  broke  the  silence  of  the 
'   place.     Catherine's  teeth  were   chattering,  for  all  her  wraps  ; 
and  when  Max  drew  her  close  to  him,  and  encircled  her  waist 
;     with  one  arm,  and  pressed  her  hand,  she  did  not  repulse  him, 
r     but  rather  came  close  to  him,  and  with  her  own  damp  fingers 
I     feebly  returned  his  pressure. 

1  Tlie  poor  liiing  was  \ery  wretcihed  and  weeping.  Slio  con- 
-  fided  to  Max  tlie  cause  of  her  grief.  She  was  alone  in  the 
'  world,  —  alone  and  penniless.  Her  husband  had  left  her;  she 
I  had  that  very  day  received  a  letter  from  him  which  confirmed 
\  all  that  she  had  suspected  so  long.  He  had  left  her,  carried 
i      away  all  his  property,  and  would  not  return  ! 

If  we  say  tliat  a  selfish  joy  filled  the  breast  of  Monsieur  de 

__     Galgenstein,  the  reader  will  not  be  astonished.     A  heartless 

libertine,  he  felt  glad  at  the  prospect  of  Catherine's  ruin  ;  for 

he  lioped  that  necessity  would  make  her  his  own.     He  clasped 

the   poor    thing  to  his  heart,  and   vowed   that  he  would  le- 
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place  the  husband  she  had  lost,  and  that  his  fortune  should  be 
hers. 

"  Will  3'ou  replace  him  ?  "  said  she. 

"Yes,  truly,  in  everything  but  the  name,  dear  Catherine; 
and  when  he  dies,  1  swear  j'ou  shall  be  Countess  of  Galgenstcin." 

"  Will  3'ou  swear?"  she  cried,  eagerl}'. 

"  By  everything  that  is  most  sacred  :  were  j'ou  free  now,  I 
would"  (and  here  he  swore  a  terrific  oath)  "  at  once  make  you 
mine." 

We  have  seen  before  that  it  cost  Monsieur  de  Galgenstein 
nothing  to  make  these  vows.  Hayes  was  likely,  too,  to  live  as 
long  as  Catherine  —  as  long,  at  least,  as  the  Count's  connection 
with  her ;  but  he  was  caught  in  his  own  snare. 

She  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it  repeatedly,  and  bathed  it  in 
her  tears,  and  pressed  it  to  her  bosom.  "■  Max,"  she  said,  "  1 
am  free!  Be  mine,  and  I  will  love  you  as  I  have  done  for  years 
and  years." 

Max  started  back.     "  What,  is  he  dead?  "  he  said. 

"■  No,  no,  not  dead  :  but  he  never  was  my  husband." 

He  let  go  her  hand,  and,  interrupting  her,  said  sharply, 
"  Indeed,  madam,  if  this  carpenter  never  was  jour  husband, 
I  see  no  cause  wh}'  I  should  be.  If  a  lady,  who  hath  been  for 
twenty  years  the  mistress  of  a  miserable  country  boor,  cannot 
find  it  in  her  heart  to  i)ut  up  with  the  protection  of  a  nobleman  — 
a  sovereign's  representative  —  she  may  seek  a  husband  else- 
where ! " 

"  I  was  no  man's  mistress  except  jours,"  sobbed  Catherine, 
wringing  her  hands  and  sobbing  wildly  ;  "but,  O  heaven!  I 
deserved  this.  Because  I  was  a  child,  and  j'ou  saw,  and  ruined 
and  left  me  —  because,  in  my  sorrow  and  repentance,  I  wished 
to  repair  my  crime,  and  was  touched  by  that  man's  love,  and 
married  him  —  because  he  too  deceives  and  leaves  me  —  be- 
cause, after  loving  you  —  madly  loving  you  for  twenty  jears  — 
I  will  not  now  forfeit  your  respect,  and  degrade  myself  by  yield- 
ing to  your  will,  you  too  must  scorn  me  !  It  is  too  much  • —  too 
much  —  O  heaven  !  "  And  the  wretched  woman  fell  back  almost 
fainting. 

Max  was  almost  frightened  by  this  burst  of  soitow  on  her 
part,  and  was  coming  forward  to  support  her  ;  but  she  motioned 
him  away,  and  taking  from  her  bosom  a  letter,  said,  "If  it 
were  light,  you  could  see,  Max.  how  cruelly  I  have  been  be- 
trayed by  that  man  who  called  himself  m}'  husband.  Long 
before  he  married  me,  he  was  married  to  another.  This  v/ouian 
is  still  living,  he  says  ;  and  he  says  he  leaves  me  forever." 
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At  this  moment  the  moon,  which  had  been  hidden  behind 
Westminster  Abbe}',  rose  above  the  vast  black  mass  of  that 
edifice,  and  poured  a  flood  of  silver  light  upon  the  little  church 
of  St.  Margaret's,  and  the  spot  where  the  lovers  stood.  Max 
was  a  little  distance  from  Catherine,  pacing  gloomily-  up  and 
down  the  flags.  She  remained  at  her  old  position  at  the  tomb- 
stone under  the  tree,  or  pillar,  as  it  seemed  to  be,  as  the  moon 
got  up.  She  was  leaning  against  the  pillar,  and  holding  out  to 
Max,  with  an  arm  beautifully  white  and  rounded,  the  letter  she 
had  received  from  her  husband:  "Read  it,  Max,"  she  said: 
"  I  asked  for  light,  and  here  is  heaven's  own,  by  which  you  maj' 
read." 

But  Max  did  not  come  forward  to  receive  it.  On  a  sudden 
his  face  assumed  a  look  of  the  most  dreadful  surprise  and  agony. 
He  stood  still,  and  stared  with  wild  eyes  starting  from  their 
sockets  ;  he  stared  upwards,  at  a  point  seemingly  above  Cathe- 
rine's head.  At  last  he  raised  up  his  finger  slowly*,  and  said, 
"  Look,  Cat  —  the  head  —  the  head!  "  Then  uttering  a  horrible 
laugh,  he  fell  down  grovelling  among  the  stones,  gibbering  and 
writhing  in  a  fit  of  epilepss'. 

Catherine  started  forward  and  looked  up.  She  had  been 
standing  against  a  post,  not  a  tree  —  the  moon  was  shining  full 
on  it  now ;  and  on  the  summit,  strangely  distinct,  and  smiling 
ghastly,  was  a  livid  human  head. 

The  wretched  woman  fled  —  she  dared  look  no  more.  And 
some  hours  afterwards,  when,  alarmed  by  the  Count's  continued 
absence,  his  confidential  servant  came  back  to  seek  for  him  in 
the  church3ard,  he  was  found  sitting  on  the  flags,  staring  full  at 
the  head,  and  laughing,  and  talking  to  it  wildly,  and  nodding 
at  it.  He  was  taken  up  a  hopeless  idiot,  and  so  lived  for  j^ears 
and  years  ;  clanking  the  chain,  and  moaning  under  the  lash,  and 
howling  through  long  nights  when  the  moon  peered  through  the 
bars  of  his  solitary  cell,  and  he  buried  his  face  in  the  straw. 


There  —  the  murder  is  out !  And  having  indulged  himself 
in  a  chapter  of  the  very  finest  writing,  the  author  begs  the  at- 
tention of  the  British  public  towards  it ;  humbly  conceiving  that 
it  possesses  some  of  those  peculiar  merits  which  have  rendered 
the  fine  writing  in  other  chapters  of  the  works  of  other  authors 
so  famous. 

Without  bragging  at  all,  let  us  jus^j  point  out  the  chief  claims 
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of  the  above  pleasing  piece  of  composition.  In  the  first  place, 
it  is  perfectl}-  stilted  and  unnatural ;  the  dialogue  and  the  senti- 
ments being  artfully  arranged,  so  as  to  be  as  strong  and  majestio 
as  possible.  Our  dear  Cat  is  but  a  poor,  illiterate  country  wench, 
who  has  come  from  cutting  her  husband's  throat ;  and  j^et,  see  ! 
she  talks  and  looks  like  a  tragedy  princess,  who  is  suffering  in 
the  most  virtuous  blank  verse.  This  is  the  proper  end  of  fic- 
tion, and  one  of  the  greatest  triumphs  that  a  novelist  can 
achieve :  for  to  make  people  sympathize  with  virtue  is  a  vulgar 
trick  that  an}'  common  fellow  can  do  ;  but  it  is  not  everybody 
who  can  take  a  scoundrel,  and  cause  us  to  weep  and  whimper 
over  him  as  though  he  were  a  verj'  saint.  Give  a  young  lad}^ 
of  five  3ears  old  a  skein  of  sUk  and  a  brace  of  netting-needles, 
and  she  will  in  a  short  time  turn  3'ou  out  a  decent  silk  purse  — 
anybod}'  can  ;  but  trj'  her  with  a  sow's  ear,  and  see  whether  she 
can  make  a  silk  purse  out  of  that.  That  is  the  work  for  your 
real  great  artist ;  and  pleasant  it  is  to  see  how  man}'  have 
succeeded  in  these  latter  days. 

The  subject  is  strictly  historical,  as  any  one  ma}-  see  by  re- 
ferring to  the  Daily  Post  of  March  3,  1726,  which  contains  the 
following  paragraph :  — 

"  Yesterday  morning,  early,  a  man's  head,  that  by  the  fresh- 
ness of  it  seemed  to  have  been  newly  cut  oft'  from  the  body, 
having  its  own  hair  on,  was  found  by  the  river's  side,  near  Mill- 
bank,  Westminster,  and  was  afterwards  exposed  to  public  view 
in  St.  Margaret's  Churchyard,  where  thousands  of  people  have 
seen  it ;  but  none  could  tell  who  the  unhappy  person  was,  much 
less  who  committed  such  a  horrid  and  barbarous  action.  There 
are  various  conjectures  relating  to  the  deceased  ;  but  there  be- 
ing nothing  certain,  we  omit  them.  The  head  was  much  hacked 
and  mangled  in  the  cutting  off." 

The  head  which  caused  such  an  impression  upon  Mon- 
sieur de  Galgenstein  was,  indeed,  once  on  the  shoulders  of  Mr. 
John  Hayes,  who  lost  it  under  the  following  circumstances. 
We  have  seen  how  Mr.  Hayes  was  induced  to  drink.  Mr. 
Hayes  having  been  encouraged  in  drinking  the  wine,  and  grow- 
ing very  merxy  therewith,  he  sang  and  danced  about  the  room  ; 
but  his  wife,  fearing  the  quantity  lie  had  drunk  would  not  have 
the  wished-for  effect  on  him,  she  sent  away  for  another  bottle, 
of  which  he  drank  also.  This  eftectually  answered  their  expec- 
tations ;  and  Mr.  Hayes  became  therelDy  intoxicated,  and  de- 
prived of  his  understanding. 

He,  however,  made  shift  to  get  into  the  other  room,  and, 
throwing  himself  upon  the  bed,  fell  asleep ;  upon  which  Mrs. 
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Hayes  reminded  them  of  the  affair  in  hand,  and  told  them  that 
was  the  most  proper  juncture  to  finish  the  business.  * 

Ring,  ding,  ding !  the  gloomy  green  curtain  drops,  the  dra- 
matis personee  are  duly  disposed  of,  the  nimble  candle-snuffers 
put  out  the  lights,  and  the  audience  goeth  pondering  home.  If 
the  critic  take  the  pains  to  ask  why  the  author,  who  hath  been 
so  diffuse  in  describing  the  earl}-  and  fabulous  acts  of  Mrs. 
Catherine's  existence,  should  so  hurr}-  off  the  catastrophe  where 
a  deal  of  the  very  finest  writing  might  have  been  employed, 
Solomons  replies  that  the  ' '  ordinar}- "  narrative  is  far  more 
emphatic  than  any  composition  of  his  own  could  be,  with  all  the 
rhetorical  graces  which  he  might  employ.  Mr.  Aram's  trial,  as 
taken  by  the  penny-a-liners  of  those  days,  hath  always  inter- 
ested him  more  than  the  lengthened  and  poetical  report  which 
an  eminent  novelist  has  given  of  the  same.  Mr.  Turpin's  ad- 
ventures are  more  instructive  and  agreeable  to  him  in  the  ac- 
count of  the  Newgate  Plutarch,  than  in  the  learned  Ainsworth's 
''  Biographical  Dictionary."  And  as  he  believes  that  the  pro- 
fessional gentlemen  who  are  employed  to  invest  such  heroes 
with  the  rewards  that  their  great  actions  merit,  will  go  through 
the  ceremony  of  the  grand  cordon  with  much  more  accuracy 
and  despatch  than  can  be  shown  hy  the  most  distinguished 
amateur  ;  in  like  manner  he  thinks  that  the  history  of  such  in- 
vestitures should  be  written  by  people  directly  concerned,  and 
not  b}^  admiring  persons  without,  who  must  be  ignorant  of  many 
of  the  secrets  of  Ketchcraft.  We  ver}-  much  doubt  if  Milton 
himself  could  make  a  description  of  an  execution  half  so  hor- 
rible as  the  simple  lines  in  the  Daily  Post  of  a  hundred  and  ten 
years  since,  that  now  lies  before  us  —  "  herrlich  wie  am  ersten 
Tag,"  —  as  bright  and  clean  as  on  the  day  of  publication.  Think 
of  it!  it  has  been  read  by  Belinda  at  her  toilet,  scanned  at 
"Button's"  and  "Will's,"  sneered  at  by  wits,  talked  off  in 
palaces  and  cottages,  by  a  busy  race  in  wigs,  red  heels,  hoops, 
patches,  and  rags  of  all  variety  —  a  busy  race  that  hath  long 

*  The  description  of  the  murder  and  the  execution  of  the  culprits, 
which  here  follows  in  the  original,  was  taken  from  the  newspapers  of  the 
flay.  Coming  from  such  a  source  they  liave,  as  may  be  imagined,  no  liter- 
ary merit  whatever.  The  details  of  the  crime  are  simply  horrible,  without 
one  touch  of  even  that  sort  of  romance  which  sometimes  gives  a  little 
dignity  to  murder.  As  such  they  precisely  suited  Mr.  Thackeray's  pur- 
pose at  the  time  —  which  was  to  show  the  real  manners  and  customs  of  the 
Sheppards  and  Turpins  who  were  then  the  popular  heroes  of  fiction.  But 
now-a-days  there  is  no  such  purpose  to  serve,  and  therefore  these  too  literal 
details  are  omitted. 
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Since  plunged  and  vanished  in  the  unfathomable  gulf  towards 
which  we  march  so  briskly. 

Where  ai'e  they?  "  AfHavit  Deus"  —  and  they  are  goneT 
Hark !  is  not  the  same  wind  roaring  still  that  shall  sweep  us 
down?  and  3'onder  stands  the  compositor  at  his  types  who 
shall  put  up  a  pretty  paragraph  some  day  to  say  how,  "  Tester- 
day^  at  his  house  in  Grosvenor  Square,"  or  "At  Botany  Ba}', 
universally  regretted,"  died  So-and-so.  Into  what  profound 
moralities  is  the  paragraph  concerning  Mrs.  Catherine's  burn- 
ing leading  us  ! 

Ay,  truly,  and  to  that  very  point  have  we  wished  to  come ; 
for,  having  finished  our  delectable  meal,  it  behoves  us  to  say  a 
word  or  two  by  way  of  grace  at  its  conclusion,  and  be  heartily 
thankful  that  it  is  over.  It  has  been  the  writer's  object  care- 
full}^  to  exclude  from  his  drama  (except  in  two  very  insignifi- 
cant instances  —  mere  walking-gen  tlemen  parts,)  any  characters 
but  those  of  scoundrels  of  the  very  highest  degree.  That 
he  has  not  altogether  failed  in  the  object  he  had  in  view,  is 
evident  from  some  newspaper  critiques  which  he  has  the  good 
fortune  to  see  ;  and  which  abuse  the  tale  of  ' '  Catherine "  as 
one  of  the  dullest,  most  vulgar,  and  immoral  works  extant. 
It  is  highly  gratif^'ing  to  the  author  to  find  that  such  opinions 
are  abroad,  as  they  convince  him  that  the  taste  for  Newgate 
literature  is  on  the  wane,  and  that  when  the  public  critic  has 
right  down  undisguised  immorality  set  before  him,  the  honest 
creature  is  shocked  at  it,  as  he  should  be,  and  can  declare  his 
indignation  in  good  round  terms  of  abuse.  The  characters  of 
the  tale  are  immoral,  and  no  doubt  of  it ;  but  the  writer  humbly 
hopes  the  end  is  not  so.  The  public  was,  in  our  notion,  dosed 
and  poisoned  by  the  prevailing  style  of  literary  practice,  and  it 
was  necessary  to  administer  some  medicine  that  would  produce 
a  wholesome  nausea,  and  afterwards  bring  about  a  more  healthy 
habit. 

And  thank  heaven,  this  effect  has  been  produced  in  very 
many  instances,  and  that  the  "  Catherine"  cathartic  has  acted 
most  efficaciously.  The  author  has  been  pleased  at  the  disgust 
which  his  work  has  excited,  and  has  watched  with  benevolent 
carefulness  the  wry  faces  that  have  been  made  by  many  of 
the  patients  who  have  swallowed  the  dose.  Solomons  re- 
members, at  the  estabhsliment  in  Birchin  Lane  where  he  had 
the  honor  of  receiving  his  education,  there  used  to  be  adminis- 
tered to  the  boys  a  certain  cough- medicine,  which  was  so  ex- 
cessively agreeable  that  all  the  lads  longed  to  have  colds  in 
order  to  partake  of  the  remedy.    Some  of  our  popular  novelists 
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have  compounded  their  drugs  in  a  similar  way,  and  made  them 
so  palatable  that  a  public,  once  healthy  and  honest,  has  been 
wellnigh  poisoned  by  their  wares.  Solomons  defies  any  one 
to  say  the  like  of  himself —  that  his  doses  have  been  as  pleas- 
ant as  champagne,  and  his  pills  as  sweet  as  barley-sugar  ;  —  it 
has  been  his  attempt  to  make  vice  to  appear  entirely  vicious ; 
and  in  those  instances  where  he  hath  occasionally  introduced 
something  like  virtue,  to  make  the  sham  as  evident  as  possi- 
ble, and  not  allow  the  meanest  eapacit}'  a  single  chance  to  mis- 
take it. 

And  what  has  been  the  consequence?  That  wholesome 
nausea  which  it  has  been  his  good  fortune  to  create  wherever 
he  has  been  allowed  to  practise  in  his  humble  circle. 

Has  any  one  thrown  away  a  halfpennyworth  of  sympathy 
upon  any  person  mentioned  in  this  history?  Surely  no.  But 
abler  and  more  famous  men  than  Solomons  have  taken  a  differ- 
ent plan  ;  and  it  becomes  every  man  in  his  vocation  to  cry  out 
against  such,  and  expose  their  errors  as  best  he  may. 

Laboring  under  such  ideas,  Mr.  Isaac  Solomons,  junior, 
produced  the  romance  of  Mrs.  Cat,  and  confesses  himself  com- 
pletely- happy  to  have  brought  it  to  a  conclusion.  His  poem 
may  be  dull  —  ay,  and  probably  is.  The  great  Blackmore,  the 
great  Dennis,  the  great  Sprat,  the  great  Pomfret,  not  to  men- 
tion great  men  of  our  own  time  —  have  the3-  not  also  been  dull, 
and  had  pretty  reputations  too?  Be  it  granted,  Solomons  is 
dull ;  but  don't  attack  his  moralit}' ;  he  humbly  submits  that, 
in  his  poem,  no  man  shall  mistake  virtue  for  vice,  no  man  shall 
allow  a  single  sentiment  of  pit}'  or  admiration  to  enter  his  bosom 
for  any  character  of  the  piece  ;  it  being,  from  beginning  to  end, 
a  scene  of  unmixed  rascality  performed  by  persons  who  never 
deviate  into  good  feeling.  And,  although  he  doth  not  pretend 
to  equal  the  great  modern  authors,  whom  he  hath  mentioned, 
in  wit  or  descriptive  powers  ;  3'et,  in  the  point  of  moral,  he 
meekly  believes  that  he  has  been  their  superior ;  feeling  the 
greatest  disgust  for  the  characters  he  describes,  and  using  his 
humble  endeavor  to  cause  the  public  also  to  hate  them. 

HoBSKMONOUR  Lan£,  January,  1840. 
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